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INTRODUCTION 

* I ilo not hold up Joubert as a very astonishing and 
powerful genius, but rather as a delightful and edifying 
genius . . . He is the most prepossessing and convincing of 
witnesses to the good of loving light. Because he sincerely 
loved light, and did not prefer to it any little private dark- 
ness of his own, he found light. . . . And because he was full 
of light he was also full of hapidness. . . . His life was as 
charming as his thoughts. For certainly it is natural that 
the love of light, which is already, in some measure, the 
))08session of light, should irradiate and beatify the whole 
life of him who has it.’ 

Many a reader of Ussaffs in Criticism must have 
paused and in thought transferred to M.atthew Arnold 
these vvord.s of his in i)raise of Joubert, as well as the 
fine passage in which he goes on to ask What, in 
literature, we mean by fame ? Only two kinds of 
authors (lie tolls us) are secure of fame; the first being 
the Homers, Dantes, Shakespeares, ‘the great abiding 
fountains of truth,’ whose praise is for ever and ever. 
But beside these sacred personages stand certain elect 
ones, less majestic, yet to be recognized as of the same 
family and character with the greatest, ‘exercising like 
them an immortal function, and like them inspiring 
a permanent interest.’ The fame of these also is 
assured. ‘ They will never, like the Shakespeares, 
command the homage of the multitude ; but they are 
safe ; the multitude will not trample them down.' 

To this company Matthew Arnold belongs. We all 
feel it, and some of us can give reasons for our con- 
fidence ; but perhaps, if all our reasons were collected, 
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the feeling would be found to reach deeper into cer- 
tainty than any of them. Ho was never popular, and 
never will be. Yet no one can say that, although at 
one time he seemed to vie with the public in distrusting 
it, his poetry missed its mark. On the other hand, 
while his critical writings had swift and almost instan- 
taneous elTect for good, the repute they brought him 
was moderate, and largely made up of misconception. 
For the mass of his countrymen he came somehow to 
personify a number of things which their minds vaguely 
associated with kid gloves, and by his ironical way of 
playing with the misconception he did more than a 
little to confirm it. But in truth Arnold was a serious 
man who saw life as a serious business, and chiefly 
I’elied, for making the best of it, upon a serene common 
sense. Ho had elegance, to be sure, and was inclined 
— at any rate, in controversy — to be conscious of it , 
but it was elegance of that plain Attic order to which 
common sense gives the law and almost the inspiration. 
The man and the style were one. Alike in his life and 
his writings he observed and preached the golden mean, 
with a mind which was none the less English and prac- 
tical if, in expressing it, he deliberately and almost 
defiantly avoided that emphasis which Englishmen 
love to a fault. 

Matthew Arnold, eldest son of Dr. Thomas Arnold, 
the famous Head Master of Rugby, was born on Christ- 
mas Eve, 1822, at Laleham on tlie Thames, where his 
father at that time tauglit private pupils. The child 
was barely six yeai’s old when the family removed to 
Rugby, and at seven he returned to Laloham to be 
taught by his uncle, the Rev. John Buckland. In 
August, 1836, he proceeded to Winchester, but was 
removed at the end of a year and entered Rugby, 
where he remained until he went up to Balliol College, 
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Oxford, in 1841, with an open scholarship. He had 
written a prize poem at Rugby — the subject, Alaric at 
Home ; and on this jTerformance he improved by taking 
the Newdigate in 1843 — tlio subject, Cromwell. But 
we need waste no time on these exercises. It is better 
worth noting that the boy had been used to spending his 
liolidays, and now spent a great part of his vacations, 
at Fox How, near Grasmere, a house which Dr. Arnold 
had taken to refresh his eyes and his spirits alter the 
monotonous ridge and furrow, field and hedgerow, 
around Rugby ; and that, as Mr. Herbert I’iiul x>uts 
it, young Matthew ‘ thus grew up under the shadow 
of Wordsworth, whose brilliant and i>enetrating inter- 
pr(‘ter he was destined to become’. Genius collects 
early, and afterwards distils from recollection ; and if 
its spirit, like that of the licentiate Pedro Garcias, is to 
be disinterred, he who would find Matthew Arnold’s 
must dig in and arouml Fox How and Oxford. 

At Oxford, which he loved i)assioiiately, he * missed 
his first’, ljut atoned for this, three months later, by 
wunriing a fellowship at Oriel. (This was in 1844—5. 
His father had died in 1H42.) He stayed ui>, however, 
but a short while after taking his degree ; w^ent back 
to Rugby as an assistant master ; relintj[uished this in 
1847 to become private secretary to Lord Lansdowne, 
then President of the Council ; and was by him 
appointed in 1851 to an Inspectorship of »Schools, 
which he retained for five-and-thirty years. In 1851, 
too, he married Frances Lucy Wightman, daughter of 
a Judge of the Queen’s Bench ; and so settled down 
at the same time to domestic hai>piness and to daily 
work which, if dull sometimes, was not altogether 
ungrateful, as it was never less than conscientiously 
performed. 

Meanwhile, in 1849, he had put forth a thin volume. 
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The Strayed Iteveller, and other Toems^ hy A \ which 
was followed in liS52 by Empedocles on Etna^ and other 
ToernSj hy A. In 1853 he dropped anonymity and 
under the title of Poems, hy Matthew Arnold repub- 
lished the contents of these two volumes, omitting 
Empedocles, with a few minor j^ieces, and adding some 
priceless things, such as Sohrab and Tiustnm, The Church 
of Brou, ItcfpAiescat , and The Scholar Gipsy. 

* It was received, we believe, with general indifference,’ 
w^rote Mr. Froude of the first volume, in the IVcstminster 
Beview, 1854. We need not trouble to explain the 
fact, be^’^ond sa 3 diig that English criticism was just 
then at about the lowest ebb it reached in the last cen- 
tury, and that the few^ capable oars were occupied bj' 
the far more confident voice of Tennyson and the far 
more disconcerting one of Browning: but the fact - 
surprising when all allowance has been made — must 
be noted, for it is important to remem V)er that the most 
and best of Arnold’s poetry was written )>efore he 
gained the world’s ear, and that he gained it not as 
a poet but as a critic. In 1855 a])peared Poems hy 
Matthew Arnold, Second Scries, of which only Balder 
Dead and Separation were new ; and in 1858 Merope 
with its Preface : but in the interval Ijetwoen them he 
had been elected Professor of Poetry at Oxford (May 
1857). 

The steps by which a reputation grows, the precise 
moment at which it becomes established, are often 
difficult to trace and fix. The poems, negligently 
though they had been received at first, must have 
helped : and, since men who improve an office aro 
themselves usually improved by it, assuredly the Pro- 
fessorship helped too. The Lectures on Homer which 
adorned Arnold’s first tenure of the Chair strike a new 
note of criticism, speak with a growing undertone of 
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authority beneath their modest professions, and would 
suffice to explain — if mere custom did not even more 
easily explain — why in 18G2 he was re-elected for 
another five years. But before 1865, no doubt, the 
judicious who knew him had tested him by more than 
his lectures, and were prepared for J^]ssai/s in Crdicism. 

Although we are mainly concerned here witli the 
})oems, a word must be said on J^ssaf/s in Criticism, 
which Mr. Paul pronounces to be * Mr. Arnold's most 
imi^ortant work in prose, the central book, so to S 2 >eak, 
of his life ’. Mr. 8aintsbury calls it * the first full and 
varied, and perhaps always the best, expression and 
illustration of the author's critical attitude, the detailed 
manifesto and exemplar of the now critical method, 
and so one of the epoch-making books of tlie later 
nineteenth century in English' — and on tliis subject 
Mr. Saintsbury has a peculiar right to l>e hoard. 

Now for a book to be ‘epoch-making' it must bring 
to its age stmiethiiig which its age conspicuously lacks : 
and l^jssays in Criticism did this. No one remembering 
what Diydon did, and Johnson, and Coleridge, and 
Lamb, and llazlitt, will pretend that Arnold invented 
English Criticism, or that he did well what these men 
had done ill. What he did, and they missed doing, 
was to treat Criticism as a deliberate disinterested art, 
with laws and methods of its own, a proper temper, 
and certain standards or touchstones of right taste by 
which the quality of any writing, as literature, could 
l>e tested. In other words, he introduced authority and, 
with authority, responsibility, into a business which 
had hitherto been practised at the best by brilliant 
nonconformists and at the worst by Quarterly Re- 
viewers — who, taking for their motto Index damnatur 
cum nocens ahsolvitur, either forgot or never surmised 
that to punish the guilty can be but a corollary of 
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a higher obligation, to discover the truth. Nor can 
any one now read the literature of that period without 
a sense that Arnt^ld’s teaching was indispensably 
needed just then. A page of Macaulay or of Carlyle 
dazzles us with its rhetoric ; strikes, arrests, excites us 
with a number of things tellingly put and in ways we 
had scarcely guessed to be possible ; but it no longer 
convinces. It docs not even dis^mse us to be convinced, 
since (to put it vulgarly) we feel that the author ‘ is 
not out after’ truth ; that Macaulay's William III is 
a figure dressed up and adjusted to prove Macaulay's 
thesis, and that the France of Carlyle’s yrcncli Jicro- 
lution not only never existed but, liad it ever existed, 
would not bo France. Arnold helping us, wo see these 
failures — for surely that history is a failure which, like 
Cremorno, will not bear the daylight — to be inevitable 
in a republic of l<*tters where laws are not and wherein 
each author writes at the top of his own bent, 
indulging and exploiting his personal eccentricity to 
the fullest. It has probably been the salvation of our 
literature that in the fourteenth century the Latin 
prevailed over the Anglo-Saxon line of its descent, and 
that in the forming of our verse as well as of our prose 
we had, at the critical iiioments, the literatures of 
Latin races, Italian or French, for models and correc- 
tives ; as it was the misfortune of the Victorian period 
before 1865 that its men of genius wrote with eyes 
turned inward upon themselves or, if outward, upon 
that German literature which, for all its great qualitit'S, 
must ever be dangerous to Englishmen because it 
flatters and encourages their special faults \ 

Of Arnold from 1865 onward — of the books in 
which he enforced rather than developed his critical 

1 That. Matthew Arnold himself ovor-valued contemporary 
German literature does not really affect our argument. 
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method (for all the gist of it may be found in l^ssays 
in Criticism) — of his incursions into the fields of politics 
and theology^ — much might be written, but it would 
not be germane to our puri)ose. New PoemSf including 
Bacchanalia, or the New Age, Dover Beach, and the 
beautiful Thyrsis, appeared in 1807, and thenceforward 
for the last twenty years of his life he wrote very little in 
verse, though the fine Wr si minster Ahhcy^ proved that 
the Muse had not died in him. He used his hold upon 
the public ear to preach some sermons which, as a good 
citizen, he thought the nation needed. In his hard- 
working t>lficial life he rendered services which those of 
us who engage in the work of English education are 
constantly and gratefully rec'ognizing in their effects, 
as we still toil in the wake of his ideals. Ho rotirod 
in November, 188G. Ho died on April 15th, 1888, of 
heart-failure : he had gone to Liverpool to meet his 
eldest daughter on her return from the United States, 
and there, in running to catch a tram-car, ho fell and 
died in a moment. Ho was sixty-five, but in appearance 
carried his years lightly. He looked, and was, a dis- 
tinguished and agreeable man. Of good presence and 
fine manners ; perfect in his domestic relations, genial 
in company and radiating cheerfulness ; setting a high 
aim to his official work yet ever conscientious in details ; 
he stands (apart from his literary achievement) as an 
example of the Englishman at his best. Ho cultivated 
this best deliberately. His daily note-books were filled 
with quotations, high thoughts characteristically chosen 
and jotted down to be borne in mind ; and some of 
these — such as Semper aliqnid certi proponendum est 
and JEcee labora et noli contristari ! — recur again and 
again. But the result owed its amiability also to that 
‘ timely relaxation ’ counselled by Milton — 

^ Published in The Niripteenth Century, January, 1882. 
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To measure life learn thou betimes, and know 
Toward solid good what leads the nearest way ; 

For other things mild Hcav'n a time ordains, 

And disap])roves that care, though wise in show, 

That with superfluous burden loads the day 

And, when God sends a cheerful hour, refrains. 

To those, then, who tell us that Arnold's poetic period 
was brief, and imidy that it was therefore dis- 
appointing, we might answer that this is hut testi- 
mony to the perfect development of a life which in 
due season used poetry and at the due hour cast it 
away, to proceed to things more practical. But this 
would be to err almost as deeply as those who tell us 
that Arnold, as he himself said of Gray, ‘never spoke 
out '-—whereas Arnold habitually spoke out, and now 
and then even too insistent^. Again it would >)e 
a mistake for us to apply to him au pied de la letire 
the over-sad verses — 

Youth rambles on life's arid mount, 

And strikes the rock, and finds the vein, 

And brings the water from the fount, 

The fount which shall not flow agjiiii. 

The man mature with labour choi>s 

For the bright stream a channel grand, 

And sees not that the sacred drops 
Ran off and vanish'd out of hand. 

And then the old man totters nigh 
And feebly rakes among the stones. 

The mount is mute, the channel dry ; 

And down he lays his weary bones. 

Yet it were stupid not to recognize that here is 
contained a certain amount of general truth, and of 
truth particularly applicable to Arnold. ‘ The poet,* 
Mr. Saintsbury writes of him (and it sums up the 
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matter), ‘has in him a vein, or, if the metaphor be pre- 
ferred, a spring, of the most real and rarest poetry. But 
the vein is constantly broken by faults, and never very 
thick ; the spring is intermittent, and runs at times 
by drops only.* Elsewhere Mr. Saintsbury sj)eaks of 
his ‘ elaborate assumijtion of the singing- robe’, a phrase 
very hapi)ily critical. Arnold felt — no man more 
deeply — the majesty of the poet's function : he 
solemnly attired himself to perform it : but the sing- 
ing-robe was not his daily wear. The ample pall in 
which Tennyson swept, his life thi-ongh, as to the 
manner born ; the stilTer skirts in which Wordsworth 
walked so complacently ; these would have intolerably 
cumbered the man who protested that even the title 
of Professor made him uneasy. Wordsworth and 
Tennyson were bards, authentic and unashamed ; 
whereas in Arnold, as Mr. Watson has noted. 

Something of worldling mingled still 
With bard and sage. 

There was never a tiner worldling than Matthew Arnold: 
but the criticism is just. 

The critics, while noting this, have missed something 
which to us seems to explain much in Arnold's verse. 
We said just now that English literature has been 
fortunate in what it owes to the Latin races ; we may 
add that it has been most fortunate in going to Italy 
for instruction in its verse, to France for instruction 
in its prose. This will be denied by no one who has 
studied Elizabethan poetry or the prose of the ‘ Augus- 
tan ' age : and as little will any one who has studied 
the structure of poetry deny that Italy is the natural, 
France the unnatural, school for an English poet- The 
reason is not that we understand Italian better than 
French history and with more sympathy — though this. 
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too, scarcely admits of dispute ; nor again that the 
past of Italy appeals to emotions of which poetry is the 
consecrated langiuige. It lies in the very structure 
and i>lay of the language ; so that an Englishman who 
has but learnt how to pronounce the Italian vowels 
can read Italian poetry passably. The accent comes 
to him at once ; the lack of accent in French remains 
foreign after many months of study. Now although 
Arnold was no great admirer of French poetry (and 
indeed had a particular dislike for the Alexandrine), 
France was to him, among modern nations, the heir 
of those classical qualities which ditferentiate tlio 
Greek from the barbarian, and his i>ootry seems ever 
to be striAung to reproduce the Greek note through 
verso subdued to a French flatness of tone, as though 
(to borrow a metaphor from another art) its secret lay 
in low relief. But an English poet fighting against 
emphasis is as a man fighting water with a broom : 
and an English poet, striving to be uiiein])hatie, must 
yet contrive to be various or he is naught. Successfully 
as he managed his prose, when he desired it to be em- 
phatic Arnold had, in default of our native methods of 
emphasis, to fall back upon that simple repetition 
which irritates so many reailers. In his poetry the 
devices are yet more clumsy. We suppose that no 
English poet before or since has so overworked the 
interjection ‘ Ah ! ’ But far worse than any number 
of ah ! s is Arnold's trick of italic type — 

How 7 bewail you ! 

We mortal millions live alone. 

In the rustling night-air came the answer — 

‘ Wouldst thou he as these arc ? Liw as they-’ 

— a device almost unpardonable in poetry. So when 
he would give us variety, as in Tristram and Isculfy 
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Arnold has no better resource than frequent change 
of metro : and although every reader must have felt 
the effect of that sudden fine outburst — 

What voices are these on the clear night air ? 

What lights in the court? what steps on the stair? 
yet some must also have reflected that the great 
masters, having to tell a story, choose their one metre 
and, having chosen, so adapt and handle it that it tells 
all. Soil rah and liusfam indeed tells itself perfectly, 
from its first line to its noble close. But Sohra.h and 
Jiiistum is, and professes to he, an episode. Balder is 
little more, and most readers 11 nd Balder^ in spite of 
its fine passages and general dignity, long enough. 
Arnold — let it ho repea to<l — was not a bard ; not 
a Muse- intoxicated man. He had not the bardic, the 
architectonic, gift, ‘ Something of worldling ' in him 
forbade any such fervour as, sustained day after day 
for years, gave the world Paradise Lost, an<l incidentally, 
no doubt, made Milton’s daughters regret at times that 
Iheii* father Avas not as ordinary men. 

Nor had Arnold an impeccable ear for rhyme (in The 
Kew Sirois, for instance, he rliymes ‘dawning’ Avith 
‘morning’): and if Ave hesitate to follow the many 
Avho liaA^e doubted his ear for rhythm, it is m)t for lack 
of apparently good evidence, but because some of his 
rhythms which used to give us j>ause have come, upon 
long<"r acquaintance, to fascinate us : and the explana- 
tion may be, as we have hinted, that they folloAv the 
French rather than the Italian use of accent, and are 
strange to us rather than in themselves unmusical. 
Certainly the critics Avho Avoiild liave us believe that 
TJte Strayed Beveller is an unmusical poem Avill not at 
this time of day persuade us by the process of taking 
a stanza or two and writing them doAAm in the form of 
proser Wo could do the same Avith a dozen lines of 
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The Tempest or Antony and Cleopatra^ were it worth 
doing, and prove just as much, or as little. 

Something of Arnold’s own theory of poetry may bo 
extracted from the prefaces, here reprinted, of 1853 
and 3854. They contain, like the prefaces of Dryden 
and of Wordsworth, much wisdom ; but the world, 
X>erhaps even more wisely, refuses to judge a poet by 
his theory, which (however admirable) seldom yields 
up his secret. Yet Arnold had a considered view of 
what the poet should attempt and what avoid ; and 
that he followed it would remain certain although 
much evidence were accumulated to prove that he 
who denounced * poetry’s eternal enemy, Ca}>rice 
could liimself be, on occasion, capricious. He leaves 
the impression that he wrote with dilliculty ; bis rap- 
tures, though he knew rapture, are infrequent. Hut 
through all his work there runs a strain of serious 
elevated thought, and on it all there rests an air of 
composure equally serious and elevated — a trifle statu- 
esque, perhaps, but by no means deficient in feeding. 
No one can read, say, the closing lines of Myccrlnus 
and fail to perceive these qualities. No one can read 
this volume from cover to cover and deny that they 
are characteristic. Nor, we think, can any one study 
the poetry of 1850 and thereabouts without being 
forced to admit that it wanted tliese qualities of 
thoughtfulness and composure. Arnold has been criti- 
cized for discovering in Tennyson a certain ‘ deficiency 
in intellectual power’. But is he by this time alone 
in that discovery? And if no lack of thoughtfulness 
can be charged against Browning — as it cannot — is not 
Browning violent, unchastened, far too often energetic 
for energy’s sake ? Be it granted that Arnold in poetical 
strength was no match for those champions : yet he 
brought to literature, and in a happy hour, that which 
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they lacked, insisting by the example of his verse as 
well as by the precepts of his criticism that before 
anything becomes literature it must observe two con- 
ditions — it must be worth saying, and it must be 
worthily said. 

Also lie continued, if with a difference, that noble 
Wordsworthian tradition which stood in some danger 
of perishing — chiefly, we think, beneath the accumula- 
tion of rubbish jailed upon it by its own author during 
his later years. That which Matthew Arnold disinterred 
and re-polished may have been but a fragment. Ilis 
page has not, says Mr. Watson, * the deep, authentic 
mountain-thrill." We grant that Arnold’s feeling for 
Nature has not the Wordsworthian dejith : but so far 
as it penetrates it is genuine. Lines such as — 

While the deep-burnish ’d foliage overhead 

Splinter’d the silver arrows of the moon — 

may t>we their felicity to phrase rather than to feeling. 
The Mediterranean landscape in A Southern Night may 
seem almost too exquisitely elaborated. Yet who can 
think of Arnold’s poetiy as a whole without feeling 
that Nature is alwa^’S behind it as a living background ? 
— whether it be the storm of wind and rain shaking 
Tintagel — 

I forgot, thou comest from thy voyage. 

Yes, the spray is on thy cloak and hair — 

or the scent-laden water-meadows along Thames, or 
the pine forests on the flank of Etna, or an English 
garden in June, or Oxus, its mists and fens and ‘the 
hush'd Chorasmian waste ’. If Arnold’s love of natural 
beauty have not those moments of piercing apprehension 
which in his master’s poetry seem to break through 
dullness into the very heaven : if we have not that 
secret which Wordsworth must have learnt upon the 
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Cumbrian Mountains, from moments when the clouds 
drift apart and the surprised climber sees all Winder- 
mere, all Derwent water, shining at his foet ; if on the 
other hand his philosophy of life, rounded and com- 
plete, seem none too hopeful, but call man back from 
eager sj)ec illations which man will never resign ; if it 
rejiress, where Browning encouraged, our quest after 

Thoughts liardl}^ to be packed 

Into a narrow act, 

Fancies that broke through language and escaped . . . 

yet his sense of atmosphere, of background, of the 
great stage on which man i)lays his 2>art, gives Arnold’s 
leaching a wonderful comprehension, within its range. 
‘This,’ we say, ‘is poetry we can trust, not to flatter 
us, but to sustain, console/ If the reader mistake it 
for the last word on life his trust in it wull be illusory. 
It brings rather that 

lull in the hot race 
Wherein lie doth for ever chase 
That flying and elusive shadow, llest. 

An air of coolness plays upon his face 
And an unwonted calm ]»ervades his bioast ; 

and then if after jirotesting against italics in ^loetry 
we may italicize where, for once, Arnold missed the 
opportunity — 

And then he ihiiika he knows 
The Hills where his life rose, 

And the Sea where it goes. 


ARTHUR T. QUILLER-COUCIU 



BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 


This volume contains fill the i^oems that Matthew 
Arnold published between 1840 and 18G7, They are 
printed in chronological order, and when more than 
one version of any poem is available the latest version 
is printed in the text, and all earlier verbal variations 
are noted at 11 le bottom of the page. 

Pp. xix to xxvii give the contents of the ten published 
volumes {Alaric 1810, Cromwell 1813, The Straijed 
JieveUer 1849, Empedodes on Etna 1852, Eoems 1853, 
PoemSj Second Edition 1854, Poems^ Second Scries 1855, 
J*ocms, Third Edition 1857, Merope 1858, Nctv Poems 
1867) in order, giving also under their several dates 
the poems which appeared in various magazines before 
publication in volume form. 

The order of the poems in this edition being chrono- 
logical, the reader should remember that the text of 
(for example) the 1849 version of The Forsaken Merman 
must be reconstructed from the footnotes, the text as 
here printed being that of the latest available edition, 
viz., for this poem, 1857. 

Arnold’s own notes are printed at the end of the 
book, and a few others have been added, some textual, 
others giving brief explanations of allusions in the text 
or references for passages quoted. 

Mr. T. J. Wise has kindly given i)ermission for his 
privately printed edition (1893) of Alaric at Rome to be 
used as the basis of the present reprint of the poem, no 
copy of the original issue (1840) being accessible ; and 
the JToratian Echo is included by kind permission of the 
Kev. Arthur Galt on, to whom the poem was given in 
1886 for publication in The Century Guild Ildbhy Horse. 

H. S. M. 



NOTE TO NEW EDITION (1512) 

In this edition there have been added the poems 
published by Arnold after 1868, as well as the incidental 
translations from Homer in Arnold’s third lecture of 
1861. 

Except in these additions, the text is as it stood in 
1867, but the latest text can lie constructed from the 
critical apparatus at the end of the book. This supple- 
ments the footnotes to pages 36-442. For a complete 
list of the variant readings both the footnotes and the 
list at the end must be consulted. 
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PREFACE 


[First published 1853. Reprinted 1854 and 1857.] 

In two small volumes of Poems, published anony- 
mously, one in 1849, the other in 1852, many of the 
Poems which comjDose the present volume have already 
appeared. The rest are now published for the first time. 

I have, in the present collection, omitted the Poem 
from which the volume published in 1852 took its 
title. I have done so, not because the subject of it 
was a Sicilian Greek born between two and three 
thousand years ago, although many persons would 
think this a sufficient reason. Neither have I done so lo 
because I had, in my own opinion, failed in the deline- 
ation which 1 inlendod to ofiect. I intended to deline- 
ate the feelings of one of the last of the Greek religious 
philosophers, one of the family of Orpheus and Musaeus, 
having survived his fellows, living on into a time when 
the habits of Greek thought and feeling had ))ogun fast 
to change, character to dwindle, the influence of the 
Sophists to prevail. Into the feelings of a man so 
situated there entered much that w-e are accustoinod to 
consider as exclusively modern ; how much, tho frag- 20 
ments of Empedocles himself which remain to us are 
sufficient at least to indicate. What those who are 
familiar only with the great monuments of early Greek 
genius suppose to bo its exclusive characteristics, have 
disappeared ; the calm, the cheerfulness, the disinter- 
ested objectivity have disappeared : the dialogue of the 
mind with itself has commenced ; modern problems 
ho ve presented themselves ; we hear already the doubts, 
we witness the discouragement, of Hamlet and of Faust. 

The representation of such a man’s feelings must be 30 
interesting, if consistently draw'n. We all naturally 
take pleasure, says Aristotle, in any imitation or repre- 
sentation whatever : this is the basis of our love of 
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Poetry : and we take pleasure in them, he adds, be- 
cause all knowledge is naturally agreeable to us ; not 
to the philosopher only, but to mankind at large. 
Every representation therefore which is consistently 
drawn may ho supposed to be interesting, inasmucli as 
it gratifies this natural interest in knowledge of all 
kinds. What is not interesting, is that which does not 
add to our knowledge of any kind ; that which is 
vaguely conceived and loosely drawn ; a representation 
10 which is general, indeterminate, and faint, instead of 
being particular, precise, and firm. 

Any accurate representation may therefore be ex- 
pected to be interesting ; but, if the representation be 
a poetical one, more than this is demanded. It is 
demanded, not only that it shall interest, but also that 
it shall inspirit and rejoice the reader : that it shall 
convey a charm, and infuse delight. For the Muses, 
as Hesiod says, were born that they might be ‘ a for- 
getfulness of evils, and a truce from cares* : and it is 
20 not enough that the Poet should add to the knowledge 
of men, it is required of him also th;it he should add 
to their happiness. ‘ All Art,* says Schiller, ‘is dedi- 
cated to J oy, and there is no higher and no more serious 
problem, than how to make men happy. The riglit 
Art is that alone, which creates the highest enjoyment. 

A i)oetical work, therefore, is not yet justified when 
it has been shown to be an accurate, and therefore 
interesting representation ; it has to be shown also that 
it is a representation from which men can derive en- 
30 joyment. In presence of the most tragic circumstances, 
represented in a work of Art, the feeling of enjoyment, 
as is well known, may still subsist : the rei)resentation 
of the most utter calamity, of the liveliest anguish, is 
not sufficient to destroy it : the more tragic the situa- 
tion, the deeper becomes the enjoyment ,* and the 
situation is more tragic in proportion as it becomes 
more terrible. 

What then are the situations, from the representa- 
tion of which, though accurate, no poetical enjoyment 
40 can be derived ? They are those in which the suffer- 
ing finds no vent in action ; in which a continuous state 
of mental distress is prolonged, unrelieved by incident. 
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hope, or resistance ; in which there is everything to 
be endured, nothing to be done. In such situations 
there is inevitably something morbid, in the descrip- 
tion of them something monotonous. When they 
occur in actual life, they are painful, not tragic ; the 
representation of them in poetry is painful also. 

To this class of situations, poetically faulty as it 
appears to me, that of Empedocles, as I have endea- 
voured to represent him, belongs ; and I have there- 
fore excluded the Poem from the present collection. 10 

And why, it may be asked, have I entered into this 
explanation i-especting a matter so unimportant as the 
admission or exclusion of the Poem in question? I 
have done so, because I was anxious to avow that the 
sole reason for its exclusion was that which has been 
stated above ; and that it has not been excluded in 
deference to the opinion which many critics of the 
present day appear to entertain against subjects chosen 
from distant times and countries : against the choice, 
in short, of any subjects but modern ones. 20 

‘The Poet/ it is said,* and by an intelligent critic, 
‘the Poet who would really fix the public attention 
must leave the exhausted past, and draw his subjects 
from matters of present import, and therefore both of 
interest and novelty.’ 

Now this view 1 believe to be completely false. It 
is worth examining, inasmuch as it is a fair sample of 
a class of critical dicta everywliere current at the 
present day, having a philosophical form and air, but 
no real basis in fact ; and which are calculated to 30 
vitiate the judgement of readers of jwetry, while they 
exert, so far as they are adopted, a misleading influence 
on the practice of those who write it. 

What are the eternal objects of Poetr^^, among all 
nations and at all times? They are actions ; human 
actions ; possessing an inherent interest in themselves, 
and which are to be communicated in an interesting 
manner by the art of the Poet. Vainly will the latter 

' In The Spectator of April 2nd, 1853. Tlio words quoted were 
not used with reference to poorns of mine. 1854 first 
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imagine that he has everything in his own power ; that 
he can make an intrinsically inferior action equally 
delightful with a more excellent one by his treatment 
of it ; he may indeed compel us to admire his skill, 
but his work will possess, within itself, an incurable 
defect. 

The Poet, then, has in the first place to select an 
excellent action ; and what actions are the most excel* 
lent ? Those, certainly, which most powerfully appeal 
10 to the great primary human aifections : to those ele- 
mentary feelings which subsist permanently in the 
race, and which are independent of time. These feelings 
are permanent and the same ; that which interests 
them is permanent and the same also. The modern- 
ness or antiquity of an action, therefore, has nothing 
to do with its fitness for poetical representation ; this 
depends upon its inherent qualities. To tlie elemen- 
tary part of our nature, to our passions, that ■which is 
great and passionate is eternally interesting ; and 
20 interesting solely in proportion to its greatness and to 
its passion. A great human action of a thousand years 
ago is more interesting to it than a smaller human 
action of to-day, even though upon the representation 
of this last the most consummate skill may liave been 
expended, and though it has the advantage of appeal- 
ing by its modern language, familiar manners, and 
contemporary allusions, to all our transient feelings and 
interests. These, however, have no right to demand 
of a poetical work that it shall satisfy them ; their 
30 claims are to be directed elsewhere. Poetical works 
belong to the domain of our permanent passions : let 
them interest these, and the voice of all subordinate 
claims upon them is at once silenced. 

Achilles, Prometheus, Clytemnestra, Dido — what 
modern poem presents i)ersonages as interesting, even 
to us moderns, as these personages of an ‘exhausted 
past’? We have the domestic epic dealing with the 
details of modern life which pass daily under our eyes ; 
we have poems representing modern personages in 
40 contact with the problems of modern life, moral, in- 
tellectual, and social ; these works have been produced 
by poets the most distinguished of their nation and 
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time ; yet 1 iearlessly assert that Hermann and Dorothea, 
Childe Harold, Jocelyn, Tho Excursion, leave the reader 
cold in comparison with the effect produced upon him 
by the latter books of the Iliad, by the Orestea, or by 
the episode of Dido. And why is this ? Simply 
becfiuse in the three latter cases tho action is greater, 
the personages nobler, the situations more intense : 
and this is the true basis of the interest in a poetical 
work, and this alone. 

It mfiy be urged, however, that past actions may be 10 
interesting in themselves, but that they are not to be 
adopted by the modern Poet, because it is impossible 
for him to liave them clearly present to his own mind, 
and he cannot therefore feel them deejdy, nor repre- 
sent them forcibly. But this is not necessarily the 
case. Tlie externals of a past action, indeed, he cannot 
know with the precision of a contemporary ; but his 
business is with its essentials. The outward man of 
Oedipus or of Macbeth, the houses in which they lived, 
the ceremonies of their courts, he cannot accurately 20 
figure to himself ; but neither do they essentially con- 
cern him. His Inisiness is with their inward man ; 
with their feelings and behaviour in certain tragic 
situations, which engage their passions as men ; these 
have in them nothing local and casual ; they are as 
accessildo to the modern l^oet as to a contemporary. 

The date of an action, then, signifies nothing : the 
action itself, its selection and construction, this is what 
is all-important. This the Greeks understood far more 
clearly than we do. The radical difference betAveen 30 
their poetical theory and ours consists, as it appears 
to me, in this : that, with them, the poetical character 
of the action in itself, and the conduct of it, was the 
first consideration ; with us, attention is fixed mainly 
on the value of the sejiarjite thoughts and images which 
occur in the treatment of an action. They regarded 
the whole ; we regard the jiarts. With them, the 
action predominated over the expression of it ; with 
us, the exjiression predominates over the action. Not 
that they failed in expression, or were inattentive to it ; 40 
on the contrary, they are the highest models of expres- 
sion, the unapproached masters of the grand style : but 
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their expression is so excellent because it is so admir- 
ably kept in its right degree of prominence ; because 
it is so simple and so well subordinated ; because it 
draws its force directly from the pregnancy of the 
matter which it conveys. For what reason was the 
Greek tragic poet confined to so limited a range of 
subjects ? Because there are so few actions wliich unite 
in themselves, in the highest degx’ee, the conditions of 
excellence : and it was not thought that on any but 
10 an excellent subject could an excellent Poem be con- 
structed. A few actions, therefore, eminently adapted 
for tragedy, maintained almost exclusive possession of 
the Greek tragic stage ; their significance appeared 
inexhaustible ; they were as permanent problems, 
perpetually olTered to the genius of every fresh poet. 
This too is the reason of what appears to us moderns 
a certain baldness of expression in Greek tragedy ; of 
the triviality with which we often reproach the remarks 
of the chorus, where it takes part in the dialogxie : that 
20 the action itself, the situation of Orestes, or Morope, or 
Alcmaeon, was to stand the central 2 >t>int of interest, 
unforgotten, absorbing, principal ; that no accessories 
were for a moment to distract the sj^octator's attention 
from this ; that the tone of the parts was to be i^erpetu- 
ally kept down, in order not to impair the grandiose 
effect of the whole. The terrible old mythic story on 
which the drama was founded stood, before Ik* entered 
the theatre, traced in its bare outlines upon the sjiecta- 
tor's mind ; it stood in his memory, as a groiq^ of statu- 
30 ary, faintly seen, at the end of a long and dark vista : 
then came the Poet, embodying outlines, dtweloj)ing 
situations, not a word wasted, not a sentiment caprici- 
ously thrown in : stroke ujjon stroke, the drama pro- 
ceeded : the light deepened upon the group ; more and 
more it revealed itself to the rivetted gaze of the spec- 
tator : until at last, when the final words were spoken, 
it stood before him in broad sunlight, a model of 
immortal beauty. 

This was wliat a Greek critic demanded ; this was 
40 what a Greek poet endeavoured to effect. It signified 
nothing to what time an action belonged ; we do not 
find that the Persae occupied a particularly high rank 
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among the dramas of Aeschylus, because it represented 
a matter of contemporary interest : this was not what 
a cultivated Athenian required ; he required that the 
permanent elements of his nature should be moved ; 
and dramas of which the action, though taken from a 
long-distant mythic time, yet was calculated to accom- 
plish this in a higher degree than that of the Persae, 
stood higher in his estimation accordingly. The Greeks 
felt, no doubt, with their exquisite sagacity of taste, 
that an action of present times was too near them, too 10 
much mixed up with what was accidental and passing, 
to form a sufficiently grand, detached, and self-subsis- 
tent o))ject for a tragic poem : such objects belonged 
to the domain of the comic poet, and of the lighter 
kinds of poetry. For the more serious kinds, iov prag- 
matic poetry, to use an excellent expression of Polybius, 
they were more difficult and severe in the range of 
subjects which they pei-mitted. Their theory and 
practice alike, the admirable treatise of Aristotle, and 
the unrivalled works of their poets, exclaim with a 20 
thousand tongues — ‘All depends upon the subject ; 
choose a fitting action, penetrate yourself with the 
feeling of its situations ; this done, everything else will 
follow.’ 

But for all kinds of poetry alike there was one point 
on which they were ligidly exacting ; the adaptability 
of tlie subject to the kind of poetry selected, and the 
careful construction of the poem. 

How different a way of thinking from this is ours ! 
We can hardly at the present day understand what 30 
Menander meant, when he told a man who inquired 
as to the progress of his comedy that he had finished 
it, not having yet written a single line, because he had 
constructed the action of it in his mind. A modem 
critic would have assured him that the merit of his 
piece depended on the brilliant things w’hich arose 
under his pen as he went along. We have poems 
which seem to exist merely for the sake of single lines 
and passages : not for the sake of producing any total- 
impression. We have critics who seom to direct their 40 

18 ISSjft inserts after poriuittecl, and omits heloWj the sentence: ‘But 
for all kinds of poetry alike . . . careful construction of the poem.’ 
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attention merely to detached expressions, to the 
language about the action, not to the action itself. I 
verily think that the majority of them do not in their 
hearts believe that there is sucli a thing as a total - 
impression to be derived from a poem at all, or to be 
demanded fr<nn a. poet ; they think the term a common- 
place of metaphysical criticism. They will permit the 
Poet to select any action he pleases, and to sulFer that 
action to go as it will, provided ho gratifies them with 
10 occasional bursts of line writing, and with a shower of 
isolated thoughts and images. That is, they permit 
him to leave their poetical sense ungratified, provided 
that he gratifies their rhetorical sense and their curiosity. 
Of his neglecting to gratify these, tliero is little danger ; 
he needy rather to bo w’^arnod against the danger of 
attempting to gratify those alone ; he needs rather to 
be perpetually reniindod to prefer his action to every- 
thing else ; so to treat this, as to permit its inherent 
excellences to develop themselves, without interruption 
20 from the intrusion of his personal peculiarities: most 
fortunate, when he most entirely succeeds in effacing 
himself, and in enabling a noble action to subsist us it 
did in nature. 

But the modern critic not only permits a false 
practice ; he absolutely prescribes false aims. — ‘ A 
true allegory of the state of one’s own mind in a repre- 
sentative history,’ the Poet is told, ‘ is perhaps the 
highest thing that one can attempt in the way of poetry.’ 
— And accordingly he attempts it. An allegory of the 
80 state of one’s own mind, the highest problem of an art 
which imitates actions ! No assuredly, it is not, it 
never can be so : no great poetical work has ever been 
produced witli such an aim. Faust itself, in which 
something of the kind is attempted, w^onderfnl passages 
as it contains, and in spite of the unsurpassed beauty 
of the scones which relate to Margaret, Faust itself, 
judged as a whole, and judged strictly as a poetical 
work, is defective : its illustrious author, the greatest 
poet of modern times, the greatest critic of all times, 
iO would have been the first to acknowledge it ; he only 
defended his work, indeed, by asserting it to be ‘ some- 
thing incommensurable.’ 
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The confusion of the present times is great, the 
multitude of voices counselling different things be- 
wildering, the number of existing works capable of 
attracting a young writer's attention and of becoming 
his models, immense: what he wants is a hand to 
guide him through the confusion, a voice to prescribe 
to him the aim which he should keep in view', and to 
explain to him that the value of the literary works 
which offer themselves to his attention is relative to 
their power of helping him forward on his road tow^ards 10 
this aim. Such a guide the English writer at the 
present day will nowhere find. Failing this, all that 
can bo looked for, all indeed that can be desired, is, 
that his attention should be fixed on excellent models ; 
that he may reproduce, at any rate, something of their 
excellence, by penetrating himself with their works and 
by catching their spirit, if he cannot be taught to pro- 
duce what is excellent independently. 

Foremost among these models for the English writer 
stands Shakesj)eare : a name the greatest perhaps of all 20 
poetical names; a name never to be mentioned with- 
out reverence. 1 W’ill venture, however, to express a 
doubt, whether the influence of his works, excellent 
and fruitful for the readers of poetry, for the great 
majorit}^, has been of unmixed advantage to the writers 
of it. ►Shakes})eare indeed chose excellent subjects ; 
the world could afford no better than Macbeth, or 
Komeo and Juliet, or Othello: he had no theory 
respecting the necessity of choosing subjects of present 
import, ortho paramount interest attaching to allegories 30 
of the slate of one's own mind ; like all great poets, he 
knew W'ell wdiat constituted a poetical action ; like 
them, w^herever he found such an action, he took it ; 
like them, too, ho found his best in past times. But 
to these general characteristics of all great poets he 
added a special one of his owm ; a gift, namely, of 
happy, ahundiint, and ingenious expression, eminent 
and unrivalled : so eminent as irresistibly to strike the 
attention first in him, and even to throw into compara- 
tive shade his other excellences as a poet. Here has 40 
been the mischief. These other excellences were his 
fundamental excellences as a poet ; what distinguishes 
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the artist from the mere amateur, says Goethe, is 
Architectonice in the highest sense ; that power of 
execution, which creates, forms, and constitutes : not 
the profoundness of single thoughts, not the richness 
of imagery, not the abundance of illustration. But 
these attractive accessories of a poetical work being 
more easily seized than the spirit of the whole, and 
these accessories being possessed by Shakesi)eare in an 
unequalled degree, a young writer having recourse to 

10 Shakespeare as his model runs great risk of being van- 
quished and absorbed by them, and, in consequence, 
of reproducing, according to the measure of his power, 
these, and tlicse alone. Of this preponderating quality 
of Shakespeare's genius, accordingly, almost the whole 
of modern English poetry has, it appears to me, felt 
the influence. To the exclusive attention on tlie part 
of his imitators to this it is in a great degree owing, 
that of the majority of modern poetical works the 
details alone aro valuable, the comj)Osition worthless. 

20 In reading them one is perpetually reminded of that 
terrible sonteiico on a modern French poet — il dit tout 
ce qu^il veut^ mais malheurcusemmt d n'a ricn d dire. 

Let me give an instance of what 1 mean. I will 
take it from the works of the very chief among those 
who seem to have been formed in the school of Shake- 
speare : of one whose exquisite genius and pathetic 
death render him for ever interesting. I will take 
the poem of Isabella, or the Pot of Basil, by Keats. 
I choose this rather than the Endymion, because tlie 

30 latter work (which a modern critic has classed with 
the Fairy Queen !), although undoubtedly there blows 
through it the breath of genius, is yet as a whole so 
utterly incoherent, as not strictly to merit tlie name of 
a poem at all. The poem of Isabella, then , is a perfect 
treasure-house of graceful and felicitous words and 
images : almost in every stanza there occurs one of 
those vivid and picturesque turns of expression, by 
which the object is made to flash upon the eye of the 
mind, and which thrill the reader with a sudden delight. 

40 This one short poem contains, perhaps, a greater 
number of happy single expressions which one could 
quote than all the extant tragedies of Sophocles. But 
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the action, the story ? The action in itself is an excellent 
one ; but so feebly is it conceived by the Poet, so 
loosely constructed, that the effect produced by it, in 
and for itself, is absolutely null. Let the reader, after 
he lias finished the poem of Keats, turn to the same 
story in the Decameron : ho will then feel how preg- 
nant and interesting the same action has become in 
the hands of a great artist, who above all things 
delineates his object ; who subordinates expression to 
that which it is designed to express. 10 

1 have said that the imitators of Shakespeare, fixing 
their attention on his w^onderful gift of expression, 
have directed their imitation to this, neglecting his 
other excellences. These excellences, the funda- 
mental excellences of poetical art, Shakespeare no 
doubt jiossessed them — possessed many of them in a 
splendid degree ; but it may perhaps be doubted 
whether even he himself did not sometimes give scope 
to his faculty of expression to the prejudice of a higher 
poetical duty. For w^e must never forget that Shake- 20 
speare is the great poet he is from his skill in discerning 
and firmly conceiving an excellent action, from his 
power of intensely feeling a situation, of intimately 
associating himself with a character ; not from his gift 
of expression, which rather even leads him astray, de- 
generating sometimes into a fondness for curiosity of 
expression, into an irritability of fancy, which seems 
to make it impossible for him to say a thing plainly, 
even when the press of the action demands tho very 
diiectest language, or its level character the very sim- 3C 
plcst. Mr. Hallam, than whom it is impossible to find 
a saner and more judicious critic, has had the courage 
(for at the present day it n€*eds courage) to remark, 
how extremely and faultily diflicult Shakespeare’s lan- 
guage often is. It is so : you may find main scenes in 
some of his greatest tragedies, King Lear for instance, 
where the language is so artificial, so curiously tortured, 
and so diflicult, that every speech has to be read two 
or three times before its meaning can be compi’ehended. 
This over-ciiriousnoss of expression is indeed but the 40 
excessive employment of a wonderful gift — of tho 
power of saying a thing in a happier way than any 
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other man ; nevertheless, it is carried so far that one 
understands what M. Guizot meant, when he said that 
Shakespeare appears in his language to have tried all 
styles except that of simj)licity. He has not the severe 
and scru})ulous self-restraint of the ancients, partly no 
doubt, because he had a far loss cultivated and exacting- 
audience : he has indeed a far wider range than they 
had, a far richer fertility of thought ; in this respect 
he rises above them : in his strong conception of his 
10 subject, in the genuine way in which he is penetrated 
with it, he resembles them, and is unlike the moderns : 
but in the accurate limitation of it, the conscientious 
rejection of superfluities, tho simple and rigorous 
development of it from the first line of his work to the 
last, he falls below them, and comes iiearer to the 
moderns. In his chief works, besides what he has 
of his own, he has tho elementary soundness of the 
ancients ; he has their important action and their 
large and broad manner : but he has not tlieir purity 
‘20 of method. He is therefore a loss safe model ; for what 
he has of his own is personal, and inseparable from his 
own rich nature ; it may be imitated and exaggerated, 
it cannot bo learned or applied as an art ; he is above all 
suggestive ; more valuable, therefore, to young writers 
as men than as artists. But clearness of arrange- 
ment, rigour of development, simplicity of style — those 
may to a certain extent be learned ; and these may, I am 
convinced, be learned best from the ancients, who al- 
though infinitely less suggestive than Shakespeare, are 
30 thus, to the artist, more instructive. 

Wliat, then, it will be asked, are the ancients to be 
our sole models ? the ancients with their comparatively 
narrow range of experience, and their widely different 
circumstances ? Not, certainly, that which is narrow 
in the ancients, nor that in which we can no longer 
sympathize. An action like the action of the Antigone 
of Sophocles, which turns upon the conflict between 
the heroine's duty to her brother's corpse and that to 
the laws of her country, is no longer one in which 
40 it is possible that we should feel a deep interest. I 
am speaking too, it will be remembered, not of the 
best sources of intellectual stimulus for the general 
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reader, but of the best models of instruction for the 
individual writer. This last may certainly learn of the 
ancients, better than anywhere else, three things which 
it is vitally important for him to know : — the all-im- 
portance of the choice of a subject ; the necessity of 
accurate construction ; and the subordinate character 
of expression. He will learn from them how unspeak- 
ably superior is the effect of the one moral impression 
left by a great action treated as a whole, to the effect 
produced by the most striking single thought or by the 10 
happiest image. As he penetrates into the spirit of 
the great classical works, as he becomes gradually aware 
of their intense significance, their noble simplicity, and 
their calm pathos, he will be convinced that it is this 
effect, unity and profoundness of moral impression, at 
which the ancient Poets aimed ; that it is this which 
constitutes the grandeur of their works, and which 
makes them immortal, lie will desire to direct his 
own efforts towards producing the same effect. Above 
all, ho will deliver himself from the jargon of modern 20 
criticism, and escaiMB the danger of producing poetical 
works conceived in the spirit of the passing time, and 
which partake of its transitorincss. 

The present age makes great claims upon us : we 
owe it service, it will not be satisfied without our 
admiration. I know not how it is, but their commerce 
with the ancients appears to me to produce, in those 
who constantly practise it, a steadying and Composing 
effect upon their judgement, not of literary works only, 
but of men and events in general. They are like 30 
j>ersons who have had a very weighty and impressive 
experience : they are more truly than others under the 
empire of facts, and more independent of the language 
current among those with whom they live. They wish 
neither to applaud nor to revile their age : they wish 
to know what it is, what it can give them, and whether 
this is what they want. What they want, they know 
very well ; they want to educe and cultivate what is 
best and noblest in themselves : they know, too, that 
this is no easy task — Pittacus said, xa^t’ror 40 
€<rd\ov l^fL€vai — and they ask themselves sincerely 
whether their age and its literature can assist them in 
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the attempt. If they are endeavouring to practise any 
art, they remember the plain and simple proceedings 
of the old artists, who attained their grand results by 
penetrating themselves with some noble and significant 
action, not by inflating themselves with a belief in the 
pre-eminent importance and greatness of their own times. 
They do not talk of their mission, nor of interpreting 
their age, nor of the coming Poet ; all this, they know, 
is the mere delirium of vanity ; their business is not to 
10 praise their age, but to alford to the men who live in 
it the highest pleasure which they are capable of feeling. 
If asked to afford this by means of subjects drawn 
from the age itself, they ask what special fitness the 
present age has for supplying them : they are told that 
it is an era of progress, an age commissioned to carry 
out the great ideas of industrial development and social 
amelioration. They reply that with all this they can 
do nothing ; that the elements they need for the 
exercise of their art are great actions, calculated power- 
20 fully and delightfully to alfoct what is permanent in the 
human soul ; that so far as the present age can supply 
such actions, they will gladly make use of them ; but 
that an ago wanting in moral grandeur can with 
difficulty supply such, and an age of spiritual discom- 
fort with difficulty be powerfully and delightfully 
affected by them. 

A host of voices will indignantly rejoin that the pre- 
sent age is inferior to the past neither in moral gran- 
deur nor in spiritual health. lie who possesses the 
30 discipline I speak of will content himself with remem- 
bering the judgements passed upon the present age, in 
this respect, by the two men, the one of strongest head, 
the other of widest culture, whom it has produced ; by 
Goethe and by Niebuhr. It will be sufficient for him 
that he knows the opinions held by these two great 
men respecting the present age and its literature ; and 
that he feels assured in his own mind that their aims 
and demands upon life were such as he would wish, 
at any rate, his own to be ; and their judgement as to 
^0 what is impeding and disabling such as he may safely 

82-33 tho two men . . . culture] the men of strongest head 
and widest culture 1853 , 1854 . 
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follow. He will not, however, maintain a hostile atti- 
tude towards the false pretensions of his age ; he will 
content himself with not being overwhelmed by them. 
He will esteem himself fortunate if he can succeed in 
banishing from his mind all feelings of contradiction, 
and irritation, and impatience ; in order to delight 
himself with the contemplation of some noble action 
of a heroic time, and to enable others, through his repre- 
sentation of it, to delight in it also. 

I am far indeed from making any claim, for myself, 10 
that I possess this discipline ; or for the following 
Poems, that they breathe its spirit. But I say, that 
in the sincere endeavour to learn and practise, amid 
the bewildering confusion of our times, what is sound 
and true in poetical art, I seemed to myself to find the 
only sure guidance, the only solid footing, among the 
ancients. They, at any rate, knew what they wanted in 
Art, and we do not. It is this uncertainty which is 
disheartening, and not hostile criticism. How often 
have I felt this wlien reading words of disparagement 20 
or of cavil : that it is the uncertainty as to what is 
really to be aimed at which makes our difficulty, not 
the dissatisfaction of the critic, who himself suffers 
from the same uncertainty. Non me tua fervida 
terrent Dicta : DU me ierrcntf et Jupiter hostis. 

Two kinds of dilettanti^ says Goethe, there are in 
poetry : he who neglects the indispensable mechanical 
part, and thinks he has done enough if he shows 
spirituality and feeling ; and he who seeks to arrive at 
poetry merely by mechanism, in which he can acquire 30 
an artisan’s readiness, and is without soul and matter. 
And he adds, that the first does most harm to Art, and 
the last to himself. If we must be dilettanti : if it 
is impossible for us, under the circumstances amidst 
which we live, to think clearly, to feel nobly, and to 
delineate firmly : if we cannot attain to the mastery of 
the great artists — let us, at least, have so much respect 
for our Art as to prefer it to ourselves ; let us not be- 
wilder our successors : let us transmit to them the 
practice of Poetry, with its boundaries and wholesome 40 
regulative laws, under which excellent works may 
again, perhaps, at some future time, be produced, not 
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yet fallen into oblivion through our neglect, not yet 
condemned and cancelled by the influence of their 
eternal enemy. Caprice. 

Fox IIow, Amhi.kside, 

October 1, J85B. 


ADVERTISEMENl’ TO THE SECOND 
EDITION 

[First published 1854. Keprinted 1857.] 

I iiAVK allowed the Preface to the former edition of 
these Poems to stand almost without change, because 
I still bcdieve it to be, in tlie main, true. I must not, 
however, be supposed insensible to the force of much 
10 that has been alleged against portions of it, or unaware 
that it contains many things incompletely stated, many 
things which need limitation. It leaves, too, untouched 
the question, how far, and in what manner, the 
opinions there expressed respecting the choice of sub- 
jects apply to lyric poetry ; that region of the poetical 
field which is chiefly cultivated at present. But 
neither have I time now to supply these deficiencies, 
nor is this the proper place for attempting it : on one 
or two points alone I wish to offer, in the briefest 
20 possible way, some explanation. 

An objection lias been ably urged to the classing to- 
gether, as subjects equally belonging to a past time, 
Oedipus and Macbeth. And it is no doubt true that to 
Shakespeare, standing on the verge of the middle ages, 
the epoch of Macbeth was more familiar than that of 
Oedipus. But I was speaking of actions as they 
presented themselves to us moderns : and it will hardly 
be said that the European mind, since Voltaire, has 
much more affinity with the times of Macbeth than 
30 with those of Oedipus. As moderns, it seems to me, 
we have no longer any direct affinity with the circum- 
stances and feelings of either ; as individuals, we are 
attracted towards this or that personage, we have a 
capacity for imagining him, irrespective of his times, 
solely according to a law of personal sympathy ; and 
Advertisement, &c. Title] Preface 1854. 
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those subjects for which we feel tiiis i>ersonal attrac- 
tion most strongly, we may hope to treat successfully. 
Alcestis or Joan of Arc, Charlemagne or Agamemnon 
— one of these is not really nearer to us now than 
another ; each can be made present only by an act 
of poetic imagination : but this man’s imagination has 
an affinity for one of them, and that man’s for anotlier. 

It has been said that I wish to limit the Poet in his 
choice of subjects to the period of Greek and Roman 
antiquity: but it is not so: I only counsel him to 10 
choose for his subjects great actions, without regarding 
to what time they belong. Nor do 1 deny that the 
poetic faculty can and does manifest itself in treating 
the most trifling action, the most hopeless subject. But 
it is a i)ity that power should be wasted ; and that the 
Poet should be comf>elled to impart interest and force 
to his subject, instead of receiviiig thorn from it, and 
thereby doubling his impressiveness. There is, it has 
been excellently said, an immortal sti*ength in the 
stories of groat actions: the most gifted poot, tlieii,20 
may well be glad to supplement with it that mortal 
weakness, which, in presence of the vast spectacle of 
lifo and tlie world, he must for ever feel to be Iris 
individual portion. 

Again, with respect to the study of the classical 
writers of antiquity : it has been said that we should 
emulate r ather than imitate them. I make no objection : 
all I sfiy is, let us study them. They can help to cure 
us of what is, it seems to me, the great vice of our 
intellect, manifesting itself in our incredible v.agaries 30 
in literature, in art, in religion, in morals ; namely, 
that it is fantastic, and wants sanity. Sanity — that is 
the great virtue of the ancient literature : the want of 
that is the great defect of the modern, in spite of all 
its variety and power. It is impossible to read care- 
fully the great ancients, without losing something of 
our caprice and eccentricity • and to emulate them we 
must at least road them. 

London, 

June 1, 1854. 
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[A prize poojn recited in Rugby Sclieol, June 12, 1840. Pub- 
liHhed at Rugby the aaine year.] 

Admire, exult, deai>ise, laugh, weep, for liere 
Tliere is such matter for all feeling. 

Child e Harold. 

I 

Unwelcome sliroud of tho forgotten dead, 

Oblivion’s dreary fountain, where art thou : 

Why S 2 )ood’st thou not thy deathlike wave to shed 
O’er humbled i)ride, and self-reproaching woe : 

Or time's stern hand, why blots it not away 
The saddening tale tliat tells of sorrow and decay ? 

II 

There are, whose glory passeth not away — 

Even in the grave their fragrance^ cannot fade : 
Others there are as deathless full as they, 

Who for themselves a monument have made 10 
By their own crimes — a lesson to all eyes — 

Of wonder to the fool — of warning to the wise. 


Yes, there are stories registered on high. 

Yes, there are stains time’s hngers cannot blot, 
Deeds that shall live when they who did them, die ; 
Things that may cease, but never be forgot : 

Yet some there are, their very lives would give 
To be remembered thus, and yet they cannot live. 


But thou, imperial City ! that hast stood 
In greatness once, in sackcloth now and tears, ‘20 
A mighty name, for evil or for good, 

Even in the loneness of thy widowed years : 

Thou that hast gazed, as the world hurried by, 

Upon its headlong course with sad prophetic eye. 
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Is thine the laurel-crown that greatness wreathes 
Round the wan temples of the hallowed dead — 

Is it the blighting taint dishonour breathes 
In fires undying o*or the guilty head, 

Or the brief splendour of that meteor light 
That for a moment gleams, and all again is night ? 30 


Fain would we deem that thou hast risen so high 
Thy dazzling liglit an eagle’s gaze should tire ; 

No meteor brightness to be seen and die, 

No passing pageant, born but to expire, 

But full and deathless as the deep dark hue 
Of ocean’s sleeping face, or heaven’s unbroken blue. 

VII 

Yet stains there are to blot thy brightest page, 

And wither hiilf the laurels on thy tomb ; 

A glorious manhood, yc-t a dim old age, 

And years of crime, and nothingness, and gloom : 
And then that mightiest crash, that giant fall, 41 
Ambition’s boldest dream might sober and appal. 


Thou wondrous chaos, where together dwell 
Present and past, the living and the dead, 

Thou shattered mass, whose glorious ruins tell 
The vanisht might of that discrowniid head : 
Where all we see, or do, or hear, or say, 

Seems strangely echoed back by tones of yesterday : 


Thou solemn grave, where every step we tread 
Treads on the slumbering dust of other years ; 50 

The while there sleeps within thy precincts dread 
What once had human passions, hopes, and fears ; 
And memory’s gushing tide swells deep and full 
And makes thy very ruin fresh and beautiful. 
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Alas, no common sepulchre art thou, 

No habitation for the nameless dead. 

Green turf above, and crumbling dust below, 
Perchance some mute memorial at their head, 

But one vast fane where all unconscious sleep 
Earth’s old heroic forms in peaceful slumbers deep. 60 

XI 

Thy dead are kings, thy dust are palaces, 

Relics of nations thy memorial-stones : 

And the dim glories of departed days 

Fold like a shroud around thy withered bones : 

And o'er thy towers the wind’s half-uttered sigh 
Whispers, in mournful tones, thy silent elegy. 


Yes, in such eloquent silence didst thou lie 
When the Goth stooped upon Ids stricken prey. 

And the deep hues of an Italian sky 

Fhislit on the rude barbarian’s wild array : 70 

WhQe full and ceaseless as the ocean roll. 

Horde after horde streamed up thy frowning Capitol. 

XIII 

Twice, ere that day of shame, the embattled foe 
Had gazed in wonder on that glorious sight ; 

Twice had the eternal city bowed her low 
In sullen homage to the invader’s might : 

Twice had the pageant of that vast array 
Swept, from thy walls, O Rome, on its triumphant way. 

XIV 

Twice, from without thy bulwarks, hath the din 
Of Gothic clarion smote thy startled ear ; 80 

Anger, and strife, and sickness are within, 

Famine and sorrow are no strangers hero : 

Twice hath the cloud hung o’er thee, twice been 
stayed 

Even in the act to burst, twice threatened, twice delayed. 
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Yet once again, stern Chief, yet once again, 

Pour fortli the foaming vials of thy wrath : 

There lies thy goal, to misid or to attain, 

Gird thee, and on upon thy fateful path. 

The world liath bowed to Romo, oh ! cold were he 
Who would not burst his bonds, and in his turn be free. 

XVI 

Therefore arise and arm thee ! lo, the world 91 

Looks on ill fear ! an<l when the seal is set. 

The doom pronounced, the battle-fl.ag unfurled. 
Scourge of the nations, wouldst thou linger yet *? 
Arise and arm thee ! spread thy banners forth, 

Pour from a thousand hills thy warriors of the north ! 

XVII 

Hast thou not marked on a wild autumn day 
When the wind slumbereth in a sudden lull, 

What deathlike stillness o’er the landscape lay, 

How calmly sad, how sadly beautiful ; 100 

How each briglit tint of tree, and flow(‘r, and hoatli 
W ei*e mingling with the sere and withered hues of dcatli V 

XVIII 

And thus, beneath the clear, calm A^ault of heaven 
In mournful loveliness that city lay, 

And thus, amid the glorious hues of even 
That city told of languor and decay : 

Till what at morning's hour look! warm and bright 
Was cold and sad beneath that breathless, voiceless 
night. 


Soon was that stillness broken : like the ciy^ 

Of the hoarse onset of the surging wave, 110 

Or louder rush of whirlwinds sweeping by 
Was the wild shout those Gothic myriads gave, 

As towered on high, above their moonlit road, 
Scenes where a Caesar triumpht, or a Scipio trod. 
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XX 

Think ye it strikes too slow, the sword of fate, 
Think ye the avenger loiters on his way, 

That your own hands must o].>en wide the gate, 

And your own voice(s) guide him to his prey ; 
Alas, it needs not ; is it hard to know 
Pate's threat'nings are not vain, the spoiler comes not 
slow ? 120 


XXI 

And were there none, to stand and weep alone, 

And as the pageant swept before their eyes 
To hear a dim and long forgotten tone 
Tell of old times, and holiest memories, 

Till fanciful regret and dreamy woe 
Peopled night’s voiceless shades with forms of long Ago? 

XXII 

Oh yes ! if fancy feels, beyond to-day. 

Thoughts of the past and of the future time, 

How should that mightiest city pass away 
And not bethink her of her glorious prime, 130 

Whilst every chord that thrills at thoughts of home 
Jarr’d with the bursting shout, ‘ they come, the Goth, 
they come ! ’ 


XXIII 

The trumpet swells yet louder : they are here ! 

Yea, on your fathers’ bones the avengers tread, 

Not this the time to weep upon the bier 
That holds the ashes of your hero-dead, 

If wreaths may twine for you, or laurels wave, 

They shall not deck your life, but sanctify your grave. 

XXIV 

Alas ! no wreaths are here. Despair may teach 
Cowards to conquer and tho weak to die ; 140 

Nor tongue of man, nor fear, nor shame can jn-each 
So stern a lesson as necessity, 

Yet here it speaks not. Yea, though all around 
Unhallowed feet are trampling on this haunted ground^ 
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XXV 

Though every holiest feeling, every tie 
That binds the heart of man with mightiest power, 
All natural love, all human sympathy 
Be crusht, and outraged in this bitter hour, 

Here is no echo to the sound of home, 

No shame that suns should rise to light a conquer’d 
Rome. 150 


XXVI 

That troublous night is over : on the brow 
Of thy stern hill, thou mighty Capitol, 

One form stands gazing : silently below 

The morning mists from tower and temple roll. 

And lo ! the eternal city, as they rise, 

Bursts, in majestic beauty, on her conqueror’s eyes. 


Yes, there lie stood, upon that silent hill, 

And there beneath his feet his conquest lay : 

Unlike that ocean-city, gazing still 
Smilingly forth uj)on her sunny bay, IGO 

But o’er her vanish t might and humbled pride 
Mourning, as widowed Venice o’er her Adrian tide. 

XXVIII 

Breathe there not spirits on the peoi)led air ? 

Float there not voices on the murmuring wind ? 

Oh ! sound there not some strains of sadness there, 
To touch with sorrow even a victor’s mind. 

And wrest one tear from joy ! Oh ! who shall pen 
The thoughts that toucht thy breast, thou lonely 
conqueror, then? 


XXIX 

Perchance his wandering heart was far away, 

Host in dim memories of his early home, 170 

And his young dreams of conquest ; how to-day 
Beheld him master of Imperial Rome, 

Crowning his wildest hopes : perchance his eyes 
As they looked sternly on, beheld new victories. 
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XXX 

New dreams of wide dominion, mightier, liigher, 
Come floating up from the abyss of years ; 
Perchance that solemn sight might quench the fire 
Even of that ardent sjnrit ; hopes and fears 
Might well be mingling at that murmured sigh, 
Whispering from all around, ^All earthly things must 
die.’ 180 


XXXI 

Perchance that wondrous city was to him 
But as on© voiceless blank ; a place of graves. 

And recollections indistinct and dim, 

Whose sons were conquerors once, and now were 
slaves : 

It may bo in that desolate sight his eye 
Saw but anotlier step to climb to victory ! 

xxxit 

Alas ! that fiery spirit little knew 

The change of life, tin* nothingness of power, 

Ilow both were hastening, as they flowered and grew, 
Nearer and nearer to their closing hour : 190 

Ilow every birth of time’s miraculous womb 
Swept off the withered leaves that hide the naked 
tomb. 


XXXI II 

One little year ; that restless soul shall rest, 

That frame of vigour shall be crumbling clay, 

And tranquilly, above that troubled breast, 

The sunny waters hold their joyous way : 

And gently shall the murmuring ripples flow, 

Nor wake the weary soul that slumbers on below. 

xxxiv 

Alas ! far other thoughts might well bo ours 
And dash our holiest raptures while we gaze : 200 

Energies wasted, unimprovM hours. 

The saddening visions of departed days : 

And while they rise here might we stand alone, 
And mingle with thy ruins somewhat of our own. 
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XXXV 

Beautiful city ! If departed things 
Ever again put earthly likeness on, 

Here should a thousand forms on fancy’s wings 
Float up to tell of ages that are gone : 

Yea, though hand touch thee not, nor eye should see, 
Still should tlio spirit hold communion, Eome, with 
thee ! ‘jlO 


XXXVI 

O ! it is bitter, that each fairest dream 
Should fleet before us but to melt away ; 

That wildest visions still should loveliest seem 
And soonest fade in the broad glare of day : 

That while we feel the world is dull and low, 

Gazing on thee, we wake to find it is not so. 

xxxvn 

A litile while, alas ! a little while, 

And the same world lias tongue, and eiir, and eye, 
The careless glance, the cold unmeaning smile, 

The thoughtless word, the lack of sympalliy ! 220 

Who would not turn him from the barren sea 
And rest his weary eyes on the green land and thee ! 

xxxviii 

So pass we on. But oh ! to harp aright 
The vanisht glories of thine early day. 

There needs a minstrel of diviner might, 

A holier incense than this feeble lay ; 

To chant thy requiem with more passionate breath, 
And twine with bolder hand thy last memorial wreath ! 
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[A prizo poem recited in llie Sheldoniaii Theatre, Oxford, 
Juno 28, 1843. J'irst published by J. Vincent, Oxford, 1843. 
Reprinted in Oxford Prize Poems, 1846, and sej>arately in 1863.] 

SYNOPSIS 

Introduction — The mountains and the sea the cradles of Fr<‘edom 
— contrasted with the birth-place of Cromwell — llis childhood 
and youth — Tlio f;eims of his future character probably formed 
during; liis life of inaction — Cromwell at the moment of his 
intended embarkation — Roirospcct of liis past life and pro- 
fligate youth — Temptations held out by the prospect of a life 
of rest in America— How far such rest was allowable — Vision 
of his future life — Differont persons represented in it— Charles 
the First — Oornwell himself — His victories and maritime 
glory — Pym— Stratford — Laud — Hampden — Falkland — Milton 
— Charles the First — Cromwell on his tloath-bed — His 
character — Dispersion of the vision — Conclusion. 

Schrecklich ist es, deiner Wahrheit 
Sterblichcs'GefUss zii 80311 . 

ScilILI.KR. 

High is theirs, ye sleepless waves, whoso ear 
Learns Freedom's lesson from your voice of fear ; 
Whose spell-bound sense from childhood’s hour hath 
known 

Familiar meanings in your mystic tone : 

Sounds of deep import — voices that beguile 
Age of its tears and childhood of its smile, 

To yearn with speechless impulse to the free 
And gladsome greetings of the buoyant sea ! 

High fate is theirs, who where the silent sky 
Stoops to the soaring mountains, live and die; 10 

Who scale the cloud-capt height, or sink to rest 
In the deep stillness of its shelt’ring breast ; — 

Around whose feet the exulting waves have sung, 

The eternal hills their giant shadows flung. 

No wonders nurs'd thy childhood ; not for thee 
Did the waves chant their song of liberty ! 
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Thine was no mountain home, where Freedom’s form 
Abides enthron’d amid the mist and storm. 

And whisi3ers to the listening winds, tliat swell 
With solemn cadence round her citadel ! 20 

These had no sound for thee : that cold calm eye 
Lit with no rapture as the storm swept by, 

To mark with shiver’d crest the reeling wave 
Hide his torn head beneath his sunless cave ; 

Or hear, 'mid circling crags, tlie impatient cry 
Of the pent winds, that scream in agony ! 

Yet all high sounds that mountain children hear 
Flash’d from thy soul ui>on thine inward ear ; 

All Freedom’s mystic language — storms that roar 
By hill or wave, the mountain or the shore. — 30 

All these had stirr’d thy s]>irit, and thine eye 
In common sights read secret sympathy ; 

Till all bright thoughts that hills or waves can yield, 
Deck’d the dull waste, and the familiar field ; 

Or wondrous sounds from tranquil skies were borne 
Far o’er the glistening sheets of w'indy corn : 

Skies — that unbound by clasp of mountain chain, 
Slope stately down, and melt intp the plain ; 

Sounds — sucli as erst the lone wayfaring man 
Caught, as he journeyed, from the lips of Pan ; 40 

Or that mysterious cry, that smote with fear, 

Like sounds from other worlds, the Spartan’s ear, 
While o’er the dusty plain, the murmurous throng 
Of Heaven’s embattled myriads swox)t along. 

Say not such dreams are idle : for the man 
Still toils to perfect what the child began ; 

And thoughts, that were but outlines, time engraves 
Deep on his life ; and childhood’s baby waves, 

Made rough with care, become the changeful sea, 
Stemm’d by the strength of manhood fearlessly ; 50 

And fleeting thoughts, that on the lonely wild 
Swept o’er the fancy of that heedless child. 

Perchance had quicken'd with a living truth 
The cold dull soil of his unfruitful youth ; 

Till, with his daily life, a life, that threw 
Its shadows o’er tlie future, flower’d and grew, 

With common cares unmingling, and apart, 
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Haunting the shrouded chambers of his heart ; 

Till life, unstirred by action, life became 

Threaded and lighten’d by a track of liame ; 60 

An inward light, that, with its streaming ray, 

On the dark current of his changeless day 
Bound all his being with a silver chain — 

Like a swift river through a silent plain ! 

High thoughts were his, when by the gleaming flood, 
With heart new strung, and stern resolve, he stood ; 
Where rode the tall dark ships, whose loosen’d sail 
All idly flutter’d in the eastern gale ; 

High thoughts were his ; — but Memory’s glance the 
while 

Fell on the cherish’d past with tearful smile ,* 70 

And peaceful joys and gentler thoughts swept by. 

Like suriimer lightnings o’er a darken’d sky. 

The peace of childhood, and the thoughts that roam. 
Like loving shadows, round that childhood’s home ; 
Joys that had come and vanish’d, half unknown, 

Then slowly brighten’d, as the days had flown ; 

Years that were sweet or sad, becalm’d or toss’d 
On life's wild waves — the living and the lost. 

Youth stain’d with follies: and tlie thoughts of ill 
Crush'd, as they rose, by manhood’s sterner will. 80 
Repentant prayers, that had been strong to save ; 

And the first sorrow, which is cliildhood’s grave ! 

All shapes that haunt remembrance — soft and fair, 
Like a green land at sunset, all were there ! 

Eyes that he knew, old faces, un forgot, 

Gaz’d sadly down on his unresiful lot. 

And Memory’s calm clear voice, and mournful eye, 
Chill’d every buoyant hope that floated by ; 

Like frozen winds on southern vales that blow 
From a far land — the children of the snow — 90 

O’ei' flowering plain and blossom’d meadow fling 
The cold dull shadow of their icy wing. 

Then Fancy’s roving visions, bold and free, 

A moment dispossess’d reality. 

All airy hopes that idle hearts can frame. 

Like dreams between two sorrows, went and came : 
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Fond hearts that fain would clothe the unwelcome truth 
Of toilsome manhood in the dreams of youth, 

To bend in raj^ture at some idle throne, 

Some lifeless soulless phantom of their own ; 100 

Some shadowy vision of a tranquil life, 

Of joys unclouded, years unstirred by strife ; 

Of sleep unshadow'd by a dream of woe ; 

Of many a lawny hill, and streams with vsilver flow ; 

Of giant mountains by the western main, 

The sunless forest, and the sea-like plain ; 

Those lingering hopes of coward hearts, that still 
Would i>lay the traitor to the steadfast will. 

One moment's space, perchance, might charm his eye 
From the stern future, and the years gone by. 110 

One moment’s space might waft him far away 
To western shores — the death-place of the day [ 

Might paint the calm, sweet peace — the rest of home, 
Far o’er the pathless waste of labouring foam — 

Peace, that recall’d his childish hours anew. 

More calm, more deep, than childhood over knew ! 
Green happy places — like a flowery lea 
Between the barren mountains and the .stormy sea. 

O pleasant rest, if once the race were run ! 

O happy slumber, if the day were done ! 120 

Dreams that were sweet at eve, at morn vvei*e sin ; 
With cares to comiuer, and a goal to win ! 

Hi.s were no tranquil years — no languid sleep — 

No life of dreams — no home beyond the deep — 

No softening ray — no visions false and wild — 

No glittering hopes on life’s grey distance smiled — 
Like isles of sunlight on a mountain’s brow. 

Lit by a wandering gleam, we know not how, 

Far on the dim horizon, when the sky 

With glooming clouds broods dark and heavily. 130 

Then his eye slumber’d, and the chain was ]>roke 
That bound his si)irit, and his heart awoke ; 

Then — like a kingly river — swift and strong, 

The future roll’d its gathering tides along ! 

The shout of onset and the shriek of fear 
Smote, like the rush of waters, on his ear ; 
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And his eye kindled with the kindling fray, 

The surging battle and the mail’d array I 

All wondrous deeds the coming days should see, 

And the long Vision of the years to be. 140 

Pale phantom hosts, like shadows, faint and far, 
Councils, and armies, and the pomp of war ! 

And one sway’d all, who wore a kingly crow^n. 

Until another rose and smote him down : 

A form that tower'd above his brother men ; 

A form he knew-- but it was shrouded then ! 

With stern, slow steps — unseen — yet still the same, 
By leagiier’d tower and tented field it came ; 

By Naseby’s hill, o’er Marston’s heathy Wfiste, 

By Worcester’s field the warrior-vision pass'd ! 150 

From their deep base, thy beetling cliffs, Dunbar, 
Kang, as he trode them, with the voice of war ! 

The soldier kindled at his words of fire ; 

The statesman quail’d before his glance of ire ! 

Worn was his brow with cares no thought could scan. 
His step was loftier than the stej>s of man ; 

And the winds told his glory, and the wave 
Sonorous witness to his empire gave I 


What forms are these, that with complaining sound. 
And slow, reluctant stej)s are gathering round ? 160 

Forms that with him shall tread life’s changing stage, 
Cross liis lone i)ath, or share his pilgrimage. 

There, as he gazed, a Avondrous hand — they came, 
Pym’s look of hate, and 8trafford’b glance of fiaine. 
Tliere Laud, with noiseless steps and glittering eye. 

In priestly garb, a frail old man. went by ; 

His drooping head )>owed meekly on his breast ; 

His hands Avero folded, like a saint at rest ! 

There Hampden V^ent him o’er his saddle bow. 

And death’s cold dews bedimm’d his earnest brow ; 170 
Still turn’d to watch tlio battle — still forgot 
Himself, his sufferings, in his country’s lot ! 

There Falkland eyed the strife that would not cease, 
Shook back his tangled locks, and murmur’d — ‘Peace!’ 
With feet that spurn’d the ground, lo ! Milton there 
Stood like a statue ; and his face was fair — 
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Fair beyond human beauty ; and liis eye, 

X’hat knew not earth, soar’d upwards to the sky ! 

He, too, was there — it was the princely boy, 

The child-companion of his childish joy ! 180 

But oh ! how chang’d — those deathlike features wore 
Childhood's bright glance, and sunny smile no more ! 
That brow so sad, so pale, so full of care — 

What trace of careless childhood linger’d there ? 

What spring of youth in that majestic mien. 

So sadly calm, so kingly, so serene ? 

No — all was chang’d — the monarch wept alone, 
Between a ruin’d church and shatter'd tlirone ! 
Friendless and hopeless — like a lonely tree, 

On some hare headland, straining mournfully, 190 

That all night long its weary moan doth make 
To the vex’d waters of a mountain lake ! 

Still, as he gaz’d, the phantom’s mournful glance 
Shook the deep slumher of his deathlike trance ; 

Like some forgotten strain that haunts us still. 

That calm eye follow’d, turn him where ho will ; 

Till the pale monarch, and the long array, 

Pass’d, like a morning mist, in tears away ! 

Then all his dream was troubled, and his soul 
Thrill'd with a dread no slumher could control ; 200 

On that dark form his eyes had gaz’d before, 

Nor known it then ; — but it was veil’d no more ! 

In broad clear light the ghastly vision shone, — 

That form was his, — those features were his own ! 

The night of terrors, and the day of care. 

The years of toil, all, all were written there ! 

Sad faces watch’d around him, and his breath 
Came faint and feeble in the embrace of death. 

The gathering tempest, with its voice of fear. 

His latest loftiest music, smote his ear ! 210 

That day of boundless hope and promise high. 

That day that hail’d his triumphs, saw him die ! 

Then from those whitening lips, as death drew near. 
The imprisoning chains fell off, and all was clear ! 

Like lowering clouds, that at the close of day. 

Bath’d in a blaze of sunset, melt away ; 
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And with its clear calm tones, that dying prayer 
Cheer’d all the failing hearts that sorrow’d there ! 

A life— whose ways no human thought could scan ; 
A life— that was not as the life of man ; 220 

A life— that wrote its purpose with a sword, 

Moulding itself in action, not in word ! 

Rent with tumultuous thoughts, whose conflict rung 
Deep thro’ his soul, and chok’d his faltering tongue ; 
A heart that reck’d not of the countless dead 
That strow’d the hlood-stain’d path where Empire led ; 
A daring hand, that shrunk not to fulfil 
The thought that spurt’d it ; and a dauntless will, 
Bold action’s parent ; and a piercing ken 
Through the dark chambers of the hearts of men, 230 
To read each thought, and teach that master-mind 
The fears and hopes and passions of mankind ; 

All these were thine— Oil thought of fear ! - and thou 
Stretch’d on that bed of death, art notliing now. 

Then all his vision faded, and his soul 
Sprang from its sleep ! and lo, tho watem roll 
Once more beneath him ; and tho fluttering sail, 
Where tho dark ships rodo proudly, woo'd the gale ; 
And tho wind murmur’d round him, and ho stood 
Once more alone beside the gleaming flood. 240 
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HOEATIAN ECHO 
(to an ambitious friend) 

[Written in 1847. First publisliod in The Century Guild JTohby 
Jlorscj 1887.J 

Omit, omit, my simple friend, 

Still to inquire how parties tend, 

Or what we fix with foreign ]>owci-s. 

If France and we are really friends, 

And what the Kussian Czar intends, 

Is no concern of ours. 

Us not the daily quickening race 

Of the invading populace 

Shall draw to swell that shouldering herd. 

Mourn will we not your closing hour, 10 

Ye imbeciles in j)resont i)ower, 

DoomM, pompous, and absurd ! 

And lot us bear, that they debate 
Of all the engine-work of state. 

Of commerce, laws, and policy, 

The secrets of the world's machine. 

And what the rights of man may mean, 

With readier tongue than we. 

Only, that with no finer art 

They cloak the troubles of the heart 20 

With pleasant smile, let us take care ; 

Nor with a lighter hand disi')ose 
Fresh garlands of this dewy rose. 

To crown Eugenia’s hair. 

Of little threads our life is spun. 

And he spins ill, who misses one. 

But is thy fair Eugenia cold ? 

Yet Helen had an equal grace. 

And Juliet’s was as fair a face. 

And now their years are told. 


30 
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The day approaches, when we must 
Be crumbling bones and windy dust ; 
And scorn us as our mistress may, 
Her beauty will no better be 
Than the poor face she slights in thee, 
When dawns that day, that day. 


SONNET TO THE HUNGARIAN NATION 

[First- pul)Iishcd in I'ke Examiner^ July 21, 1840 ; not re- 
print od hy the luitbor.] 

Not in sunk Sixain’s prolong’d death agony ; 

Not in rich England, bc^nt but to make pour 
The flood of the world’s commerce on her shore ; 

Not in that madhouse, France, from whence the cry 
Afflicts grave Heaven with its long senseless roar ; 
Not in American vulgarity. 

Nor wordy German imbecility — 

Lies any hope of lieroism more. 

Hungarians ! Save tlie world ! Renew the stories 
Of men who against ho]>e re}>eird the chain, 30 

And make the world’s dead spirit leap again ! 

On land renew that Greek exploit, whose glories 
Hallow the Salaminian promontories, 

And the Armada flung to the fierce main. 



THE STJtAYED BEVELLEE 

AND OTHER POEMS, 1849 


’A. fidnapj uarti trjv H€tvov \puvov lEpis doibr/i 
yiovadfvu Oip&ntvv^ or* aKfiparos in Xeipiuv* 
vvv S'j ore vdvra bibaaTai^ i\ovtrL 5 ^ irtipara ri^vai^ 
vararoi Hart bpdfiov xaraXeiirdptO ' — 

SONNET 

[First publishiHl 1849. lieprinted 1858, ’54, ’57.] 

One lesson, Nature, lot me learn of thee. 

One lesson that in every wind is blown. 

One lesson of two duties serv'd in one, 

Tliough the loud world proclaim their enmity — 

Of Toil un sever’d from Tranquillity : 

Of Labour, that in still advance outgrows 
Far noisier schemes, accomplish’d in Repose, 

Too great for haste, too high for rivalry. 

Yes, while on earth a thousand discords ring, 

Man’s senseless uproar mingling with his toil, 10 

Still do thy sleepless ministers move on. 

Their glorious tasks in silence perfecting : 

Still working, blaming still our vain turmoil ; 
Labourers that shall not fail, when man is gone. 

MYCERINUS 

[First published 1849. R«printod 1853, ’54, '57. ] 

^ Not by the justice that my father spurn'd, 

Not for the thousands whom my father slew, 

Altars unfed and temples overturn’<l, 

Cold hearts and thankless tongues, where thanks were 
due ; 

Fell this late voice from lips that cannot lie, 

Stern sentence of the Powers of Destiny. 

1, 2 One lesson] Two lessons 1840. 2 is] aro 1810. 

8 Two blending duties, liarmonis’d in one, 1819. 

6 still advance] one short hour 1849. 7 Far noisier] Man’s 

noisy 1849. 10 senseless uproar] weak complainings 1849. 

12 task.sj course 1849. 13 blaming] chiding 1849. 
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I will unfold my sentence and my crime. 

My crime, that, rapt in reverential awe, 

I sate obedient, in the fiery prime 

Of youth, self-govern’d, at the feet of Law ; 10 

Ennobling this dull pomp, the life of kings, 

By contemplation of diviner things. 

My father lov’d injustice, and liv’d long ; 

Crown’d with grey hairs he died, and full of sway. 

I lov’d the good he scorn’d, and hated wrong : 

The Gods declare my recompense to-day. 

I look’d for life more lasting, rule more high ; 

And -when six years are measur’d, lo, I die ! 

Yet surely, O my people, did 1 deem 

Man’s justice from the all-just Gods was given : 20 

A light that from some upper fount did beam, 

Some better archetype, whose seat was heaven ; 

A light that, shining from the blest aVjodes, 

Did shadow somewhat of the life of Gods. 

Mere phantoms of man’s self-tormenting heart. 

Which on the sweets that woo it dares not feed : 

Vain dreams, that quench our pleasures, then depart. 
When the dup’d soul, s<*lf-master’d, claims its meed : 
When, on the strenuous just man. Heaven bestows, 
Crown of his struggling life, an unjust close. 30 

Seems it so light a thing then, austere Powers, 

To spurn man’s common lure, life’s pleasant things ? 
Seems there no joy in dances crown'd with flowers, 
Love, free to range, and regal banquetings ? 

Bend ye on these, indeed, an uiimov’d eye, 

Not Gods but ghosts, in frozen apathy ? 

Or is it that some Power, too wise, too strong, 

Even for yourselves to conquer or beguile, 

Whirls earth, and heaven, and men, and gods along, 
Like the broad rushing of the insurged Nile ? 40 

And the great powers we serve, themselves may bo 
Slaves of a tyrannous Necessity ? 


40 iiisurgod] colunm'd 1840. 
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Or in mid-heaven, perhaps, your golden cars, 

Where earthly voice climbs never, wing their flight. 
And in wild hunt, through mazy tracts of stars, 

Sweep in the sounding stillness of the night ? 

Or in deaf ease, on thrones of dazzling sheen, 

Drinking deep draughts of joy, ye dwell serene ? 

Oh, wherefore cheat our youth, if thus it he, 

Of one short joy, one lust, one j^leasant dream ? 60 

Stringing vain words of powers we cannot see, 

Blind divinations of a will supreme ; 

Lost labour: when the circumamhient gloom 
But hides, if Gods, Gods careless of our doom ? 

The rest T give to joy. Even while I sj^eak 
My sand runs short ; and as yon star-shot ray, 
Henim’d hy two hanks of cloud, peers pale and weak. 
Now, as the barrier closes, dies away ; 

Even so do past and future intertwine. 

Blotting this six years’ space, which yet is mine. (>0 

Six years — six little years — six drops of time — 

Yet suns shall rise, and mjiny moons shall wane. 

And old men die, and young men pass their j^rime. 
And languid Pleasure fade and flower again ; 

And the dull Gods behold, ere these are flown, 

Revels more deep, joy keener than their own. 

Into the silenco of the groves and woods 
I will go forth ; but something would I say — 
Something — yet what I know not : for the Gods 
The doom they pass revoke not, nor delay ; 70 

And prayers, and gifts, and tears, are fruitless all, 

And the night waxes, and the shadows fall. 

Ye men of Egypt, ye have heard your king. 

I go, and I return not. But the will 

Of the great Gods is plain ; and ye must bring 

111 deeds, ill passions, zealous to fulfil 

Their pleasure, to their feet ; and reap their praise, 

The praise of Gods, rich boon I and length of days.’ 
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— So spake he, half in anger, half in scorn ; 

And one loud cry of grief and of amaze 80 

Broke from his sorrowing people : so he spake ; 

And turning, left them there ; and with brief pause. 
Girt with a throng of revellers, bent his way 
To the cool region of the groves he lov'd. 

There by the river banks he wander'd on, 

From palm-grove on to palm-grove, happy trees. 

Their smooth tops shining sunwards, and beneath 
Burying their unsunn’d stems in grass and flowers : 
Where in one dream the feverish time of Youth 
Might fade in slumber, and the feet of Joy 90 

Might wander all day long and never tiro : 

Here came the king, holding high feast, at morn, 
Rose-crown’d ; and ever, wlicn the sun went down, 

A hundred lumps beam’d in the tranquil gloom. 

From tree to tree, all through the twinkling grove. 
Revealing all the tumult of the feast, 

Flush’d guests, and golden goblets, foam’d with wine ; 
While the deep-burnish’d foliage overhead 
Si:)linter’d the silver arrows of the moon. 

It may be that sometimes his wondering soul 100 
From the loud joyful laughter of his lips 
Might shrink lialf startled, like a guilty man 
Who wrestles with his dream ; as some pale Shape, 
Gliding half liidden through the dusky steins, 

Would thrust a hand before the lifted bowl, 
Whispering, ^ A little space, and thou art mine/ 

It may be on that joyless feast his eye 
Dwelt with mere outward seeming ; he, within, 

Took measure of his soul, and knew its strength. 

And by that silent knowledge, day by day, 110 

Was calm’d, ennobled, comforted, sustain’d. 

It may be ; but not less his brow was smooth, 

And his clear laugh fled ringing through the gloom, 
And his mirth (juail’d not at the mild reproof 
Sigh’d out by Winter’s sad tranquillity ; 

Nor, pall’d with its own fullness, ebb’d and died 
In the ricli languor of long summer days ; 

Nor wither’d, when the palm-tree plumes that roof’d 
With their mild dark his grassy banquet-hall. 

Bent to the cold winds of the showerless Spring ; 1‘20 
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No, nor grew dark when Autumn brought the clouds. 

So six long years he revell’d, night and day ; 

And when the mirth wax’d loudest, with dull sound 
Sometimes from the grove’s centre echoes came, 

To tell his wondering people of their king ; 

In the still night, across the steaming fiats, 

Mix’d with the murmur of the moving Nile. 

TO A FRIEND 

[First published 1849. Reprinted 1853, '51, '57,] 

Who prop, thou ask'st, in these bad days, niy mind ? 
lie much, the old man, who, clearest-soul'd of men, 
Saw The Wide Prospect,' and the Asian Fen, 

And Tmolus’ hill, and Smyrna’s bay, though blind. 
Much he, whose friendship I not long since won, 

That halting slave, who in Nicopolis 
Taught Arrian, when Vespasian’s brutal son 
Clear’d Romo of what most sham’d liim. But be his 
My si^ecial tVianks, whose even-balanc’d soul, 

From first youth tested up to extreme old ago, 10 

Biisiness could not make dull, nor Passion vrild : 

Who saw^ life steadily, and saw it whole : 

The mellow glory of the Attic stage ; 

Singer of sweet Col onus, and its child. 

* 'E.VpWTTTJ. 

THE STRAYED REVELLER 

[First publisljod 1849. Roprinted 1853, ’54, '57.] 
llie portico of Circe's J^alace. Evenintj 
A Youth. Circe 
The Youth 

Faster, faster, 

O Circe, Goddess, 

Let the wild, thronging train, 

The bright procession 
Of eddying forms. 

Sweep through my soul ! 


The portico of Circe's Palace. Evening~\ First inserted in 1853. 
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Thou standest, smiling 
Down on me ; thy right arm, 

Leaned up against the column there, 
Props thy soft cheek ; 

Thy left holds, hanging loosely, 

The deej) cup, ivy-cinctur’d, 

I held but now. 

Is it then evening 

So soon ? I see, the night dews, 

Cluster’d in thick beads, dim 
The agate broocli -stones 
On thy white shoulder. 

The cool night-wind, too, 

Blows through the i>ortico, 

Stirs thy hair, Goddess, 

Waves thy white rol)e. 

Ctiice 

Whence art thou, sleeper? 

The Youth 

When the white d.avvn first 
Through the rough fir-])lanks 
Of luy hut, by the chestnuts, 

Up at the valley -head. 

Came breaking, Goddess, 

1 sprang up, I threw round me 
My da})i)led fawn-skin ; 

Passing out, from the wet turf, 

Where they lay, by the hut door, 

1 snatch’d up my vine-crown, my fir-staff, 
All drench’d in dew : 

Came swift down to join 
The rout early gather’d 
In the town, round the temple, 
lacchiis* white fane 
On yonder hill. 

Quick 1 pass’d, following 
The wood-cutters* cart-track 
Down the dark valley ; — I saw 
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On my left, through the beeches, 

Thy palace, Goddess, 

Smokeless, empty : 

Trembling, I enter'd ; beheld 
The court all silent, 

The lions sleeping ; 

On the altar, this bowl. 

I drank, Goddess — 

And sunk down here, sleeping, 

On the steps of thy portico. 

CiRCK 

Foolish boy ! Why tremblest thou ? 
Thou lovest it, then, my wine ? 

Wouldst more of it? See, how glows. 
Through the delicate flush’d marble, 

The red creaming liquor, 

Strown with dark seeds ! 

Drink, then ! I chide thee not, 

Deny thee not my bowl. 

Come, stretch forth thy hand, then — so, 
Drink, drink again ! 

The Youth 
Thanks, gracious One ! 

Ah, the sweet fumes again ! 

More soft, ah me ! 

More subtle-winding 
Than Pan's flute-music. 

Faint — faint ! Ah me ! 

Again the sweet sleep. 

Circe 

Hist ! Thou — within there ! 

Como forth, Ulysses ! 

Art tired with hunting ? 

While we range the woodland, 

See what the day brings. 

Ulysses 

Ever new magic I 

Hast thou then lur’d hither, 
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Wonderful Goddess, by thy art, 

The young, languid-ey’d Ampelus, 
lacchus’ darling — 

Or some youth belovM of Pan, 80 

Of Pan and the Nymphs ? 

That he sits, bending downward 
His white, delicate neck 
To the ivy-wreatli*d marge 

Of thy cup : — the bright, glancing vine-leaves 
That crown his hair. 

Falling forwards, mingling 
With the dark ivy-plants, 

His fawn-skin, half untied, 

Smear’d with red wine-stains ? Who is he, 90 

That he sits, oveiweigli'd 
Hy fumes of wine and sleep, 

So late, in thy portico ? 

What youth. Goddess, — what guest 
Of Gods or mortals ? 


Circe 

Hist ! lie wakes ! 

I lur’d liim not hither, Ulysses. 
Nay, ask him ! 


The Youth 

Who speaks ? Ah ! Who comes foi-th 

To thy side. Goddess, from within ? 100 

How shall I name Jiini ? 

This spare, daik-featurM, 

Quick-ey'd stranger ? 

Ah ! and I see too 
His sailor’s bonnet, 

His short coat, travel -tarnish'd, 

With one arm bare. — 

Art thou not he, whom fame 
This long time rumours 

The favour’d guest of Circe, brought by the waves ? 110 

Art thou he, stranger ? 

The wise Ulysses, 

Laertes’ son ? 
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Ulysses 

I am Ulysses. 

And thou, too, sleeper? 

Thy voice is sweet. 

It may be thou hast follow’d 
Through the islands some divine bard, 

By age taught many things, 

Age and the Muses ; 120 

And heard him delighting 

The chiefs and people 

In the banquet, and learn’d his songs, 

Of Gods and Heroes, 

Of war and arts, 

And peopled cities 
Inland, or built 

By the grey sea. — If so, then hail ! 

I honour and welcome thee. 

The Youth 

The Gods are happy. 130 

They turn on all sides 
Their shining eyes : 

And S(‘e, below them, 

The Earth, and men. 

They see Tiresias 
Sitting, staff in hand, 

On the warm, grassy 
Asopus' bank : 

His robe drawn over 

His old, sightless head : 140 

Revolving inly 
The doom of Thebes. 

They see the Centaurs 
In tile upper glens 
Of Pelion, in the streams, 

Where red-berried ashes fringe 
The clear -brown shallow pools ; 

With streaming ffanks, and heads 
Rear’d proudly, snuffing 
The mountain wind. 


150 
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They see the Indian 
Drifting, knife in hand, 

His frail boat moor’d to 

A floating isle thick matted 

With large-leav’d, low-creeping melon-plants. 

And the dark cucumber. 

Ho reaps, and stows them. 

Drifting — drifting : — round him. 

Round his green harvest-plot, 

Flow tlie cool lake-waves : 100 

The mountains ring them. 

They see the Scythian 

On the wide Stepj), unharneesing 

His wheel’d house at noon. 

He tethers his beast down, and makes his meal, 

Mares’ milk, and bread 

Bak’d on the embers : — all around 

The bound Ifiss waving grass-plains stretch, thick-starr’d 
With saffron and the yellow hollyhock 
And llag-leav’d iris flowers. 170 

Sitting in his cart 

Ho makes his meal : before liim, for long miles, 

Alive with bright greon lizards, 

And the springing bustard fowl, 

The track, a straight black line, 

Furrows the rich soil : here and there 
Clusters of lonely mounds 
Topp’d with rough-hewn. 

Grey, raiii-bl ear’d statues, overpeer 

The sunny Waste. 180 

They see the Ferry 
On the broad, clay-laden 
Lone Chorasmian stream : thereon 
With snort and strain, 

Two liorses, strongly swimming, tow 
The ferry-boat, with woven ropes 
To either bow 

Firm-harness’d by the mane : — a Chief, 

With shout and shaken spear 

Stands at the prow, and guides them : but astern, 190 
The cowering Merchants, in long robes, 
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Sit pale beside their wealth 
Of silk-bales and of balsam -drops, 

Of gold and ivory, 

Of turquoise-oarlh and amethyst, 

Jasper and chalcedony, 

And milk-barr*d onyx stones. 

The loaded boat swings groaning 
In tlie yellow eddies. 

The Gods behold them. 200 

They see the Heroes 
Sitting in the dark ship 
On the foamloss, long-1 leaving, 

Violet sea: 

At sunset nearing 
The Happy Islands. 

These things, Ulysses, 

The wise Bards also 
Behold and sing. 

But oh, what labour ! 210 

O Prince, what pain ! 

They too can see 
Tiresias but the Gods, 

Who give them vision, 

Added this law : 

That they should bear too 
His groping blindness, 

His dark foreboding, 

His scorn’d white hairs ; 

Bear Hera’s anger 220 

Through a life lengthen’d 
To seven ages. 

They see the Centaurs 
On Pelion : — then they feel, 

They too, the maddening Avine 
Swell their large veins to bursting : in wild pain 
They feel the biting spears 
Of the grim Lapithao, and Theseus, drive, 

Drive crashing through their bones : they feel 
High on a jutting rock in the red stream 


230 
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Alcmena’s dreadful son 
Ply his bow : — such a price 
The Gods exact for song ; 

To become what we sing. 

They see the Indian 

On his mountain lake : — but squalls 

Make their skiff reel, and worms 

In the unkind spring have gnaw'd 

Their melon-harvest to the heart : They see 

The Scythian : — but long frosts 240 

Parch them in winter-time on tho bare Stepp, 

Till they too fade like grass : they crawl 
Like shadows forth in spring. 

They see the Merchants 

On the Oxiis’ stream : — but care 

Must visit first them too, and make them pale. 

Whether, through whirling sand, 

A cloud of desert robber-horse has burst 
Upon their caravan : or greedy kings, 

In the waird cities the way passes through, 260 
Crush’d them with tolls : or fever-airs. 

On some great river’s marge. 

Mown them down, far from home. 

They see tho Heroes 

Near harbour : — but they share 

Their lives, and former violent toil, in Thebes, 

Seven-gated Thebes, or 'IVoy : 

Or whore the echoing oars 
Of Argo, first, 

Startled the unknown Sea. 260 

The old Silenus 

Came, lolling in the sunshine, 

From the dewy forest coverts. 

This way, at noon. 

Sitting by me, while his Fauns 
Down at the water side 
Sprinkled and smooth’d 
His drooping garland^ 

He told me these things. 

238 III] I’ 1849. 
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But I, Ulysses, 

Sitting on the warm steps, 

Looking over the valley, 

All day long, have seen, 

AVithout i)ain, without labour, 

Sometimes a wild-hair’d Maenad ; 

Sometimes a Faun with torches ; 

And sometimes, for a moment, 

Passing through the dark stems 
Flowing-rob’d— the belov’d. 

The desir’d, the divine, 

Belov’d lacclms. 

Ah cool night-wind, tremulous stars I 
Ah glimmering water — 

Fitful earth -murmur — 

Dreaming woods ! 

Ah golden-hair’d, strangely-smiling Goddess, 

And thou, prov'd, much enduring, 

"Wave-toss’d Wanderer ! 

Who can stand still ? 

Ye fade, ye swim, ye waver before me. 290 

The cup again ! 

Faster, faster, 

O Circe, Goddess, 

Let the wild thronging train. 

The bright procession 
Of eddying forms, 

Sweep through niy soul ! 

FRAGMENT OF AN ‘ANTIGONE’ 

[First published 1840. Koprintod IHoS.J 
The Chokus 

WELii hath he done who hath seiz'd happiness. 

For little do the all-containing Hours, 

Though opulent, freely give. 

Who, weighing that life well 
Fortune pr€*sents unpray’d, 

Declines her ministry, and carves his own : 

And, justice not infring’d. 

Makes his own welfare his unswerv’d-from law. 


270 
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He does well too, who keeps that clue the mild 
Birth-Goddess and the austere Fates first gave. 10 
For from the day when these 
Bring him, a weeping child, 

First to the light, and mark 
A country for him, kinsfolk, and a home, 

Unguided he remains. 

Till the Fates come again, alone, with death. 

In little companies, 

And, our own place once left, 

Ignorant where to stand, or whom to avoid, 

By city and household groui>’d, we live : and many 

shocks 20 

Our order heaven-ordain’d 
Must every day endure. 

Voyages, exiles, hates, dissensions, wars. 

Besides what waste He makes, 

The all-hated, order-breaking, 

Without friend, city, or home, 

Death, who dissevei-s all. 


Him then I praise, who dares 
To self-selected good 

Prefer obedience to the primal law, 30 

Which consecrates the ties of blood : for these, indeed, 
Are to the Gods a care : 

Tliat touches but himself. 

For every day man may be link’d and loos’d 
W it h strangers : but the bond 
Original, doep-inwound, 

Of blood, can ho not bind ; 

Nor, if Fate binds, not bear. 


But hush ! Haemon, whom Antigone, 

Robbing herself of life in burying, 40 

Against Creon’s law, Polynices, 

Robs of a lov’d bride ; pale, imploring, 

Waiting her passage, 

Forth from the piace hitherward comes. 
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Haemon 

No, no, old men, Creon I cui*se not. 

I weep, Thebans, 

One than Creon crueller far. 

For he, he, at least, by slaying her, 

August laws doth mightily vindicate : 

But thou, too-bold, headstrong, pitiless, 60 

Ah me! — honourest more than thy lover, 

O Antigone, 

A dead, ignorant, thankless corpse 

The Chorus 

Nor was the love untrue 
Which the Dawn-Goddess bore 
To that fair youth she erst 
Leaving the salt sea-beds 
And coming flush’d over the stormy frith 
Of loud Euripus, saw ; 

8aw and snatch’d, wild with love, 60 

From the pine-dotted spurs 
Of Parlies, where thy waves, 

Asopiis, gleam rock-hem m’d ; 

The Hunter of the Tanagraean Field. 

But him, in his sweet prime. 

By severance immature, 

By Artemis’ soft shafts, 

She, though a Goddess born. 

Saw in the rocky isle of Delos die. 

Such end o’ertook that love. 70 

For she desir’d to make 
Immortal mortal man. 

And blend his happy life, 

Far from the Gods, with hers : 

To him postponing an eternal law. 

Haem ON 

But, like me, she, wroth, complaining, 
Succumb’d to the envy of unkind Gods : 

And, her beautiful arms unclasping. 

Her fair Youth unwillingly gave. 



FRAGMENT OF AN ‘ANTIGONE’ 51 


The Chohus 

Nor, though enthron’d too high 80 

To fear assault of envious Gods, 

His belov’d Argive Seer would Zeus retain 
From his appointed end 
In this our Thebes : but when 

llis flying steeds came near 
To cross the steep Ismeiiian glen, 

The broad Earth ojum’d and whelm’d tliom and him ; 
And through the void air sang 
At large his enemy's spear. 

And fain would Zeus have sav’d his tired son 90 

Beholding him where the Two Pillars stand 
O’er the sun-reddon’d Western Straits : 

Or at his work in tliat dim lower world. 

Fain would he Jiave recall’d 
The fraudulent oath which bound 
'To a much feebler wight Iho heroic man : 

But he preferr’d Fate to his strong desire. 

Nor did thei*e need less than the burning pile 
Under tlie towering Trachis crags, 

And the S perch ei us’ vale, shaken with groans, 100 
And the rous’d Maliac gulph, 

And scar'd (Jetaean snows, 

To achieve his son’s deliverance, O ray child. 

THE SICK KING IN BOKHARA 

f First published 1849. Ileprinted 1855.] 

Hussein 

O MOST just Vizier, send away 

The cloth-merchants, and let them be, 

Them and their dues, this da}- : the King 
Is ill at ease, and calls for thee. 

The Vizier 

O merchants, tarry yet a day 
Here in Bokliara : but at noon 
To-morrow, come, and ye shall pay 
Each fortieth web of cloth to me, 

As the law is, and go your way. 
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THE SICK KING IN BOKHARA 


O Hussein, lead me to the King. 10 

Thou teller of sweet tales, thine own, 

Ferdousi’s, and the others’, lead. 

How is it with my lord ? 

Hussein 

Alone, 

Ever since prayer-time, he doth wait, 

O Vizier, without lying down. 

In the groat window of the gate, 

Looking into the Registiin ; 

Where through the sellers’ booths the slaves 
Are this way bringing the dead man. 

O Vizier, here is tlie King’s door. 20 

The King 
O Vizier, I may bury him? 

The ViziEK 

O King, thou know’st, I have boon sick 
These many days, and heard no tiling 
(For Allah shut my ears and mind), 

Not even what thou dost, O King. 

Wherefore, that I may counsel thee, 

Let Hussein, if tliou wilt, make haste 
To speak in order what hath chanc'd. 

The King 

O Vizier, be it as thou say’st. 

Hussein 

Three days since, at the time of prayer, 30 

A certain Moollah, with his robe 
All rent, and dust upon his hair. 

Watch'd my lord’s coining forth, and iiush’d 
The golden mace-bearers aside. 

And fell at the King’s feet, and cried ; 

'Justice, O King, and on myself! 

On this great sinner, who hath broke 
The law, and by the law must die ! 

Vengeance, O King ! ’ 

But the King spoke : 

12 Ferdousi’s] Ferdusi’s 1S49. 
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^ What fool is this, that hurts our ears 40 

With folly ? or what drunken slave ? 

My guards, what, prick him with your spears ! 
Prick me the fellow from the path ! * 

As the King said, so was it done, 

And to the mosque my lord pass’d on. 

But on the morrow, when the King 
Went forth again, the holy book 
Carried before him, as is right. 

And through the square his path he took ; 

My man comes running, fleck’d with blood 50 
From yesterday, and falling down 
Cries out most earnestly ; ‘O King, 

My lord, O King, do right, I pray I 

‘ How cunst thou, ere thou hear, discern 
If I s])eak folly? but a king, 

Whether a tiling bo great or small. 

Like Allah, hears and judges all. 

* Wherefore hear thou ! Thou know’st, how fierce 
In these last days the sun hath burn'd : 

That the green water in the tanks GO 

Ts to a putrid puddle turn’d : 

And the canal, that from the stream 
Of Samarcand is brought this way, 

Wiistes, and runs thinner every day. 

^ Now I at nightfall had gone forth 

Alone, and in a darksome place 

Under some mulberry trees I found 

A little pool ; and in brief space 

With all the water that was thej*e 

I fiird my pitcher, and stole home 70 

Unseen: and having drink to spare, 

I hid the can behind the door. 

And went up on the roof to sleep. 

‘ But in the night, which was with wind 
And burning dust, again I creep 
Down, having fever, for a drink. 



64 THE SICK KING IN BOKHARA 

* Now meanwhile had my brethren found 
The water-pitcher, where it stood 
Behind the door upon the ground, 

And call'd my mother : and they all, 80 

As they were thirsty, and the night 
Most sultry, drain'd the pitcher there ; 

That they sate with it, in my sight. 

Their lips still wet, when I came down. 

' Now mark ! I, being fever’d, sick, 

(Most unblest also) at that sight 

Brake forth, and curs’d them- dost thou hear?-- 

One Avas my mother — Now, do right ! * 

But my lord mus’d a space, and said : 

* Send him away, Sirs, and make on. 00 

It is some madman,* the King said : 

As the King said, so was it done. 

The morrow at the self-same hour 
In the Kings path, behold, the man. 

Not kneeling, sternly fix’d : he stood 
Right opposite, and thus began. 

Frowning grim down : - ^ Thou wicked King, 

Most deaf where thou shouldst most give ear ! 
What, must I howl in the next world. 

Because thou wilt not listen here ? 100 

‘What, wilt thou pray, and g<‘t thee grace, 

And all grace shall to me be grudg’d ? 

Nay but, I swear, from this thy path 
I will not stir till I be judg’d.* 

Then they who stood about the King 
Drew close together and conferr’d : 

Till that the King stood forth and said, 

‘Before the priests thou shalt be heard.’ 

But when the Ulemas were met 

And the thing heard, they doubted not ; 110 

But sentenc’d him, as the law is, 

To die by stoning on the spot. 


109 Ulwmaaj Ulema 1S49. 
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Now the King charg’d iis secretly : 

‘ Ston’d must he be, the law stands so : 

Yet, if he seek to fly, give way : 

Forbid him not, but let him go.’ 

So saying, the King took a stone, 

And cast it softly : but the man. 

With a great joy upon his face. 

Kneel ’d down, and cried not, neither ran. 120 

So they, whoso lot it was, cast stones ; 

That they flew thick and bruis’d him sore : 

But he prais’d Allah with loud voice. 

And remain’d kneeling as before. 

My lord had cover’d up his face ; 

But when one told him, ‘ lie is dead,’ 

Turning him quickly to go in, 

* Bring thou to mo his corpse,’ he said. 

And truly, while I speak, O King, 

I hoar the bearers on the stair. 130 

W'ilL thou they straightway bring him in ? 

— Ho ! enter ye who tarry there ! 

The Vizier 

O King, in this I praise thee not. 

Now must I call thy grief not wise. 

Is he thy friend, or of thy blood, 

To find such favour in thine eyes ? 

Nay, were he thine own mother’s son, 

Still, tliou art king, and tho Law stands. 

It were not meet the balance swerv’d, 

The sword were broken in thy hands. 140 

But being nothing, as he is. 

Why for no cause make sad thy face ? 

Lo, I am old : three kings, ere thee. 

Have I seen reigning in this place. 

But who, through all this length of time. 

Could bear the burden of his years. 

If he for strangers pain’d his heart 
Not less than those who merit tears ? 



66 THE SICK KING IN BOKHARA 

Fathers we mus^ have, wife and child ; 

And grievous is the grief for these ; 150 

This pain a] one, whicli must he borne, 

Makes the head white, and bows the knees. 

But other loads than this his own 
One man is not well made to bear. 

Besides, to each are his own friends, 

To mourn with him, and show him care. 

Look, this is but one single place, 

Though it be great : all the earth round, 

If a man bear to have it so. 

Things which might vex him shall be found. 160 

Upon the Russian frontier, where 
The watchers of two armies stand 
Near one another, many a man, 

Seeking a prey unto his hand, 

Hath snatch’d a little fair-hair’d slave : 

They snatch also, towards Merve, 

The Shiah dogs, who pasture sheep. 

And ujj from thence to Orgunje. 

And these all, labouring for a lord, 

Eat not the fruit of their own hands : 170 

Which is the heaviest of all plagues. 

To that man’s mind, who understands. 

The kaffirs also (whom God curse ! ) 

Vex one another, night and day: 

There are the lepers, and all sick : 

There are the poor, who faint alway. 

All these have sorrow, and keep still, 

Whilst other men make cheer, and sing. 

Wilt thou have juty on all these ? 

No, nor on this dead dog, O King ! ISO 

The King 

O Vizier, thou art old, 1 young. 

Clear in these things I cannot see. 

My head is burning ; and a heat 
Is in my skin which angers me. 

161 Russian] northern J849. 168 Orgunjij] Urghendjfe J849, 
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But hear ye this, ye sons of men ! 

They that bear rule, and are ol>ey’d. 

Unto a rule more strong than theirs 
Are in their turn obedient made. 

In vain therefore, with wistful eyes 

Gazing up hither, the poor man, 190 

Who loitei*s by the liigh -heap’d booths. 

Below there, in the Registkn, 

Says, ‘ Happy ho, who lodges there ! 

"With silken raiment, store of rice, 

And for this drought, all kinds of fruits, 

Grape syrup, squares of colour’d ice, 

‘ 'With cherries serv’d in drifts of snow.’ 

In vain hath a king 2 >ower to build 
Houses, arcades, enanioird mosques ; 

And to make orc hard closes, flU’d 200 

With curious fruit trees, bought from far ; 
With cisterns for the winter rain ; 

And in tiie desert, spacious inns 
In divers places ; — if that jmin 

Is not more; lighten'd, which he feels, 

If his will be not satisfied : 

And that it be not, from all time 
The Law is planted, to abide. 

Thou wert a sinner, thou poor man ! 

Thou wert athirst ; and didst not see, 210 

That, though we snatch what we desire, 

We must not snatch it eagerly. 

And I have meat and drink at will, 

And rooms of ti-easures, not a few. 

But I am sick, nor heed I these : 

And what I would, I cannot do. 

Even the great honour which I have, 

AVhou I am dead, will soon grow still. 

So have I neither joy, nor fame. 

But what I can do, that I will. 


220 
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I have a fretted brick-work tomb 
Upon a hill on the right hand, 

Hard by a close of apricots, 

Upon the road of Samarcand : 

Thither, O Vizier, will I bear 
This man my pity could not save ; 

And, plucking up the marble Hags, 

There lay his body in my grave. 

Bring water, nard, and linen rolls. 

Wash off all blood, set smooth each limb. 230 
Then say ; ‘lie was not wholly vile, 

Because a king shall bury him.* 


SHAKESPEARE 

[First published ]84‘). Kepriuted 1853, ’54, ’57.] 

Others abide our question. Thou art free. 

Wo ask and *isk : Thou smilest and art still, 
Out-topping knowledge. For the loftiest hill 
That to the stars uncrowns his majesty, 

Planting his steadhist footsteps in the sea, 

Making the Heaven of Heavens his dwelling-jdace, 
Spares but the cloudy ])ordcr of his base 
To the foil’d searching of mortality : 

And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams kii(>w, 
Self-school’d, self-scann’d, self-honoiirVl, sfdf-securo, 10 
Didst walk on Earth unguess’d at. Better so ! 

All pains the immortal spirit must cndui*e, 

All weakness that impairs, all griefs that bow, 

Find their sole voice in that victorious brow. 


IJS? plucking] tearing 1S49, 
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TO THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON 

ON HEARING HIM MISPKAISED 
[First pul)lishe<l 184.9.] 

Because thou hast boliev’cl, the wheels of life 
Stand never idle, but go always round : 

Not by their hands, who vex the patient ground, 
Mov’d only ; but by genius, in the strife 
Of all its chafing torrents after thaw, 

Urg’d ; and to feed whose movement, spinning sand, 
The feeble sons of pleasure set their hand : 

And, in this vision of the general law, 

Hast labour’d with the foremost, hast become 
Laborious, x^ersevering, serious, linn ; 10 

For this, thy track, across the fretful foam 
Of vehement actions without scox)e or term, 

Call’d History, keeiis a splendour : due to wit, 
Which saw one clue to life, and follow’d it. 


WKITTEN IN BUTLER'S SERMONS 

[First published 1849.] 

Affections, Instincts, Principles, and Powers, 

Imi)ulse and Reason, Freedom and Control — 

So men, unravelling God’s harmonious whole, 

Rend in a tliousaiid shreds this life of ours. 

Vain labour ! Deep and broad, n here none may see, 
Spring the foundations of the shadowy throne 
Where man’s one Nature, queen-like, sits alone. 
Centred in a majestic unity ; 

And rays her powers, like sister islands, seen 
Linking their coral arms under the sea : 10 

Or cluster’d peaks, with plunging gulfs between 
Spann’d by aerial arches, all of gold ; 

Whoreo’er the chariot wheels of Life are roll’d 
In cloudy circles, to eternity. 
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WKITTEN IN EMERSON’S ESSAYS 

[First jmblislied 3849. Reprinted 1853.] 

* O MONftTKous, dead; unprofitable world, 

That thou canst hoar, and hearing, hold thy way, 

A voice oracular hath peal’d to-day, 

To-day a hero’s; banner is unfurl’d. 

Hiist thou no lip for welcome? ’ So I said. 

Man after man, the world smil’d and pass’d by: 

A smile of wistful incredulity 

As though one sj^ake of noise unto tho dead : 

Scornful, and strange, and sorrowful ; and full 
Of bitter knowledge. Yet the Will is free : 10 

Strong is the Soul, and wise, and beautiful : 

The seeds of godlike power are in us still : 

Gods are we, Bards, Saints, Heroes, if we will. — 
Dumb judges, answer, truth or mockery ? 


TO AN INDEPENDENT PREACHER 

WHO PKEACllED THAT WE SHOULD BE ‘ IN HARMONY 
WITH NATURE ’ 

[First published 1849.] 

* In harmony with Nature ’ ? Restless fool, 

Who witli such heat dost preach U'hat were to thee, 
When true, the last impossibility ; 

To be like Nature strong, like Nature cool : — 

Know, man hath all which Nature hath, but more, 
And in that more lie all his hoi)es of good. 

Nature is cruel ; man is sick of blood : 

Nature is stubborn j man would fain adore : 

Nature is fickle ; man hath need of rest : 

Nature forgives no debt, and feai*s no gi*ave ; 10 

Man would be mild, and with sjife conscience blest. 
Man must begin, know this, where Nature ends ; 
Nature and man can never be fast friends. 

Fool, if thou canst not pass her, rest her slave 1 
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TO GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, ESQ. 

ON SEEING FOR THE FIRST TIME IIIS PICTURE OF ‘ THE 
liOTTLE IN THE COUNTRY 

[First publislied 1841). Reprinted 1853, ’54, ’57.] 

Artist, whose liand, with horror wing’d, hath torn 
From the rank life of towns this leaf : and ilung 
The prodigy of full-blow’n crime among 
Valleys and men to middle fortune horn, 

Not innocent, indeed, yet not forlorn : 

Say, wduit shall calm us, when such guests intrude, 
Like comets on the heavenly solitude? 

Shall breathless glades, cheer’d by shy Dian's horn. 
Cold-bubbling springs, or caves? Not so ! The Soul 
Breasts her own griefs : and, urg’d too fiercely, says: 
‘Why tremble? True, the nobleness of man 11 

May be by man effac’d : man can control 
To pain, to death, the bent of his own days. 

Know thou the worst. Bo much, not more, he caw.’ 


TO A REPUBLICAN FRIEND, 1848 

[First pul)lish«-d 1849. Iloi>riiited 1853, ’54, ’57.] 

God know’s it, I am with you. If to prize 
Those virtues, jiriz/d and practis’d by too few, 

But priz’d, but lov’d, but eminent in you, 

Man’s fuiidamisntal life : if to despise 
The barren optimistic soiihistries 
Of comfortable moles, whom what they do 
Teaches the limit of the just and truo — 

And for such doing have no need of eyes : 

If sadness at the long heart- wasting show 
Wherein earth’s great ones are disquieted : 10 

If thoughts, not idle, while before mo flow 
The armies of the homeless and unfed : — 

If these are yours, if this is what you are, 

Then am I yours, and wdi.at you feel, I share. 

To a Republican Friend, 1848. Tt^Ze] date first inserted in lSo3, 
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TO A REPUBLICAN FRIEND, 1848 
Continued 

[First i)ublish©d 1840. Reprinted 1853, ^54, ’57.] 

Yet, when I muse on what life is, I seem 
Rather to patience prompted, than that proud 
Prospect of hope which Prance proclaims so loud, 
France, famVi in all great arts, in none supreme. 
Seeing this Vale, this Earth, whereon we dream, 

Is on all sides o’ershadow’d hy the high 
Uno'erleap’d Mountains of Necessity, 

S[)aring us narrower margin than we deem. 

Nor will that day dawn at a human nod, 

When, bursting through the network superi>os’d 10 
By selfish occupation — plot and jdan, 

Lust, avarice, envy — liberated man, 

All difference with his fellow man compos'd. 

Shall be left standing face to face wdth God. 


RELIGIOUS ISOLATIOIN 

TO THE SAME 

[First pulilishod 1840. Reprinted 1853, *5i, *57.] 

Children (as such forgive them) have I known, 

Ever in their own eager pastime bent 

To make tlie incurious bystander, intent 

On his own swarming thoughts, an interest own ; 

Too fearful or too fond to l>lay alone. 

Do thou, whom light in thine own inmost soul 
(Not less thy boast) illuminates, control 
Wishes unworthy of a man full-grown. 

What though the holy secr* t which moulds tliee 
Moulds not the solid Earth ? though never Winds 10 
Have whisper’d it to the complaining Sea, 

Nature’s great law, and law of all men's minds ? 

To its own impulse every creature stirs : 

Live by thy light, and Earth will live by hers. 
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TO MY FRIENDS 

WHO RIDICULED A TENDER LEAVE-TAKING 
[First publisliod 1841). Koprinted 1853, ’54, ’57.] 

Laugh, my Friends, and without blame 
Lightly quit what lightly came : 

Rich to-morrow as to-day 
Spend as madly as you may. 

T, with little land to stir, 

Am tlie oxacter labourer. 

Ere the parting hour go by. 

Quick, thy tablets, Memory ! 

But my Youth reminds mo — * Thou 

Hast liv’d light as these live now* : 10 

As these are, thou too wort such : 

Much hast had, hast squander'd much.’ 
Fortune’s now less frequent heir, 

Ah ! 1 husband what ’s grown rare. 

Ere tlie parting hour go by. 

Quick, thy tablets, Memory I 

Young, I said : ‘A face is gone 
If too holly mus’d uj)on : 

And our best im])ressions are 

Those that do themselves repair.’ 20 

Many a face I then let by, 

Ah ! is faded utterly. 

Ere the parting hour go by, 

Quick, thy tablets. Memory I 

Maiguerite says; ‘As last year \vent, 

So the coming year’ll be spent: 

Some day next year, I shall he. 

Entering heedless, kiss’d by thee.* 

Ah ! I hope— yet, once away, 

What may chain us, who can say ? £0 

Ere the parting hour go by. 

Quick, thy tablets. Memory ! 

To niy Friends, &,c. Title'] Swit/,erland. I. To my friends who 
ridicuh'd a tender lojivo-taking iS55, 1S57. 

7, 16, 23, 31, 39, 47, 55, 71 hour go by] kiss be dry 1849, 1853, 1854, 
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TO MY FRIENDS 


Paint that lilac kerchief, bound 
Her soft face, her hair around : 

Tied under the archest chin 
Mockery ever ambush’d in. 

Let the fluttering fringes streak 
All her pale, sweet-rounded cheek. 

Ere the parting hour go by, 

Quick, thy tablets, Memory ! 40 

Paint that figure’s pliant grace 
As she towards me loan’d her face, 

Half refus’d and half resign’d. 

Murmuring, ‘ Art thou still unkind ? ’ 

Many a broken promise then 
Was now made — to bi*eak again. 

Ere the parting hour go by. 

Quick, thy tablets. Memory ! 

Paint those eyes, so blue, so kind, 

Eager tell-tales of her mind : 50 

Paint, with their impetuous stress 
Of inquiring tenderness, 

Those frank eyes, whore deep doth lie 
An angelic gravity. 

Ere the parting hour go by, 

(Juick, thy tablets, Memory 1 

What, my Friends, these feeble lines 
Show, you say, my love declines ? 

To paint ill as I have done, 

Proves forgetfulness begun? CO 

Time’s gay minions, pleas’d you see, 

Time, your master, governs me. 

Pleas’d, you mock the fruitless cry 
‘ Quick, thy tablets, Memory I ’ 

Ah ! too true. Time’s current strong 
Leaves us true to nothing long. 

Yet, if little stays with man, 

Ah ! retain we all we can ! 

If the clear impression dies, 

Ah ! the dim remembrance prize ! 70 

Ere the parting hour go by, 

Quick, thy tablets, Memory ! 
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A MODERN SAPPHO 

[First published 1849. Reprinted 1868.] 

They are gone : all is still : Foolish heart, dost thou 
quiver ? 

Nothing moves on the lawn but the quick lilac shade. 

Far up gleams the house, and beneath flows the river. 

Here lean, my liead, on this cool balustrade. 

Ere he come : ere the boat, by the shining-branch'd 
border 

Of dark elms come round, dropping down the proud 
stream ; 

Let me pause, let me strive, in myself find some order, 

Ere their boat-music sound, ere their broider’d flags 
gleam. 

Is it hope makes mo linger? the dim thought, that 
sorrow 

Moans parting ? that only in absence lies pain ? lu 

It was well with me once if I saw him : to-morrow 

May bring one of the old hapjiy moments again. 

Last night we stood earnestly talking together — 

She enter'd — that moment his eyes turn'd from me. 

Fasten’d on her dark hair and her wreath of white 
heather — 

As yesterday was, so to-morrow will be. 

Their love, let mo know, must grow strong and yet 
stronger. 

Their passion burn more, ere it ceases to burn : 

They must love — while they must : But the hearts 
that love longer 

Are rare ; ah ! must loves but flow once, and return. 20 

I siiall suffer ; but they will outlive their affection : 

I shall weep ; but their love will be cooling : and he. 

As he drifts to fatigue, discontent, and dejection, 

Will be brought, thou poor heart ! how much nearer 
to thee ! 



66 


A MODERN SAPPHO 


For cold is his oye to mere beauty, who, breaking 
The strong hand which beauty around him hath furTd, 
Disenchanted by iiabit^ and newly awaking-, 

Looks languidly round on a gloom-buried world. 

Through that gloom he will see but a shadow api>earing, 
Perceive but a voice as I come to his side : 30 

But deeper tlieir voice grows, and nobler their bearing, 
Whose youth in the fires of anguish hath died. 

Then — to wait. But what notes down the wind, liark ! 
are driving? 

’Tis he ! ’tis the boat, sl)Ooting round by the trees ! 

Let my turn, if it will come, be swift in arriving ! 

Ah! hope cannot long lighten torments like tliese. 

Hast thou yet dealt him, O Life, thy full measure ? 
World, have tliy children yet bow’Vl at his knee ? 

Hast tliou with myrtle-leaf crown'd him, O Pleasure ? 
Crown, crown him quickly, and leave him for me. 40 


THE NEW SIRENS 

A r ALIN ODE 
[First published J8i0.] 

In the cedar shadow sleeping, 

Where cool grass and fragrant glooms 
Oft at noon have lur'd me, creeping 
From your darken'd palace rooms : 

I, who in your train at morning 
Stroll'd and sang with joyful mind, 

Heard, at evening, sounds of warning ; 

Heard the hoarse boughs labour in the wind. 

Wlio are they, O pensive Graces, 

— For I dream’d they wore your forms-- 10 
Who on shores and sea-wash VI places 
Scoop the shelves and fret the storms ? 

Who, when ships are that way tending, 

Troop across the flushing sands, 

To all reefs and narrows wending, 

With blown tresses, and with beckoning hands ? 
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Yet I see, the howling levels 
Of the deep are not your lair ; 

And your tragic- vaunted revels 

Are less lonely th.an they were. 20 

In a Tyrian galley steering 

I’rom the golden springs of dawn, 

Troops, like Eastern kings, appearing, 

Stream all day through your enchanted lawn. 

And wo too, from upland valleys, 

Where some Muse, with half-curv’d frown, 
Loans lier ear to your mad sallies 
Which the charm’d winds never drown : 

By faint music guided, ranging 

Tlie scar’d glens, we wander’d on : 30 

Left our awful laurels lianging. 

And came heap’d with myrtles to your throne. 

From the dragon -warder’d fountains 
Where the springs of knowledge are : 

From the watchers on the mountains. 

And the bright and morning star : 

Wo are exiles, we are falling, 

We have lost llioni at your call. 

O ye false ones, at your calling 
Seeking ceiled chambers and a palace hall. 40 

Are the accents of your luring 
More melodious than of yore V 
Are those frail forms more enduring 
Than the charms Ulysses bore? 

That we sought you with rejoicings 
Till at evening w^e descry 
At a pause of ISiren voicings 
These vext branches and this howling sky ? 

Oh ! your pardon. The uncouthness 
Of that primal age is gone ; 50 

And the skin of dazzling smoothness 
Screens not now a heart of stone. 

Love has flush'd those cruel faces ; 

And your slacken’d arms forego 
The delight of fierce embraces : 

And those whitening bone-mounds do not grow. 
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* Como,’ you say ; * the large appearance 
Of man’s labour is but vain : 

And we plead as firm adherence 

Due to pleasure as to pain.’ 60 

Pointing to some world-worn creatures, 

‘ Come,’ you murmur with a sigh : 

‘ Ah ! we own diviner features, 

Loftier bearing, and a prouder eye. 

‘ Come,’ you say, * the hours are dreary : 

Life is long, and will not fade : 

Time is lame, and we grow weary 
In this slumbrous cedarn shade. 

Round our hearts, with long caresses, 

With low sighs hath Silence stole ; 70 

And her load of steaming tresses 
Weighs, like Ossa, on the aery soul. 

Come,’ you say, * the Soul is fainting 
Till she search, and learn her own : 

And the wisdom of man’s painting 
Leaves her riddle half unknown. 

Come,’ you say, ^ the brain is seeking. 

When the princely heart is dead : 

Yet this glean’d, when Gods were speaking, 
Rarer secrets than the toiling head. 80 

‘ Come,’ you say, ‘opinion trembles. 

Judgement shilts, convictions go: 

Life dries up, the heart dissembles : 

Only, what we feel, we know. 

Hath your wisdom known emotions ? 

Will it weep our burning tears? 

Hath it drunk of our love-potions 
Crowning moments with the weight of years ? ’ 

I am dumb. Alas ! too soon, all 

Mans grave reasons disappear: 90 

Yet, 1 think, at God’s tribunal 

Some large answer you shall hear. 

Rut for me, my thoughts are straying 
Where at sunrise, through the vines. 

On these lawns I saw you playing, 

Hanging garlands on the odorous pines. 
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When your showering locks en wound you. 

And your heavenly eyes shone through : 

When the pine-boughs yielded round you, 

And your brows were starr’d with dew : 100 

And immortal forms to meet you 
Down the statue d alleys came : 

And til rough golden horns, to greet you, 

Dlow such music as a God may frame. 

Yes — I muse : — And, if the dawning 
Into daylight never grew — 

If the glistering wings of morning 
On the diy noon shook their dew — 

If the fits of joy wore longer — 

Or the day were sooner done — 110 

Or, perhaps, if Hope were stronger — 

No 'Nveak nursling of an earthly sun . . . 

Pluck, pluck cyjiress, O jiale maidens, 

Du.sk the hall with yew ! 

But a bound was set to meetings, 

And the sombre day draggM on : 

And the burst of joyful greetings, 

And the joyful dawn, were gone ; 

Eor the eye was fill’d with gazing, 

And on rajdures follow calms 120 

And those waim locks men Avero praising 
Droop’d, unbraided, on your listless arms. 

Storms unsmootli’d your folded valleys, 

And made all your cedars frown ; 

LeaA’^es are whirling in the alleys 
Which your lovers Avander’d doAvn. 

— Sitting cheerless in your boAvers, 

The hands propping the sunk head, 

Do they gall you, the long hours ? 

And the hungry thought, that must be fed ? 130 

Is the pleasure that is tasted 
Patient of a long review ? 

Will the fire joy hath wasted, 

Mus’d on, Avarm the heart anew ? 
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— Or, are those old thoughts returning, 
Guests the dull sense never knew, 

Stars, set deep, yet inly burning. 

Germs, your untriinm’d Passion overgrew 

Once, like me, you took your station 
Watchers for a purer lire : 

But you droop’d in expectation, 

And you wearied in desire. 

When the first rose flush was steeping 
All tlie l’roi*e j>eak’s awful crown. 
Shepherds say, they found you sleeping 
In a windless valley, further down. 

Then you wept, and slowly raising 
Your doz'd eyelids, sought again, 

Half in doubt, they say, and gazing 
Sadly back, the seats of men. 

Snatch’d an earthly inspiration 
From some transient human Sun, 

And proclaim’d your vain ovation 
For the mimic rai>tures you had won. 

Pluck, pluck cyi>ress, O i)ale maidens 
Dusk the liall with yew I 

With a sad, majestic motion — 

With a stately, slow surprise — 

From their earth ward -bound devotion 
Lifting up your languid eyes : 

Would you freeze my louder boldness 
Dumbly smiling as you go ? 

One faint frown of distant coldness 
Flitting fast across each marble brow ? 

Do I brighten at your sorrow 
O sweet Pleaders ? doth my lot 
Find assurance in to-morrow 
Of one joy, which you have not ? 

O speak once ! and let my sadness, 

And this sobbing Phrygian strain, 
Sham’d and baffled by your gladness, 
Blame the music of your feasts in vain. 
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Scent, and song, and light, and flowers — 

Gust on gust, the hoarse winds blow. 

Conic, bind uj* those ringlet showers ! 

Koses for that dreaming brow ! 

Come, once more that ancient lightness, 
Glancing feet, and eager eyes ! 

Let your broad lamps flash the brightness 
Which the sorrow-stricken day denies ! 180 

Through black depths of seri-ied shadows, 
lip cold aisles of buried glado ; 

111 the mist of river meadows 
Whore tlie looming kino are laid ; 

From your dazzled windows streaming. 

From the humming festal room, 

Deep and far, a broken gleaming 
Reels and shivers on the rufTled gloom. 

Whore 1 stand, tho grass is glowing: 

Doubtless, yfni aio passing fair : 190 

But I hoar tlie north wind blowing ; 

And I feel the cold night-air. 

Can 1 look on your sweet faces, 

And your j)roud heads backward thrown, 

From this dusk of loaf-strewn places 
With tlie dumb woods and the night alone ? 

But, indeed, tliis flux of guesses — 

Mad delight, and frozen calms — 

Mirth to-day and vine-hound tresses, 

And to-morrow — folded jialms — 200 

Is this all ? this balanc'd measure? 

Could life run no easier way ? 

Happy at the noon t>f pleasure. 

Passive, at the midnight of dismay ? 

But, indeed, this proud possession — 

This far-reaching magic chain, 

Linking in a mad succession 
Fits of joy and fits of pain : 

Have you seen it at the closing? 

Have you track’d its clouded ways? 210 

Can your eyes, while fools are dozing, 

Drop, with mine, adown life’s latter days ? 
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When a dreary light is wading 
Through this waste of sunless greens — 

When the flashing lights are fading 
On the peerless cheek of queens — 

When the mean shall no more sorrow 
And the proudest no more smile — 

While the dawning of the morrow 
Widens slowly westward all that while? 220 

Then, when change itself is over, 

When the slow tide sets one way, 

Shall you find the radiant lover, 

Even by moments, of to-day ? 

The eye wanders, faith is failing : 

O, loose hands, and let it be ! 

Proudly, like a king bewailing, 

O, let fall one tear, and set us free ! 

All true speech and large avowal 

Which the jealous soul concedes: 230 

All man’s heart —which brooks bestowal : 

All frank faith — which passion breeds : 

These we had, and we gave truly : 

Doubt not, what we had, wo gave : 

False we were not, nor unruly : 

Lodgers in the forest and the cave. 

Long we wander'd with you, feeding 
Our sad souls on your replies : 

In a wistful silence reading 

All the meaning of your eyes : 240 

By moss-bordor'd statues sitting, 

By well-heads, in summer days. 

But we turn, our eyes are flitting. 

See, the white east, and the morning rays ! 

And you too, O weeping Graces, 

Sylvan Gods of this fair shade ! 

Is there doubt on divine faces ? 

Are the happy Gods dismay'd ? 

Can men worship the wan features, 

The sunk eyes, the wailing tone, 260 

Of unspher'd discrowned creatures, 

Souls as little godlike as their own ? 
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Come, loose hands ! The winged fleetness 
Of immortal feet is gone. 

And your scents have shed their sweetness, 

And your flowers are overblown. 

And your jewell’d gauds surrender 
Half their glories to the day : 

Freely did they flash their splendour, 

Freely gave it — but it dies away. 260 

In the pines the thrush is waking — 

Lo, yon orient hill in flames : 

Scoj’es of true love knots are breaking 
At divorce which it proclaims. 

When the lamps are pal'd at morning, 

Heart quits heart, and hand quits hand. 

- -Cold in that unlovely dawning, 

Loveless, rayless, joyless you shall stand. 

Strew no more red roses, maidens, 

Leave the lilies in their dew : 270 

Pluck, pluck cypress, O i)ale maidens ! 

Dusk, O dusk the hall with yew ! 

— Shall I seek, that I may scorn her. 

Her I lov’d at eventide ? 

Shall ] ask, what faded moumer 
Stands, at daybreak, weeping by my side ? 

Pluck, pluck cypress, O pale maidens I 
Dusk the hall with yew ! 


THE VOICE 

[First published 1849.] 

A.S the kindling glances, 

Queen-like and clear. 

Which the bright moon lances 
From her tranquil sphere 
At the sleepless waters 
Of a lonely mere. 

On the wild whirling waves, mournfully, mournfully, 
Shiver and die. 
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As the tears of sorrow 

Mothers have shed — 10 

Prayers that to-morrow 
Shall in vain be sped 
When the flower they flow for 
Lies frozen and dead — 

Fall on the throbbing brow, fall on the burning breast, 
Bringing no rest. 

Like bright waves that fall 
With a lifelike motion 

On the lifeless margin of the sparkling Ocean : — 

A wild rose climbing up a monkPring wall — 20 

A gush of sunbeams through a ruin'd hall- — 

Strains of glad music at a funeral : - 

So sad, and with so wild a start 
To this long sober’d heart, 

So anxiously and painful 1}% 

So drearily and doubtfully 
And, oh, with such intolerable change 

Of thought, such contrast strange, 

O unforgotten Voice, thy whispers come, 

Like wanderers from the world's extremity, 30 

Unto their ancient home. 

In vain, all, all in vain. 

They beat upon mine ear again, 

Tliose melancholy tones so sweet and still ; 

Those lute-liko tones which in long distant years 
Did steal into mine cars : 

Blew such a thrilling summons to iny will 
Yet could not shake it: 

Drain’d all the life my full heart had to spill ; 

Yet could not break it. 40 

TO FAUSTA 

[First published 1849.] 

Joy comes and goes : hope ebbs and flows, 

Like the wave. 

Change doth unknit the tranquil strength of men. 
Love lends life a little grace, 

A few sad smiles : and then. 

Both are laid in one cold place. 

In the grave. 
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Dreams dawn and fly : friends smile and die, 
Like spring flowers. 

Our vaunted life is one long funeral. 

Men dig graves, with bitter tears, 

For their dead liopes ; and all, 

Maz’d with doubts, and sick with fears. 
Count the hours. 

We count the hours : these dreams of ours. 
False and hollow, 

Shall we go hence and find they are not dead 
Joys we dimly apprehend. 

Faces that smil’d and fled, 

Hopes born here, and born to end, 

Shall we follow ? 

DESIKE 

[Fi rst publisliecl 1S4’,>. K<‘priiifo(l 1S55.] 

'^rnoiT, wlio dost dwell alone — 

Thou, who dost know thine own — 
Thou, to whom all are known 
From the cradle to the grave — 
Save, oh, save. 

From llie world’s temptations. 
From tribulations ; 

Fi*om that lierce anguish 
Wherein we languish ; 

From that torpor deep 
Wherein we lie asleep. 

Heavy as death, cold as the grave ; 

Save, oh, save. 

W'lien the Soul, growing clearer, 
Sees God no nearer : 

When the Soul, mounting higher, 
To God comes no nigher : 

But the arch-fiend Pride 
Mounts at her side, 

Foiling her high emprize, 

Sealing her eagle eyes, 

Desire Title] Stagyrus 1849, 
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And, when she fain would soar, 

Makes idols to adore ; 

Chaiiginf^ the f>ure emotion 
Of her high devotion, 

To a skin-deep sense 
Of her own eloquence : 

Strong to deceive, strong to enslave---- 
Save, oh, save. 

From the ingrain’d fashion aO 

Of this earthly nature 
That mars thy creature. 

From grief, that is but passion ; 

From mirth, that is but feigning ; 

From tears, that bring no healing ; 

From wild and weak comjdfiining ; 

Thine old strength revealing. 

Save, oh, save. 

From doubt, where all is double : 

Where wise men are not strong : 40 

Where comfort turns to trouble : 

Where just men suffer wrong : 

Where sorrow treads on joy : 

Where sweet things soonest cloy : 

AVhore faiths are built on dust: 

Where Love is half mistrust, 

Hungry, and barren, and sharp as the sea ; 

Oh, set us free. 

O lot the false dream fly 

Where our sick souls do lie 50 

Tossing continually. 

O where thy voice doth come 
Let all doubts be dumb : 

Let all word.s be mild : 

All strifes be reconcird ; 

All pains beguil’d. 

Light bring no blindness ; 

Love no uiikindness ; 

Knowledge no ruin ; 

Fear no undoing. 60 

From the cradle to the grave, 

Save, oh, save. 
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TO A GIPSY CHILD BY THE SEA-SHOKE 

DOUGLAS, ISLE OF MAN 

[First published 1840. Reprinted 1855.] 

Who taught this pleading to unpractis’d eyes ? 

Who hid such import in an infant’s gloom ? 

Who lent thee, child, this meditative guise? 

What clouds thy forehead, and fore-dates thy doom ? 

Lo ! sails that gleam a moment and are gone ; 

The swinging waters, and the cluster'd pier 
Not idly Earth and Ocean labour on, 

Nor idly do these sea-hirds hover near. 

But thou, whom superfluity of joy 

Wafts not from thine own thoughts, nor longings vain, 
Nor weariness, the full-fed soul’s annoy ; 11 

Remaining in thy hunger and thy pain : 

Thou, drugging pain by patience ; half averse 
From thine own mother's breast, that knows not thee ; 
With eyes that sought thine eyes thou didst converse, 
And that soul-searching vision fell on me. 

Glooms that go deep as thine I have not known : 
Moods of fantastic sadness, nothing worth. 

Thy sorrow and thy calmness are thine own : 

Glooms that enhance and glorify this earth. 20 

What mood wears like complexion to thy woe? — 

Hi.s, who in mountain glens, at noon of day, 

Sits rapt, and hears the battle break below? — 

Ah ! thine was not the shelter, but the fray. 

What exile’s, changing bitter thoughts with glad? 
What seraph’s, in some alien planet born? — 

No exile’s dream was ever half so sad, 

Nor any angel’s sorrow so forlorn. 

4 Who mass’d, round that slight brow, theso clouds of doom ? 
18i9. 
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Is the calm thine of stoic souls, who weigh 

Life well, and find it wanting, nor deplore : 30 

But in disdainful silence turn away, 

Stand mute, self-centred, stern, and dream no more? 

Or do 1 wait, to hear some grey-hair’d king 
Unravel all his maiiy-colour’d lore : 

Whose mind hath known all arts of governing, 

Mus’d much, lov’d life a little, loath’d it more ? 

Down the pale cheek long linos of shadow slope. 
Which years, and curious thought, and suffering give — 
Thou hast foreknown the vanity of hope, 

Foreseen thy harvest — yet proceed 'st to live. 40 

0 meek antici])ant of that sure pain 

Whose sui’eness groy-h air’d scholars hardly learn ! 
What wonder shall time breed, to swell thy strain ? 
What heavens,what earth, what suns shaltthou discern? 

Ere the long night, whoso stillness brooks no star, 
Match that funereal aspect with her pall, 

1 think, thou wilt have fathom’d life too far, 

Have known too much — or else forgotten all. 

The Guide of our dark steps a triple veil 
Betwixt our senses and our sorrow keeps : 50 

Hath sown with cloudless j)assages the tale 
Of grief, and eas'd us with a thousand sleeps. 

All ! not the nectarous pojipy lovers use, 

Not daily labour’s dull, Lethae.an spring, 

Oblivion in lost angels can infuse 

Of the soil’tl glory, and the trailing wing ; 

And though thou glean, what strenuous gleaners may. 
In the throng’d fields where winning comes by strife ; 
And though the just sun gild, as all men pray. 

Some reaches of thy storin-vext stream of life ; 60 

Though that blank sunshine blind thee : though the 
cloud 

That sever’d the world’s march and thine, is gone : 
Though ease dulls grace, and Wisdom be too proud 
To halve a lodging that was all her own : 



TO A GIPSY CHILD BY THE SEA-SHORE 79 


Once, ere the day decline, thou shalt discern, 
Oh once, ere night, in thy success, thy chain. 
Ere the long evening close, thou shalt return. 
And wear this majesty of grief again. 


THE HAYSWATER BOAT 

[First published 184*.). Net reprinted ])y the autlior.] 

A RKGioN desolate and wild, 

Black, chaling water : and afloat. 

And lonely as a truant child 
In a waste wood, a single boat : 

No mast, no sails are set thereon ; 

It moves, but never movoth on : 

And welters like a human thing 
Amid the wild waves weltering. 

Behind, a buried vale doth sleep. 

Far down the torrejit cleaves its way : 10 

In front the dumb rock rises steep, 

A fretted wall of blue and grey ; 

Of shooting clitf and crumbled stone 
With many a wild weed overgrown : 

All else, black Avater : and afloat, 

One rood from shore, that single boat. 

Last night the wind was up and sti*ong ; 

The grey-streakM waters labour still : 

The strong blast brought a pigmy throng 
From that mild hollow in the hill ; 20 

From those twin brooks, that beached strand 
So featly strewn with drifted sand ; 

From i hose weird domes of mounded green 
That spot the solitary scene. 

This boat they found against the shore : 

The glossy rushes nodded by. 

One rood from land they push’d, no more ; 

Then rested, listening silently. 

The loud rains lash’d the mountain's crown, 

The grating shingle straggled down : 30 

All night they sate ; then stole away, 

And left it rocking in the bay. 
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Last night ? — I look’d, the sky was clear. 

The boat was old, a batter’d boat. 

In sooth, it seems a hundred year 
Since that strange crew did ride afloat. 

The boat hath drifted in the bay — 

The oars have moulder’d as they lay — 

The rudder swings — yet none doth steer. 

What living hand hath brought it here ? 40 


THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 

[First published 1840. Iteprinted 1853, *54, '57.] 

CoMK, dear children, let us away ; 

Down and away below. 

Now my brothers <;all from the bay ; 

Now the great winds shorewards blow ; 

Now the salt tides seawards flow ; 

Now the wild white horses play. 

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 

Children dear, let us away. 

This way, this way. 

Call her once before you go. 10 

Call once yet. 

In a voice that she will know: 

‘ Margaret ! Margaret ! ’ 

Children’s voices should be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear : 

Children's voices, wild with pain. 

Surely she will come again. 

Call her once and come away. 

This way, this way. 

* Mother dear, we cannot stay.’ 20 

The wild white horses foam and fret. 

Margaret ! Margaret ! 

Come, dear children, come away down. 

Call no more. 

One last look at the white-wall’d town, 

And the little grey church on the windy shore. 

Then come down. 
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She will not come though you call all day. 

Come away, come away. 

Children dear, was it yesterday 30 

We heard the sweet bells over the bay? 

In the caverns where we lay, 

Through the surf and through the swell, 

The far-off sound of a silver bell ? 

Sand -strewn cfiverns, cool and deep. 

Where the winds are all asleep ; 

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam ; 

Where the salt weed sways in the stream ; 

Where the sea-beasts rang’d all round 

Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground ; 4o 

Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 

Dry their mail and bask in the brine ; 

Where great whales come sailing by. 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye. 

Round the world for ever and aye ? 

When did music come this way? 

Children dear, was it yesterday ? 

Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away ? 

Once sho sate with you and me, £>0 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea. 

And the youngest sate on her knee. 

She comb'd its bright hair, and sho tended it well, 
When down swung the sound of the far-off bell. 

She sigh’d, slie look’d up through the clear green sea. 
She said ; ' I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 
In the little grey church on the shore to-day. 

’Twill be Easter-time in the world — ah me I 
And I lose my poor soul, Merman, here with thee. 

I said ; ‘ Go up, dear heart, through the waves ; CO 
Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves.’ 
She smil'd, she went up through the surf in the bay. 
Children dear, was it yesterday ? 

Children dear, were we long alone? 

‘ The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan. 

Long prayers,’ I said, ‘ in the world they say. 

Come,’ I said, and we rose through the surf in the bay. 
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We went up the beach, by the sandy down 
Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall’d town. 
Through the narrow pav’d streets, where all was still, 
To the little grey church on the windy hill. 7l 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs. 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones, worn with 
rains, 

And we gaz’d up the aisle through the small loaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar ; we saw her clear : 

* Margaret, hist ! come quick, we are hero. 

Dear heart,’ I said, ‘ wv are long alone. 

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.’ 

But, ah, she gave me never a look, 80 

For her eyes were seal’d to the holy book. 

‘ Loud prays the priest ,* shut stands the door.’ 

Come away, children, call no more. 

Come away, come down, call no more. 

Down, down, down. 

Down to the depths of the sea. 

She sits at her wheel in the humming town. 

Singing most joyfully. 

Hark, what she sings ; * O joy, O joy, 

For the humming str-eet, and the child with its toy. 90 
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well. 

For the wheel where I spun, 

And the bles.sed light of the sun.’ 

And so she .sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till the shuttle falls from her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand ; 

And over the sand at the sea ; 

And her eyes are set in a stare ; 100 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh. 

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden, 

And the gleam of her golden hair. 
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Come away, away children. 

Come children, come down. 

Tha hoarse wind blows colder ; 110 

Eights shine in the town. 

She will start from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door ; 

She will hear the winds howling, 

AVill hear the waves roar. 

"We shall see, while above iis 
The waves roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl. 

Singing, ‘Here eamo a mortal, 120 

But faithless was she. 

And alone dwell for ever 
Tlie kings of the sea.* 

But, children, at midnight, 

Wlien soft the winds blow ; 

When clear falls the moonlight ; 

When spring-tides are low : 

When sweet airs come seaward 
From heaths starred with broom ; 

And high rocks throw mildly 
On the blanch’d sands a gloom : 

Up the still, glistening beaches. 

Up the creeks we will hie ; 

Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

We will gaze, from the sand hills, 

At the wdiite, sloe]>ing town ; 

At the church on the hill-side — 

And then come back down. 

Singing, ‘ There dwells a lov’d one, 14i- 

But cruel is she. 

She left lonely for ever 
The kings of the sea.’ 

110 Tlio salt tide rolls seaward 1849 . 
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THE WORLD AND THE QUIETIST 

TO CKITIAS 

[First published 1849. Reprinted 1355.] 

WitY, tvhen the World's great mind 
Hath finally inclin^tf. 

Why, you say, Crilia.s, be debating still? 

Wliy^ with these mournful rhymes 
Learn d in more languid climeSy 
Blame our act i city , 

Who, with such passionate willy 
ArCy what ive mean to be ? 

Critias, long since, I know, 

(For Fate decreed it so,) 10 

Long since the World hath set its heart to live. 

Long since with credulous zeal 
It turns Life's mighty wheel ; 

Still doth for laViourers send. 

Who still their labour give ; 

And still expects an end. 

Yet, as the wheel flies round, 

Witli no ungrateful sound 
Do adverse voices fall on the World's ear. 

Deafen'd by his own stir 20 

The rugged Labourer 
Caught not till then a sense 
So glowing and so near 
Of his omnipotence. 

So, when the feast grew loud 
In Susa’s palace proud, 

A white-rob'd slave stole to the Monarch's side. 

He spoke : the Monarch heard : 

Felt the slow-rolling word 

Swell his attentive soul. 80 

Breath'd deeply as it died, 

.And drain'd his mighty bowl. 
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IN UTRUMQUE PARATUS 

[First published 1849.] 

If, in the silent mind of One all-pure, 

At first imagin’d lay 

The sacred world ; and by procession sure 
From those still deeps, in form and colour drest. 
Seasons alternating, and night and day, 

The long- mus’d thought to north south east and west 
Took then its all-seen Avay : 

O waking on a world which thus-wiso springs ! 

Whether it needs theo count 
Betwixt thy waking and the birth of things 10 

Ages or hours : O waking on Life’s stream ! 

By lonely pureness to the all-pure Fount 
(Only by this thou canst) the colour’d dream 
Of Life remount. 

Thin, thill the j)leasant human noises grow ; 

And faint the city gleams ; 

Rare the lone pastoral huts : marvel not thou ! 

The solemn peaks but to the stars ai e known, 

But to the stars, and the cold lunar beams: 

Alone the sun arises, and alone 20 

Spring the great streams. 

But, if the wild unfather’d mass no birth 
In divine seats hath known : 

In the blank, echoing solitude, if Earth, 

Rocking her obscure body to and fro, 

Ceases not from all time to heave and groan, 

Unfruitful oft, and, at her happiest throe, 

Forms, what she forms, alone : 

O seeming sole to awake, thy sun-balh’d head 

Piercing the solemn cloud 30 

Round thy still dreaming brothor-world outspread ! 

O man, whom Earth, thy long-vext mother, bare 
Not without joy ; so radiant, so endow’d — 

(Such happy issue crown’d her painful care) 

Be not too proud ! 



86 


IN UTRUMQUE PARATUS 


O when most self-exalted most alone, 

Chief dreamer, own thy dream ! 

Thy brother-world stirs at thy feet unknown ; 

Who hath a monarch’s hath no brother’s part ; 

Yet doth thine inmost soul with yearning teem. 40 

O what a spasm shakes the dreamer’s heart 

‘ I too hut seem ! * 


RESIGNATION 

TO FAUSTA 

[First published 1840. Keprintea 1855.] 

To die he given us, or attain ! 

Fierce work it wetr., to do again. 

So pilgrims, bound for Mecca, pray’d 
At burning noon : so warriors said. 

Scarf'd with tlie cross, who watch'd the miles 
Of dust that wreatli’d their struggling liles 
Down Lydian niouniains : so, wlien snows 
Round Alpine summits eddying rose. 

The Goth, bound Rome-wards : so the Hun, 
Crouch’d on his saddle, when the sun 10 

Went lurid down o’er flooded plains 
Through which the groaning Danube strains 
To the drear Euxine : so pray all, 

Whom lal)ours, self-ordain’d, enthrall ; 

Because they to themselves propose 
On this side the all-common close 
A goal which, gain’d, may give repose. 

So pray they : and to stand again 
Where they stood once, to them were pain ; 

Pain to thread back and to renew 20 

Past straits, and currents long steer’d through. 

But milder natures, and more free ; 

Whom an unblam’d serenity 

Hath freed from passions, and the state 

Of struggle these necessitate ; 



RESIGNATION 


87 


Whom schooling of the stubborn mind 
Hath mad Gy or birth hath found, resign’d ; 

These mourn not, that their goings pay 
Obedience to the passing day : 

These claim not every laughing Hour 30 

For handmaid to their stz'iding power ; 

Each in her turn, witli torch uprear'd, 

To await their march ; and when fij)pear’d, 
Through the cold gloom, with measur’d race, 

'1V> usher for a destin’d space, 

(Her own sweet errands all foregone) 

The too imperious Traveller on. 

These, Faiista, ask not this : nor thou, 

Time’s chafing prisoner, ask it now. 

We left, just ten years since, you say, 40 

That wayside inn we left to-day : 

Our jovial host, as forth we fare, 

Shouts greeting from his easy chair; 

High on a hank our leader stands, 

Reviews and ranks his motley hands ; 

Makes clear our goal to every eye, 

The valley’s western boundary. 

A gate swings to : our tide hath flow’d 
Already from the silent road. 

The valley i>astures, one by one, 50 

Ai'o threaded, quiet in the sun : 

And now beyond the rude stone bridge 
Slopes gracious up the western ridge. 

Its woody border, and the last 
Of its daik upland farms is past ; 

Cool farms, with open-lying stores, 

Under their burnish’d sycamores : 

All past : and through the trees we glide 
Emerging on the green hill-side. 

There climbing hangs, a far-seen sign, GO 

Our wavering, many-colour’d line ; 

There winds, upsti-eaming slowly still 
Over the summit of the hill. 

And now, in front, behold outspread 
Those upper regions we must tread ; 

5G Cool] Ltoiie 1849 . 
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Mild hollows, and clear heathy swells, 

The cheerful silence of the fells. 

Some two hours* march, with serious air. 

Through the deep noontide heats we fare : 

The red-grouse, springing at our sound, 70 

Skims, now and then, the shining ground ; 

No life, save his and ours, intrudes 
Upon these breathless solitudes. 

O joy ! again the farms appear ; 

Cool shade is there, and rustic cheer ; 

There springs the brook will guide us down, 
Bright comrade, to the noisy town. 

Lingering, we follow down : we gain 
The town, the highway, and the plain. 

And many a mile of dusty way, 80 

Parch’d and road-worn, wo made that day ; 

But, Fausta, 1 remember well 
That, as the balmy darkness fell, 

We bath’d our hands, with si>eechless glee, 

That night, in the wide-glirnmering Sea. 


Once more we tread this self-same road 
Fausta, which ten years since we trod : 

Alone we tread it, you and I ; 

Ghosts of that boisterous company. 

Here, where the brook shines, near its head, 90 
In its clear, shallow, turf-fring’d bed ; 

Here, whence the eye first sees, far down, 

Capp'd with faint smoke, the noisy town ; 

Here sit we, and again unroll, 

Though slowly, the familiar whole. 

The solemn wastes of heathy hill 
Sleep in the July sunshine still; 

The self-same shadows now, as then. 

Play through this grassy upland glen : 

The loose dark stones on the green way 100 

Lie strewn, it seems, where then they lay : 

On this mild hank above the stream, 

(You crush them) the blue gentians gleam. 

Still this wild brook, the rushes cool, 

The sailing foam, the shining pool. — 
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These are not chang’d : and we, you say, 

Are scarce more chang’d, in truth, than they. 

The Gipsies, whom we met below, 

They too liave long roam’d to and fro. 

They ramble, leaving, where they pass, 110 

Their fragments on the cumber'd grass. 

And often to some kindly place, 

(Jhance guides the migratory race 
Where, though long wanderings intervene, 

They recognize a former scene. 

The dingy tents are )>itch’d : the fires 
Give to the wind their wavering spires ; 

In dark knots crouch round the wild flame 
Their cliildren, as when first they came ; 

They see their shackled beasts again r_0 

Move, browsing, up the grey-wall’d lane. 

Signs are not wanting, which might raise 
The ghosts in them of former days : 

Signs are not wanting, if they would ; 

Suggestions to disquietude. 

For them, for all. Time’s busy touch, 

While it mends little, troubles much : 

Their joints grow stiffer ; but the year 
Kiins his old round of dubious cheer: 

Chilly they grow ; yet winds in March, 130 

Still, sharp as ever, freeze and parch : 

They must live still ; and yet, God knows, 
Crowded and keen the country grows : 

It seems as if, in their doca}^ 

The Law grew stronger every day. 

So might they reason ; so compare, 

Fausta, times past with times that are. 

But no : — they rubb’d through yesterday 
In their hereditary way ; 

And they will rub through, if they can, 140 

To-morrow on the self-same plan ; 

Till death arrives to supersede, 

For them, vicissitude and need. 

The Poet, to whose mighty heart 
Heaven doth a quicker pulse impart, 
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Subdues that energy to scan 

Not his own course, but that of Man. 

Though lie move mountains ; thougli his day 
Bo pass’d on the proud heights of sway ; 

Though he hath loos'd a thousand chains ; 150 

Though he hath borne immortal pains ; 

Action and sutfering though he know ; 

— He hatli not liv’d, if he lives so. 

Ho sees, in some great-historied land, 

A ruler of tlie people stand ; 

Sees his strong thought in fiery flood 
Roll through the heaving inultitiuki ; 

Exults : yet for no moment’s space 
Envies the all-regarded place. 

Beautiful eyes meet his ; and he lOO 

Bears to admire uncravingly : 

They pass ; ho, mingled with the crowd. 

Is in their far-off triumidis ])roud. 

From some high station he looks down, 

At sunset, on a populous town ; 

Surveys each happy group that fleets. 

Toil ended, through the shining streets, 

Each with some errand of its own ; — 

And does not say, I am alone. 

He sees the gentle stir of birth 170 

WJioii Morning purifies the earth ; 

He leans upon a gate, and sees 
The pastures, and the quiet trees. 

Low woody hill, Avith gracious bound, 

Folds the still valley almost round ; 

Tlie cuckoo, loud on some high lawn. 

Is answer’d from the depth of dawn ; 

In the hedge straggling to the stream, 

Pale, dow-drench’d, half-shut roses gleam : 

But where the further side slopes down 180 

He sees the drowsy new-wak'd clown 
In his white quaint-embroider’d frock 
Make, whistling, towards his mist-wreath ’d flock ; 
Slowly, behind the heavy tread. 

The wet flower’d grass heaves up its head. — 
Lean’d on his gate, he gazes : tears 
Are in his eyes, and in his oars 
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The murmur of a thousand years : 

Before him he sees Life unroll, 

A jdacid and continuous whole ; 190 

That general Life, which does not cease, 

Whose secret is not joy, but peace ; 

That Life, whose dumb wish is not miss’d 
If birth proceeds, if things subsist : 

The Life of plants, and stones, and rain : 

The Life he craves ; if not in vain 
Fate gave, wliat Chanee shall not control, 

His sad lucidity of soul. 

You listen : — but that wandering smile, 

Fausta, ])e trays you cold the while. 200 

Your eyes ]>ursue the bells of foam 
Wash'd, eddying, from iJiis bank, their home. 
Those (jrij)sies^ so your thoughts 1 scan, 

Are fesSj the Port mure, ihan man. 

They feel noty ihongh they move and sre : 

Deeply the Port feels ; hvt he 
Jircathes, tvhrn he ledly immortal aiVy 
Where Orjiheus and where Homer arc. 

In the day's life, whose iron round 

Hems ns all in, he is not hound, iio 

He escapes thence, hut tec abide. 

Not deep the Poet secs, hut wide. 

The World in which we live and move 
Outlasts aversion, outlasts love : 

Outlasts each effort, interest, ho])e, 

Remorse, grief, joy : — and were the scope 
Of these affections wider made, 

Man still would see, and bcjg dismay’d, 

Beyond his passion’s widest j’ango 

Far regions of eternal change. 220 

Nay, and since death, which wipes out man. 

Finds him with many an unsolv’d plan, 

With much unknown, and much untried. 

Wonder not dead, and thirst not dried, 

Still gazing on the ever full 
Eternal mundane si>ectacle ; 

This World in which we draw our breath. 

In some sense, Fausta, outlasts death. 
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Blame thou not therefore him, who dares 
Judge vain beforehand human cares. 230 

Whose natural insight can discern 
What through experience others learn. 

Who needs not love and power, to know 
Love transient, power an unreal show. 

Who treads at ease life’s uncheer’d ways : — 

Him blame not, Fausta, rather praise. 

Rather thyself for some aim pray 
Nobler than this — to fill the day. 

Kfither, that heart, which burns in thee. 

Ask, not to amuse, but to set free. 24C 

Be passionate hopes not ill resign’d 
For quiet, and a fearless mind. 

And tliougli Fate grudge to thee and me 
TI le Poet’s rapt security, 

Yet they, believe mo, who await 

No gifts from Chance, have conquer’d Fate. 

They, winning room to see and hear, 

And to men's business not too ncai*, 

Through clouds of individual strife 

Draw homewards to the g<'neral Life. 2.5C 

Like loaves by suns not yet uncurl’d : 

To the wise, foolish ; to the world. 

Weak ; yet not weak, I might rej)]}^ 

Not foolish, Fausta, in His eye, 

To wlioin each moment in its race, 

Crowd as we will its neutral space, 

Is but a quiet watershed 

Whence, equally, the Seas of Life and Death are fed. 

Enough, we live : — and if a life, 

With large results so little rife, 260 

Though bearable, seem luirdly worth 
This pomp of worlds, tliis pain of birth ; 

Yet, Fausta, the mute turf we tread, 

The solemn hills around us spread, 

This stream that falls incessantly, 

The strange-scrawl’d rocks, the lonely sky, 

255 Each moment as it flies, to wlioin 1849, 

256 space] room 1849, 
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If I miglit lend their life a voice, 

Seem to bear rather than rejoice. 

And even could the intemperate prayer 
Man iterates, while these forbear, 

For movement, for an ampler sphere, 
Pierce Fate’s impenetrable ear ; 

Not milder is the general lot 
Because our spirits liave forgot, 

In action’s dizzying eddy whirl’d, 

The something that infects the world. 


270 



EMPEDOCLES ON ETNA 

AND OTHER POEMS, 1862 


I.OffKjjTaToi' ypovos' av€vplaK(t yap irdi'ra. 

EMPEDOCLES ON ETNA 

A ItRAMATIC rOKM 

[First piiblislipd 1852. Fragments rcprintinl 1853, '54, ’55, *57. 
Reprinted in conijilete form as below LSOT.J 

PKRSONS 

EMrEDOCLKS. 

Fausanias, a Phi/stcian. 

Caijjoles, a youtuj IJarp-playcr. 

TJie Scene o/ ihc J\Kin is on Mount Etna: atfisf in f<ncst rcyion^ 
aftnu auls on the summit of the mountain. 


ACT 1 : SCENE I 

A I^ass in the forest region of Etna, Uloniing 
Callicles 

(Alone, resting on a roelc hy the 2 ^(ith) 

Thp: mules, I think, will not be here this hour. 

They feel the cool wet turf under their b et 
By the stream-side, after the dusty lanes 
In which they have toil’d all night from Galana, 

And scarcely will they budge a yard. O Pan ! 

IIow gracious is the mountain at this hour ! 

A thousand times have I been hero alone 
Or with the revellers from the mountain towns, 

But never on so fair a morn ; — the sun 

Is shining on the brilliant mountain crests, lO 

And on the highest pines : but further down 

Here in the valley is in shade ; the sward 

Is dark, and on the stream the mist still hangs ; 

One sees ones foot-prints crush’d in the wet grass, 
One’s breath curls in the air ; and on these pines 
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That climb from the stream’s ed^ye, the long grey tufts. 
Which the goats love, are jewell’d thick with dew. 
Here will I stay till the slow litter comes. 

T have my harji too — that is well. — Apollo ! 

What mortal could be sick or sorry here ? 2o 

I know not in what mind Empedocles, 

Whose mules I follow’d, may be coming up. 

But if, as most men say, he is half mad 
With exile, and with brooding on his wrongs, 
Pausaiii.as, his sage friend, who mounts with him, 
Could scarce have lighted on a lovelier cure. 

Tlie mules must be below, far down. I hear 
Their tinkling bells, mix’d with the song of birds, 

Ivise faintly to me -now it stops ! — Who ’s here ? 
Pausanias ! and on foot ? alone ? 30 

PAUSANIAS 

And thou, then ? 

I left thee supping wiih Peisianax, 

With thy head full of wine, and thy hair crown'd, 
Touching thy harj) as the whim came on thee, 

And prais'd and spoil’d by master and by guests 
Almost as much as the new dancing girl. 

Why hast thou follow’d us? 

Callicleh 

The night was hot, 

And the least ])a.st its prime ; so we slipj^’d out, 

Som<^ of us, to the portico to br(‘athe ; — 

Peisianax, thou kiiow’st, drinks late ; — and then. 

As I was lifting my soil’d garland olf, 40 

I saw the mules and litter in the court, 

And in the litter sate Empedocles ; 

Thou, too, wert with him. Straightway I sped home ; 
I saddled my white mule, and all night long 
Through the cool lovely country follow’d you. 

Pass'd you a little since as morning dawn’d. 

And have this hour sato ])y the torrent here, 

Till the slow mules should climb in sight again. 

And now? 


31 and throughout Peisianax] Pisianax 1852. 
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Pausanias 

And now, back to the town with speed ! 
Crouch in the wood first, till the mules have pass’d ; 60 
They do but halt, they will be here anon. 

Thou must be viewless to Empedocles ; 

Save mine, he must not meet a human eye. 

One of his moods is on him that thoti know’st, 

I think, thou would’st not vex him. 

Callicles 

No — and yet 

I would fain stay and help thee tend Jiini ; once 
He knew me well, and would oft notice me. 

And still, I know not how, he draws mo to him, 

And I could watch him with his proud sad face, 

His flowing locks and gold-encircled brow t‘.0 

And kingly gait, for ever ; such a spell 
In his severe looks, such a majesty 
As drew of old the people after him, 

In Agrigentum and Olympia, 

When his star reign’d, before his banishment, 

Is potent still on me in his decline. 

But oh, Pausanias, he is changed of late ! 

There is a settled trouble in his air 
Admits no momentary brightening now ; 

And when he comes among his friends at feasts, 70 
’Tis as an orphan among prosperous boys. 

Thou know’st of old he loved this harp of mine. 

When first he sojourn’d with Peisianax ; 

He is now always moody, and I fear him. 

But I would servo him, soothe him, if I could, 

Dared one but try. 

Pausanias 

Thou wort a kind child ever. 

He loves thee, but he must not see thee now. 

Thou hast indeed a rare touch on thy harp, 

He loves that in thee, too ; there was a time 

(But that is pass’d) he would have paid thy strain 80 

With music to have drawn the stars from heaven. 

He has his harp and laurel with him still. 

But he has laid the use of music by. 
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And all which might relax his settled gloom. 

Yet thou may’st try thy playing if thou wilt. 

But thou must keep unseen ; follow us on, 

But at a distance ; in these solitudes, 

In this clear mountain air, a voice will rise, 

Though from afar, distinctly ; it may soothe him. 

Play when we halt, and, when the evening comes 90 
And I must leave him (for his pleasure is 
To be left musing these soft nights alone 
In the higli unfrequented mountain spots), 

Then watch him, for he ranges swift and far. 
Sometimes to Etna's top, and to the cone ; 

But hide thee in the rocks a great way down. 

And try thy noblest strains, my Callicles, 

With the sweet night to help thy harmony. 

Thou wilt earn my thanks sure, and perhaps his. 

Callicles 

More than a day and night, Pausanias, 100 

Of this fair summer weather, on these hills, 

Would I bestow to help Empedocles. 

That needs no thanks ; one is far better here 
Than in the broiling city in these heats. 

But tell me, how hast thou persuaded him 
In this his present fierce, man-hating mood, 

To bring tliee out with him alone on Etna ? 

Pausanias 

Thou hast heard all men speaking of Pantheia, 

The woman who at Agrigentum lay 

Thirty long days in a cold trance of death, 110 

And whom Empedocles call'd back to life. 

Thou art too young to note it, but his power 
Swells with the swelling evil of this time, 

And holds men mute to see where it will rise. 

He could stay swift diseases in old days, 

Chain madmen by the music of his lyre, 

Cleanse to sweet airs the breath of poisonous streams. 
And in the mountain chinks inter the Avinds. 

This he could do of old ; but now, since all 
Clouds and grows daily worse in Sicily, 120 

Since broils tear us in tw^ain, since this new swarm 
108 Pantheia] Panihea and so throughout. 
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Of sophists has got empire in our schools 
Where ho was paramount, since he is banish’d. 

And lives a lonely man in triple gloom, 

He grasps tlie very reins of life and death. 

I ask'd him of Pantheia yesterday, 

When wo were gather’d with Peisianax, 

And he m«ade answer, I should come at night 
On Etna here, and ho alone with him, 

And he would tell me, as his old, tried friend, 130 

Who still was faitliful, what might jjrollt me ; 

That is, the secret of this miracle. 

Callicles 

Bah ! rhou a doctor ? Thou art superstitious. 

Simple Pausanias, ’twas no miracle ! 

Pantheia, for 1 know lier kinsmen well. 

Was subject to these trances from a girl. 

Empedocles would say so, did lie deign ; 

But he still lets tlie people, whom he scorns. 

Gape and cry wizard at him, if they list. 

But thou, thou ai*t no company for him ; 140 

Thou art as cross, as soured as himself. 

Thou hast some wrong from thine own citizens, 

And then thy friend is banish’d, and on that. 
Straightway thou fullest to arraign the times, 

As if the sky was impious not to fall. 

The sophists are no enemies of his ; 

I hear, Gorgias, their chief, speaks nobly of him. 

As of his gifted master and once friend. 

He is too scornful, too high- wrought, too 1 litter. 

'Tis not the times, ’tis not the sophists vex him ; 150 

There is some root of suffering in himself. 

Some secret and unfollow’d vein of woe. 

Which makes the time look black and sad to him. 
Pester him not in this his sombre mood 
With questionings about an idle tale, 

But lead him through the lovely mountain paths, 

And keep his mind from preying on itself, 

And talk to him of things at hand and common, 

Not miracles ; thou art a learned man, 

But credulous of fables as a girl. 160 

153 timel times 1852. 
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Pausanias 

And thou, a boy whose tongue outruns his knowledge, 
And on whose lightness blame is thrown away. 

Enough of this ! I see the litter wind 
Up by the torrent-side, under the pines. 

I must rejoin Empedocles. Do thou 

Grouch in the brush-wood till the mules have pass’d ; 

Then play thy kind part well. Farewell till night ! 

SCENE II 

Noon. A Glen on the highest skirts of the woody 
region of Nina 
EairKDocLES. Pausanias 
Pausanias 

The noon is hot ; when wc have cross’d the stream 
We shall have left the woody trac.t, and come 
Upon the open shoulder of the hill. 

See how the giant spires of yellow Idoom 
Of the sun-loving gentian, in the heat. 

Are shining on those naked slopes like flame ! 

Let us rest here ; and now, EmjKjdocles, 

Pantheia’s history. \A harp-note below is heard. 

EmI'EDOCLES 

Hark ! what sound was that 
Rose from below ? If it were possible, 

And we were not so far from human haunt, lO 

I should have said that some one touch’d a harp. 

Hark ! there again ! 

Pausanias 
’Tis the boy Call ides, 

The sweetest harp-player in Catana, 

He is for ever coming on these hills, 

In summer, to all country festivals, 

With a gay revelling band ; he breaks from them 
Sometimes, and wanders far among the glens. 

But heed him not, he will not mount to us ; 

I spoke with him this morning. Once more, therefore, 
Instruct me of Pantheia’s story, Master, 20 

As I have praj;*’’d thee. 
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Empedocles 

That ? and to what end ? 
Paitsanias 

It is enough that all men speak of it. 

But I will also say, that when tlie Gods 
Visit us as they do with sign and plague, 

To know those spells of time that stay their hand 
Were to live free from terror. 

Empedocles 

Spells? Mistrust thenL 

Mind is the spell which governs earth and heaven. 

Man has a mind with which to plan liis safety ; 

Know that, and help thyself. 

Pausanias 

But thy own words ? 

* The wit and counsel of man was never clear, 30 

Troubles confuse the little wit he has.' 

Mind is a light which the Gods mock us with, 

To lead those false who trust it. 

harp sounds again 

Empedocles 

Hist ! once more ! 

Listen, Pausanias ! — Aye, 'tis Callicles ! 

I know those notes among a thousand. Hark ! 

Callicles 

[Sings unseen^ from hclotv. 
The track winds down to the clear stream, 

To cross the si)arkling shallows ; there 
The cattle love to gather, on their way 
To the high mountain pastures, and to stay. 

Till the rough cow-herds drive them past, 40 

Knee-deop in the cool ford ; for ’tis the last 

Of all the woody, high, well-water’d dells 

On Etna ; and the beam 

Of noon is broken there by chestnut boughs 

26 free") f row'd J.S’52. 
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Down its steep verdant sides ; the air 
Is freshen’d by the leaping stream^ which throws 
Eternal showers of spray on the moss’d roots 
Of trees, and veins of turf, and long dark shoots 
Of ivy-plants, and fragrant lianging bolls 
Of hyacinths, and on late anenionies, 50 

That muffle its wet banks ; but glade. 

And stream, and sward, and chestnut trees, 

End liere ; Etna beyond, in the broad glare 
Of the hot noon, without a shade, 

Slope behind slope, up to the peak, lies bare ; 

The peak, round which the white clouds play. 

In such a glen, on such a day, 

On Pelion, on the grassy ground, 

Chiron, the aged Centaur, Jay, 

The young Achilles standing by. 60 

The Centaur taught him to explore 

The mountains ; where the glens are dry, 

And the tired Cent.aurs come to rest, 

And where the soaking springs abound, 

And the straight ashes grow for sj^ears, 

And wliero the hill-goals come to feed, 

And the sea-eagles build their nest. 

He show’d him Phthia far away, 

And siiid ; O boy, I taught this lore 
To Peleus, in long distant years ! 70 

He told him of the Gods, ilie stars, 

The tides ; — and then of mortal wars, 

And of the life which heroes lead 
Before they reach the Elysiau place 
And rest in the immortal mead ; 

And all the wisdom of his race. 

[TAc music helow ceases, and Empedocles ^eaks, 
accompanying himself in a solemn ma/nner 
on his harp. 

The out -spread world to span 
A cord the Gods first slung, 

And then the soul of man 

There, like a mirror, hung, 80 

And bade the winds through space impel the gusty toy. 

73 wliich] that 1852 , 1855 . 
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Hither and thither spins 
Tho wind-borne mirroring soul, 

A thousand glimpses wins, 

And never sees a whole ; 

Looks once, and drives elsewhere, and leaves its last 
employ. 

The Gods laugh in their sleeve 
To watch man doubt and fear. 

Who knows not what to believe 
Since he se<3S nothing clear, 90 

And dares stamp nothing false where he finds nothing 
sure. 

Is this, Pausanias, so ? 

And can our souls not strive, 

But with the winds must go, 

And hurry where they drive? 

Is Fate indeed so strong, man’s strength indeed so poor ? 

I will not judge ! that man, 

Howlxut, 1 judge as lost, 

Whose mind allows a plan 

Which would degrade it most ; 100 

And he treats doubt tlie best who tries to see least ill. 

Be not, then, fear's blind slave ! 

Thou art my friend ; to thee, 

All knowledge that I have. 

All skill I wield, are free ; 

Ask not the latest news of the last miracle. 

Ask not what days and nights 
In trance Pantheia lay, 

But ask how thou such sights 

May’st see without dismay ; iio 

Ask what most helps when known, thou son of Anchitus ! 

What ? hate, and awe, and sliame 
Fill thee to see our world ; 

Thou feelest thy soul’s frame 
Shaken and rudely hurl'd. 

What ? life and time go hard with thee too, as with us ; 

90 Sinc-e] Wliore lS:iL\ 113 world] day 
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Thy citizens, ’tis said, 

Envy tiiee and oppress, 

Thy ^^oodness no men aid, 

All strive to make it less ; 120 

Tyranny, pride, and lust fill Sicily’s abodes ; 

Heaven is ^Au'th earth at strife, 

Signs make thy soul afraid, 

The dead return to life, 

Kivers are dried, Avinds stay'd ; 

Scarce can one think in calm, so threatening are the 
Gods; 

And Ave feel, day and night. 

The burden of ourselves — 

Well, th<‘n, the wiser wight 

In his oAA’ii bosom delA^es, 130 

And asks what ails him so, and gets what cure he can. 

The sophist sneers : Fool, take 
Thy pleasure, right or wrong ! 

The j^ious AA'ail : Forsake 
A world these sophists throng ! 

Be neither saint nor sophist-led, but be a man. 

These liundred doctors try 
To i)reach tliee to their school. 

We haA’e the truth ! they cry. 

And yet their oracle, 140 

Trumpet it as they Avill, is but the same as thine. 

Once read thy own breast right, 

And thou has*^ done with fears I 
Man gets no other light, 

Search he a thousand years. 

Sink in thyself! there ask what ails thee, at that shrine! 

What makes thee struggle and rave ? 

Why are men ill at ease ? — 

’Tis that the lot they have 

Fails their own will to please ; IfiO 

For man would make no murmuring, were his will 
obey’d. 
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And why is it, that still 
Man with his lot thus fights ? — 

'Tis that he makes this will 
The measure of his rights. 

And believes Nature outraged if his will ’s gainsaid. 

Couldst thou, Pausanias, learn 
How deep a fault is this ! 

Couldst thou but once discern 

Thou hast no right to bliss, 160 

No title from the Gods to welfare and repose ; 

Then thou wouldst look less mazed 
Whene’er from bliss debarr'd, 

Nor think the Gods were crazed 
When thy own lot went hard. 

But we are all the same -the fools of our own woes I 

For, from the first faint morn 
Of life, the thirst for bliss 
Deep in man's heart is born ; 

And, sceptic as he is, 170 

Ho faihs not to judge clear if this be quench’d or no. 

Nor is that thirst to blame ! 

Man errs not that he deems 
His welfare his true aim, 

He errs because he dreams 
The W'orld does but exist that welfare to bestow. 

We mortals are no kings 
For each of whom to sway 
A new-made world up-springs 

Meant merely for his i>lay ; 180 

No, we are strangers here ; the world is from of old. 

In vain our pent wills fret, 

And would the world subdue. 

Limits we did not set 
Condition all we do ; 

Born into life we are, and life must be our mould. 
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Born into life — man grows 
Forth from his parents' stem, 

And blends their bloods, as those 
Of theirs are blent in them ; 190 

So each now man strikes root into a far fore-time. 

Born into life — wc bring 
A bias with ns hero, 

And, when here, each new thing 
Affects us we come near ; 

To tunes we did not call our being must keep chime. 

Born into life — in vain. 

Opinions, those or these, 

Unalter’d to retain 

The obstiiiaie mind decrees ; 200 

Experience, like a sea, soaks all effacing in. 

Born into life— who lists 
May wluit is false hold dear, 

And for himself make mists 
Through which to see less clear ; 

The world is what it is, for all our dust and din. 

Born into life — 'tis we. 

Ami not the world, are new. 

Our cry for bliss, our plea, 

Oth(>rs have urged it too ; 210 

Our wants have all been felt, our errors made before. 

No eye could be too sound 
To observe a world so vast, 

No patience too profound 
To sort what 's here amass’d ; 

How man may here best live no care too great to explore. 

But wo — as some rude guest 
Would change, where’er be roam, 

The manners there profess'd 

To those he brings from homo-— 220 

We mark not the world’s course, but would have it take 
ours, 

1ST— 190 first itiserted in 18(i7. 197 -201 Jolhnv 202-200 m iS32. 
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The world’s course proves the terms 
On which man wins content ; 

Reason tlie proof confirms ; 

We spurn it, and invent 

A false course for the world, and for ourselves, false 
powers. 

Riches we wish to get. 

Yet remain spendthrifts still ; 

We would have health, and yet 

Still use our bodies ill ; 230 

Bafflers of our own prayers, from youth to life’s last 
scenes. 

We would have inward peace, 

Yet will not look within ; 

We would have misery cease, 

Yet will not cease from sin ; 

We want all pleasant ends, but will use no harsh means ; 

We do not what we ought. 

What we ought not, we do, 

And lean upon the thought 

That chance will bring us througli ; 240 

But our own acts, for good or ill, are mightier powers. 

Yet, even when man forsakes 
All sin, — is just, is pure. 

Abandons all which makes 
His welfare insecure — 

Other existences there are, that clash with ours. 

Like us, the lightning fires 
Love to have scope and play ; 

The stream, like us, desires 

An unimpeded way ; 250 

Like us, the Libyan wind delights to roam at, large. 

222 world’s course prov<*sl world pro<-laiiTis 224 the 
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Streams will not curb their pride 
The just man not to entomb, 

Nor lightnings go aside 
To leave his virtues room ; 

Nor is that wind less rough which blows a good man's 
barge. 

Nature, with equal mind, 

Sees all her sons at play ; 

Sees man control the wind, 

The wind sweep man away ; 260 

Allows the i)roudly-riding and the founder’d bark. 

And, lastly, tluuigh of ours 
No weakness Sj)oil our lot, 

Though the non-human powers 
Of Nature liarm us not. 

The ill-deeds of other men make often our life dark. 

What wore the wise man’s jdan? — 

Thnmgh this sharp, toil-set life, 

To light a.s best he can, 

And win what ’.s won b}" strife. 270 

But we an easier way to cheat our pains have found. 

Scratch'd by a fall, with moans 
As fdiiblren of weak age 
Lend life to the dumb .stones 
Whereon to vent their ragi% 

And bend their little fists, and rate the senseless ground ; 

So, loath to suffer mute, 

We, i)eopling the void air, 

Make Gods to whom b) impute 
The ills we ought to bear ; 280 

With God and Fate to rail at, suffering easily. 

Yet grant — as sense long miss’d 
Things tliat are no>v perceiv’d, 

And much may still exist 
Which is not yet believ'd — 

Grant that the world were full of Gods we cannot see ; 

25G tlmt . . . which] the . . . that 1852 
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All things the world which fill 
Of but one stuff are spun^ 

Tliat we who rail are still, 

With what wo rail at, one ; 290 

One with the o’er-labour*d Power that through the 
breadth and length 

Of earth, and air, and sea, 

In men, and plants, and stones. 

Hath toil perpetually. 

And struggles, pants, and moans ; 

Fain would do all things well, but sometimes fails in 
strength. 

And patiently exact 
This universal God 
Alike to any act 

Proceeds at any nod, 3(i0 

And quietly declaims the cursings of himself. 

This is not what man hates, 

Yet he can curse but this. 

Harsh Gods and hostile Fates 
Arc* dreams ! this only is ; 

Is everywhere ; sustains the wise, the foolisli elf. 

Nor only, in the intent 
To attacli blame elsewhere, 

Do we at will invent 

Stern Powers wlio make their care 310 

To embitter human life, malignant Deities ; 

But, next, we would reverse 
The scheme ourselves have spun, 

And what wo made to curse 
We now would lean upon, 

And feign kind Gods who perfect what man vainly tries. 

Look, the world tempts our eye, 

And wo would know it all ! 

We map the starry sky, 

We mine this earthen ball, 820 

We measure the sea-tides, we number the sea-sands ; 

287 which] that 294 hutli] lias 1^62. 
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We scrutinize the dates 
Of long-past human things, 

The bounds of effac’d states, 

The lines of deceas'd kings ; 

We search out dead men’s words, and works of dead 
men's hands ; 

We shut our eyes, and muse 
ITow our own minds are made, 

What springs of thought they use, 

How righten’d, how betray’d ; 3;K) 

And spend our wit to name what most employ urinam’d ; 

But still, as we proceed, 

The mass swells more and more 
Of volumes yet to read, 

Of secrets yet to exjdore. 

Our hair grows grey, our eyes are dimm'd, our heat is 
tamed. 

We rest our faculties, 

And thus address the Gods : 

‘ True science if there is, 

It stays in your abodes ; 340 

Man’s measures cannot mete the immeasurable All ; 

^ You only can take in 
The world’s immense design, 

Our desperate searcVi was sin, 

Which henceforth we resign, 

Sure only that yoitr mind sees all things which befall ! ’ 

Fools ! that in man’s brief term 
lie cannot all tilings view, 

Affords no ground to affirm 

That there are Gods who do ! sr.o 

Nor does being weary prove that he has where to rest! 

Again : our youthful blood 
Claims rapture as its right ; 

The world, a rolling flood 
Of newness and delight, 

Draws in the enamour’d gazer to its shining breast ; 
341 meto . . . immeasurable] span . . . illimitable ISOH, 
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Pleasure to our hot grasp 
Crivcs flowers after flowers, 

With passionate warmth we clasp 
Hand after hand in ours ; 360 

Nor do we soon i)erceive how fast our youth is spent. 

At on<*e our eyes grow clear ; 

We see in blank dismay 
Year i)osting after year, 

Sense after sense decay ; 

Our shivering heart is mined by secret discontent ; 

Yet still, in spite of truth, 

In spite of ho])es entomb’d, 

I’hat longing of our youth 

Burns ever unconsuin'd, 370 

Still liungrier for delight as delights grow more rare. 

We pause ; we hush our heart, 

And then address the Gods : 

‘ The world hath fail’d to impart 
The joy our youth forbodes, 

Fail’d to lill up the void which in our breasts we bear. 

‘ Changeful till now, we still 
Ijook’d on to something new ; 

Let us, with changeless will. 

Henceforth look on to you, 380 

To find with you the joy we in vain here require ! ’ 

Fools ! that so often here 
Hap[>iness mock’d our prayer, 

1 think, might make us fear 
A like event elsewhere ! 

Make us, not fly to dreams, but moderate desire I 

And yet. for those who know 
Themselves, who wisely take 
Their way through life, and bow 
To what they cannot break, 390 

Why should I say that life need yield but raodcratc bliss? 
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Shall we, with temper spoiled, 

Health sapp’d by living ill, 

And judgement all embroird 
By sadness and self-will. 

Shall wc judge wliat for man is not true bliss or is ? 

Is it so small a thing 
To have enjoy'd the sun, 

To have lived light in the spring, 

* 1^0 have loved, to have thought, to have done ; 400 
To have advanc’d true friends, and beat down bailling 
foes ; 

That w'e must feign a bliss 
Of doubtful future date, 

And, while we dream on this, 

Lose all our present state. 

And relegaie to worlds yet distant our repose? 

Not much, I know, you prize 
What pleasures may ]>e had, 

W^ho look on life with ej’^es 

Estrang’d, like mine, and sad ; 410 

And yet the village churl feels the trutli more than you, 

Wlio ’s loath to leave this life 
Which to him little yields ; 

His hard-task’d sunburnt wife. 

His often-labour'd fields, 

The boors with wlioni he talk’d, the country spots ho 
knew. 

But thou, because thou hear’st 
Men scoff at Heaven and Fate, 

Because the Gods thou fear’st 

Fail to make blest thy state, 420 

Tremblest, and wilt not dare to trust the joys there are. 

I say : Fear not ! Life still 
Leaves human effort scope. 

But, since life teems with ill. 

Nurse no extravagant hope ; 

Because thou must not dream, thou need’st not then 
despair ! 

892 temper] tempers 785:2. 39G true] high 7852. 
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[A long pause. At the end of it the notes of a 
harp beloio are again heard^ and Callicles 
sings : — 

Far, far from here, 

The Adriatic breaks in a warm bay 
Among tlio green Illyrian hills ; and there 
The sunshine in the happy glens is fair, 4.10 

And by the soa, an<l in the brakes. 

The grass is cool, tlie sea-side air 
Buoyant and fresh, the mountain flowers 
As virginal and sweet as ours. 

And there, they say, two bright and aged snakes. 
Who once were Cadmus and Ilarmonia, 

Bask in the glens or on the warm sea-shore, 

In breathless quiet, after all their ills. 

Nor do they see their country, nor the i)lace 

Where the Sphinx lived among the frowning hills, 440 

Nor tlie unhappy palace of their race, 

Nor Thebes, nor the Ismenus, any more. 

There those two live, far in the Illyrian brakes. 

They had stay’d long enough to see. 

In Thebes, the billow of calamity 
Over their own dear children roll’d, 

Curse upon curse, pang upon pang, 

For years, they sitting helpless in their home, 

A grey old man and woman ; yet of old 
The Gods had to their marriage come, 460 

And at the banquet all the Muses sang. 

Therefore they did not end their days 
In sight of blood ; but were rapt, far away, 

To where the west wind plays, 

And murmurs of the Adriatic come 
To those untrodden mountain lawns ; and there 
Placed safely in changed forms, the Pair 
Wholly forget their first sad life, and home, 

And all that Theban woe, and stray 
For ever through the glens, placid and dumb. 

427 400 in is'i7 as OnduiuH and Ilarmonia. 
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Empedocles 

That was iny harp-player again ! — where is he ? 

Down by the stream ? 


Pausanias 

Yes, Master, in the wood. 
Empedocles 

lie ever loved tlie Theban story well ! 

But the da}’ wears. Go now, Pausanias, 

For I must be alone. Leave me one mule ; 

Take down with thee the rest to Catana. 

And for young Callicles, thank him from me ; 

Tell him I never fail’d to love his lyre : 

But ho must follow me no more to-night. 

Pausanias 

Thou wilt return to-inorrow to the city ? 470 

Empedocles 

Either to-morrow or some other day, 

In the sure revolutions of the world, 

Goi>d friend, I shall revisit Catana. 

I have seen many cities in my time 
Till my eyes ache with the long spectacle, 

And I shall doubtless see them all again ; 

Thou know’st me for a wanderer from of old. 
Meanwhile, stay me not now. Farewell, Pausanias ! 

[Jle depat'ts on Jus tvay up the mountain. 

Pausanias {alone) 

I dare not urge him further ; he must go. 

But he is strangely wrought ! — I will speed back 480 
And bring Peisianax to him from the city ; 

His counsel could once soothe him. But, Apollo ! 
How his brow lighten’d as the music rose ! 

Callicles must wait here, and play to him ; 

I saw him through the chestnuts far below, 

Just since, down at the stream. — Ho ! Callicles ! 

[/ic descends, calling. 
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ACT II 

Evening, The Summit of Etna 
Empedocles 

Alone ! — 

On this charrM, blacken’d, melancholy waste, 

Crown’d by the awful peak, Etna’s great mouth, 

Round which the sullen vapour rolls — alone ! 
Pausanias is far hence, and that is well, 

For I must henceforth speak no more with man. 

He lias liis lesson too, and that debt ’s paid ; 

And the good, learned, friendly, quiet man, 

May brave! ier front his life, and in himself 

Find henceforth energy and heart ; but I, 10 

The wciary man, the banish’d citizen — 

Wliose banishment is not his greatest ill, 

Whose weariness no energy can reach. 

And for whose hurt courage is not the cure — 

What should I do with life and living more ? 

No, thou art come too late, Empedocles ! 

And the world hath the day, and must break thee, 

Not thou the world. With men thou canst not live, 
Their thoughts, their ways, their wishes, are not thine ; 
And being lonely thou art miserable, 20 

For something has impair’d thy spirit’s strength, 

And dried its self-sufficing fount of joy. 

Thou canst not live with men nor with thyself — 

Oh sage ! oh sage ! — Take then the one way left ; 

And turn thee to the elements, thy friends, 

Thy well-tried friends, thy willing ministers, 

And say : — Ye servants, hear Empedocles, 

Who asks this final service at your hands I 

Before the sophist brood hath overlaid 

The last spark of man's consciousness with words — 30 

Ere quite the being of man, ore quite the world 

Be disarray’d of their divinity — 

Before the soul lose all her solemn joys, 

And awe be dead, and hope impossible. 

And the soul’s deep eternal night come on, 

Receive me, hide me, quench me, take me home ! 
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[lie advances to the edge of the crater. Smoke 
and fire break forth with a loud noise^ and 
Callicles is heard hcloto singing : — 

The lyre’s voice is lovely everywhere ! 

In the court of Gods, in the city of men, 

And in the lonely rock-strewn mountain glen, 

In the still mountain air. 40 

Only to Typho it sounds hatefully I 
To Typho only, the rebel o'erthrown, 

Through whose heart Etna drives her roots of stone, 
To imbed them in the sea. 

Wherefore dost thou groan so loud ? 

Wherefore do thy nostrils Hash, 

Through the dark night, suddenly, 

Ty])ho, such red jets of flame ? — 

Is thy tortur’d heart still proud ? 

Is thy fire-scath’d arm still rash ? 50 

Still alert thy stone-crush’d frame? 

Doth thy lit'rce soul still deplore 
The ancient rout by the Cilician hills, 

And that curst treachery on tho Mount of Gore? 

Do thy bloodshot eyes still see 
The fight that crown’d thy ills, 

Thy last defeat in this Sicilian sea ? 

Hast thou sworn, in thy sad lair, 

W^here erst the strong sea-currents suck’d thee down, 
Never to cease to writ lie, and try to sleep, 60 

Letting the sea-stream wander through thy hair? 

That thy groans, like thunder deep. 

Begin to roll, and almost drown 
The sweet notes, whose lulling spell 
Gods and tho race of mortals love so well, 

When through thy caves thou liearest music swell ? 

But an awful pleasure bland 
Spreading o’er the Thunderer’s face, 

When the sound climbs near his seat, 

The Olympian council sees ; 70 

37-88 tn JSo.5 as The harp-playor on Etna. II. Typho. 

42 To Typho onlyl Only to Typho, 1856. 62 Doth] Doea 

JS52, 2S55. 63 The] Thy J&oJ, 1856. by] in 1855, 
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As he lets his lux right hand, 

Which the lightnings doth embrace, 

Sink upon his mighty knees. 

And the eagle, at the beck 

Of the appeasing gracious harmony, 

Droops all his sheeny, brown, deejj-feather’d neck, 
Nestling nearer to Jove’s feet ; 

While o’er his sovereign eye 

The curtains of the blue hlms slowly meet. 

And the white Olj^mpus peaks 80 

Rosily brighten, and the sooth’d Gods smile 
At one another from their golden chairs, 

And no one round the charmed circle speaks. 

Only the loved Hebe bears 

The cup about, whose draughts beguile 

Pain and care, with a dark store 

Of fresh'puird violets wreath'd and nodding o’er ; 

And her flush’d feet glow on the marble floor. 

Empedocles 

He fables, yet speaks truth. 

The brave impetuous heart yields everywhere 90 

To the subtle, contriving head ; 

Great qualities are trodden down, 

And littleness united 
Is become invincible. 

These rumblings are not Typho’s groans, 1 know ! 
These angry smoke-bursts 
Are not the passionate breath 

Of the mountain-crush ’d, tortur'd, intractable Titan 
king ! 

But over all the world 

What suffering is there not seen lOO 

Of plainness oppress'd by cunning, 

As the well-counsell’d Zeus oppress’d 
The self-helping son of earth ! 

What anguish of greatness 
Rail’d and hunted from the world, 

Because its simplicity rebukes 


90 lioart] Imnd 1852. 
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This envious, miserable age ! 

I am weary of it ! — 

Lie there, ye ensigns 

Of my unloved pre-eminence 110 

In an age like this ! 

Among a people of children, 

Who throng'd me in their cities. 

Who worshipped me in their houses. 

And ask’d, not wisdom. 

But drugs to charm with, 

But spells to mutter — 

All the fool’s-armoury of magic ! — Lie there, 

My golden circlet ! 

My purple robe ! 120 

Callicles {from hclow) 

As the sky-brightening south-wind clears the day, 
And makes the nitass’d clouds roll, 

The music of the lyre blows away 
The clouds that wrai> the soul. 

Oh, that Fate had let me see 

That triumph of the sweet persuasive lyre ! 

That famous, final victory 

When jealous Pan with Marsyas did conspire ! 
When, from far Parnassus’ side, 

Young Apollo, all the pride 130 

Of the Phrygian flutes to tame, 

To the Phrygian highlands came ! 

Where the long green reed-beds sway 
In the rippled waters grey 
Of that solitary lake 
Where Maeander’s springs are born ; 

Where the ridg’d pine-wooded roots 
Of Messogis westward break, 

Mounting w'estward, high and higher. 

There was held the famous strife ; 140 

There the Phrygian brought his flutes, 

And Aj>ollo brought his lyre ; 

121-190 m an The harp-player on Kina. III. Marsyas. 
137 pine-woodod] pine-durken’d 1852^ pine-mufiQcd 1868. 
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And, when now the westering sun 
Touch’d tho hills, the strife was done, 

And the attentive Muses said : 

* Marsyas ! thou art vanquished.’ 

Then Ai)ollo’s minister 
Haiig’d upon a branching fir 
Marsyas, that unhappy Faun, 

And began to whet his knife. 150 

But the Maenads, who were there, 

Left their friend, and with robes fiowing 
In the wind, and loose dark hair 
O’er their polish'd bosoms blowing, 

Each her ribbon’d tambourine 
Flinging on the mountain sod, 

With a lovely frighten’d mien 
Came about the youthful God. 

But he turn’d his beauteous face 

Haughtily another way, 16o 

From tho grassy sun-warm *d place. 

Where in proud repose he lay, 

With one arm over his head, 

Watching how the whetting sped. 

But aloof, on the lake strand, 

Did the young Olympus stand, 

Weeping at his master’s end ; 

For the Faun had been his friend. 

For he taught him how to sing, 

And he taught him flute-playing. 170 

Many a morning had they gone 
To the glimnuiring mountain lakes, 

And had torn up by the roots 

The tall crested water-rec*ds 

With long ]>lumes, and soft brown seeds. 

And had carved tliem into flutes, 

Sitting on a tabled stone 

Where the shoreward ripple breaks. 

And he taught him how to please 

Tlie red-snood ed Phrygian girls, 180 

Whom the summer evening sees 

Flashing in the dance’s whirls 

Underneath the starlit trees 
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In the mountain villages. 

Therefore now Olympus stands^ 

At his master’s piteous cries 
Pressing fast with both his hands 
His white garment to his eyes, 

Not to see Apollo’s scorn ; 

Ah, poor Faun, poor Faun ! ah, poor Faun ! 190 

Empedocles 

And lie thou there, 

My laurel bough ! 

Scornful Apollo’s ensign, lie thou there ! 

Though thou hast been myshade in the world’s heat — 
Though I have loved thee, lived in honouring thee — 
Yet lie thou there, 

My laurel bough ! 

I am wear 3 ’- of theo ! 

I am weary of the solitude 

Wliere he who boars thee must abide ! 200 

Of the rocks of Parnassus, 

Of the gorge of Delphi, 

Of the moonlit peaks, and the caves. 

Thou guardest them, Apollo ! 

Over the grave of the slain Pytho, 

Though 5 ^oung, intolerably severe ; 

Thou keepest aloof the profane, 

13 ut the solitude oppresses thy votary ! 

The jars of men roach him not in thy valley — 

But can life reach him ? 210 

Thou fencest him from the multitude — 

Who will fence him from himself? 

He hears nothing but the cry of the torrents 
And the beating of liis own heart. 

The air is thin, the veins swell — 

The temples tighten and throb there — 

Air ! air ! 

Take thy bough ; set me free from my solitude ! 

I have been enough alone ! 

Where shall thy votary fly then? back to men ? — 220 
1 first inserted tn J867. 
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But they will gladly welcome him once more, 

And help him to unbend his too tense thought, 

And rid him of tlie presence of himself, 

And keep tlieir friendly chatter at his ear, 

And haunt him, till the absence from himself, 

That other torment, grow unbearable ; 

And he will fly to solitude again. 

And he will And its air too keen for him, 

And so change back ; and many thousand times 
Be miserably bandied to and fro 230 

Like a sea-wave, betwixt the world and thee, 

Tliou young, implacable God ! and only death 
Shall cut liis oscillations short, and so 
Bring him to poise. There is no other way. 

And yet what days -were those, Parmenides ! 

When we were young, when we could number friends 
In all the Italian cities like ourselves. 

When with elated hearts we joined your train, 

Ye Sun-born Virgins I on the road of truth. 

Then we could still enjoy, then neither thought 240 
Nor outward tilings were clos’d and dead to us, 

But we receiv’d the shock of mighty thoughts 
On simple minds with a pure natural joy ; 

And if the sacred load oppress’d our brain, 

We had the power to feel the pressure eased, 

The brow unbound, the thoughts flow free again. 

In the delightful commerce of tlie world. 

We had not lost our balance then, nor grown 
Thought’s slaves, and dead to every natural joy ! 
The smallest thing could give us jileasure then ! 250 

The sports of the country people, 

A flute-note from the woods 
Sunset over the sea ; 

Seed-time and harvest, 

The reapers in the corn, 

The vinedresser in his vineyard, 

The village-girl at her wheel ! 

Fullness of life and power of feeling, yo 
Are for the hajipj^ for the souls at ease, 

Who dwell on a firm basis of content! — 26o 
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But he, who has outliv’d his prosperous days, 

But he, whose youth fell on a different world 
From tliat on whicli his exiled age is thrown, 

Whose mind was fed on other food, was train’d 
By other rules than are in vogue to-day, 

Whose habit of thought is fix'd, who will not change, 
But ill a world he loves not must subsist 
In ceaseless opposition, be the guard 
Of his own breast, fetter'd to what he guards, 

That the world win no mastery over him ; 270 

Wlio has no friend, no fellow left, not one ; 

Who has no minute's breathing space allow’d 
To nurse his dwindling faculty of joy — 

Joy and the outward world must die to him. 

As they are dead to me ! 

[A long pausCy during which Empki>ocles remains 
motionless^ plunged in thought. The night deepens. 
He moves forward and gazes round him, and pro- 
ceeds :■ — 

And you, yo stars. 

Who slowly begin to marshal, 

As of old, in the fields of heaven, 

Your distant, melancholy lines ! 

Have you, too, survived yourselves ? 2S0 

Are yoUy too, what I fear to become? 

You, too, once lived ! 

You too moved joyfully 

Among august companions 

In an older world, peopled by Gods, 

In a mightier order, 

The radiant, rejoicing, intelligent Sons of Heaven I 

But now, you kindle 

Your lonely, cold-shining lights. 

Unwilling lingerers 290 

In the heavenly wilderness. 

For a younger, ignoble world ; 

And renew, by necessity, 

Night after night your courses, 

In echoing unnear’d silence. 

Above a race you know not. 


276-800 in 1855 as The Philosopher and the Stars. 
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Uncaring and undelighted, 

Without friend and without home ; 

Weary like us, though not 

Weary with our weariness. 300 

No, no, ye stars ! there is no death "with ^’’ou, 

No languor, no decay ! Languor and death, 

They are with me, not you ! ye are alive ! 

Ye and the pure dark ether where ye ride 
Brilliant ahovo mo ! And thou, fiery world. 

That sapp’st ihe vitals of this terrilde mount 
Upon whose charr'd and quaking crust I stand, 
Tliou, too, hrimmest with life ! — the sea of cloud 
That heaves its white and billowy vapours up 
To moat this isle of ashes from the world, 310 

Lives ! — and that other fainter sea, far down. 

O’er whose lit floor a road of moonbeams leads 
To Etna’s Liparfian sister-fires 
And the long dusky line of Italy — 

That mild and luminous floor of waters lives. 

With held-in joy swelling its heart ! — I only, 

Whoso spring of hope is dried, whosespirii has fail’d — 
I, who have not, like these, in solitude 
Maintain’d courage and force, and in myself 
Nursed an immortal vigour — I alone 320 

Am dead to life and joy ; therefore 1 read 
In all things my own dead ness. 

long silence, lie C07itinu€s : — 

Oh that I could glow like this mountain ! 

Oh that my heart bounded with the swell of the sea ! 
Oh that my soul were full of light as the stars ! 

Oh that it brooded over the world like the air ! 

But no, this heart wdll glow no more ! thou art 
A living man no more, Empedocles ! 

Nothing but a devouring flame of thought — 

But a naked, eternally restless mind ! 330 

[After a pause : — 


To the elements it came from 
Everything will return. 
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Our bodies to earth, 

Our blood to water, 

Heat to fire, 

Breath to air. 

They were well born, they will be well entomb’d ! 
But mind ? . . . 

And we might gladly share the fruitful stir 
Down in our mother earth’s miraculous womb ! 340 

Well might it be 

"With what roll’d of us in the stormy main 1 
Wo miglit have joy, blent with the all-bathing air. 
Or with the nimble radiant life of fire ! 

But mind — but thought — 

If these have been the master part of us — 

Where will they find their parent element? 

What will receive ilumi, who will call them home ? 
But we shall still be in them, and thej" in us, 

And we shall be the strangers of the world, 350 

And they will be our lords, as they are now ; 

And keep us prisoners of our consciousness, 

And never let us clas}) and feel the All 

But through their forms, and modes, and stifling veils. 

And we shall be unsatisfied as now, 

And we shall feel the agony of thirst, 

The ineffable longing for the life of life 
Baffled for ever : and still thought and mind 
Will hurry us with them on their homeless march, 
Over the unallied unopening earth, 360 

Over the unrecognizing sea ; while air 
W'ill blow us fiercely back to sea and earth, 

And fire repel us from its living waves. 

And then we shall unwillingly return 
Back to this meadow of calamity. 

This uncongenial place, this human life ; 

And in our individual human state 
Go through the sad probation all again. 

To see if we will poise our life at last. 

To see if we will now at last be true 370 

841 might] would 1852. 342 main] deep 1852. 

343 might] should 1852. 844 nimble] active 1852. 
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To our own only true, deep-buried selves, 

Being one with which we are one with the whole world ; 
Or whether wo will once more fall away 
Into some bondage of the Hesh or mind, 

Some slough of sense, or some fantastic maze 
Forg’d by the imperious lonely thinking-power. 

And each succeeding age in which we are born 
Will have more peril for us than the last ; 

Will goad our senses with a sharper spur, 

Will fret our minds to an intenser play, 380 

Will make ourselves harder to be discern’d. 

And we shall struggle awhile, gasp and rebel ; 

And we shall fly for refuge to past times. 

Their soul of unworn youth, their breath of greatness ; 
And the reality will pluck us back, 

Knead us in its hot hand, and change our nature. 

And we shall feel our powers of effort flag, 

And rally them for one last fight, and fail ; 

And wo shall sink in the impossible strife. 

And be astray for over. 

Slave of sense 390 

I have in no wise been ; but slave of thought ? — 

And who can say: — I have been always free. 

Lived ever in the light of my own soul ? — 

I cannot ! I liave lived in wrath and gloom, 

Fierce, disputatious, ever at war with man. 

Far from my own soul, far from warmth and light. 

But 1 have not grown easy in these bonds — 

But I have not denied what bonds these were ! 

Yea, I take myself to Avitness, 

That 1 have loved no darkness, 400 

Sophisticfited no truth. 

Nursed no delusion. 

Allow’d no fear ! 

And therefore, O ye elements, I know — 

Ye know it too — it hath been granted me 
Not to die Avholly, not to bo all enslav’d. 

I feel it in this hour ! The numbing cloud 
Mounts off my soul ; I feel it, I breathe free ! 

Is it but for a moment ? 

Ah ! boil up, ye vapours ! 


410 
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Leap and roar, thou sea of fire ! 

My soul glows to meet you. 

Ere it flag, ere the mists 
Of despondency and gloom 
Rush over it again, 

Receive me ! Save me ! [JFe plunges into the crater. 
Calltci^ks (from helow) 

Tlirough the black, rushing smoke-bursts. 

Thick breaks the rod flame ; 

All Etna heaves fiercely 

Her forest-cloth’d frame. 420 

Not here, O Apollo ! 

Are haunts meet for thee. 

Rut, where Plelicon breaks down 
In cliff to the sea, 

AVhere the moon-silver\l inlets 
fcJend far their light voice 
Up the still valo of Thisbe, 

O speed, and rejoice ! 

On the sward at the cliff- top 

Lie strewn the white flocks ; 430 

On the cliff'side the pigeons 
Roost deep in the rocks. 

In the moonlight the shepherds, 

Soft lull'd by the rills. 

Lie wrapt in their blankets, 

Asleep on the hills. 

— What forms are these coming 
So white through the gloom ? 

What garments out-glistening 

The gold-flower *d broom ? 440 

What sweet-breathing presence 
Out-perfumes the thyme ? 

What voices enraptuie 
The night’s balmy prime ? — 


417 to 468 m 1850 as Tlie liarp-player on Etna. IV. Apollo. 
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’Tis Apollo comes leading 
His choir, the Nine. 

— The leader is fairest, 

But all are divine. 

They are lost in the hollows I 
Tliey stream up again ! 460 

What seeks on this mountain 
The glorified train ? — 

They bathe on this mountain. 

In the spring by their road ; 

Then on to Olymjms, 

Their endless abode ! 

— Whose praise do they mention ? 

Of what is it told ? — 

What will be for ever ; 

What was from of old. 46(1 

First hymn they the Father 
Of all things ; and then 
The rest of immortals, 

The action of men. 

The day in his hof ness. 

The strife Avith the palm ; 

The night in her silence, 

The stars in their calm. 

THE RIVER 

[First publisluid 1852. Rcprintetl 1855.“) 

Still glides the stream, slow drops the boat 
Under the rustling poplars’ shade ; 

Silent the swans beside us float : 

None speaks, none heeds — ah, turn thy head. 

Let those arch eyes now softly sliine, 

That mocking mouth grow sweetly bland : 

Ah, let them rest, those eyes, on mine ; 

On mine lot rest that lovely hand. 

465 his] its lSr>2, JSrt.Z. 467 li«r] its 1852, JS55. 

Tlio River I'lde] Faded Loaves- I. The River iS56. 
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My pent-up tears oppress my brain. 

My heart is swoln with love unsaid : 10 

Ah, let me weep, and tell my pain, 

And on thy shoulder rest my liead. 

Before I die, before tlie soul, 

Which now is mine, must re-attain 
Immunity from my control, 

And wander round the world again : 

Before this teas’d o'crlabour’d heart 
For ever leaves its vain employ. 

Dead to its deep habitual smart. 

And dead to hopes of future joy. 2C 


EXCUSE 

[First pulil ishod 1852. K«*printed 1855.] 

T TOO have suffer'd : yet I know 
She is not cold, though she seems so : 

She is not cold, she is not liglit ; 

But our ignoble souls lack might. 

She smihiS and smiles, and will not sigh, 

While we for hopeless passion die ; 

Yet she could love, those eyes declare, 

Were but men nobler than they are. 

Eagerly once her gracious ken 
Was turn’d upon the sons of men. 10 

Bui light tlie serious visage grew-- 
She look’d, and smiled, and saw them through. 

Our petty souls, our strutting wits, 

Our labour’d puny passion-fits — 

Ah, may she scorn them still, till wo 
Scorn them xis bitterly as slio ! 

Yet oh, that Fate would let her see 
One of some w'orthior race than we ; 

One for whose sake she once might prove 
How deeply she who scorns can love. 

Excuse] 18 worthier] better 
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His eyes be like the starry lights — 

His voice like sounds of summer nights — 

In all his lovely mien let pierce 
The magic of the universe. 

And she to him will reach her hand, 

And gazing in liis eyes will stand, 

And know her friend, and weep for glee, 

And cry — Jjong^ long Tint loolcd for thee , — 

Then will she weep — with smiles, till then, 
Coldly she mocks the sons of men. 

Till then her lovely eyes maintain 
Their gay, unwavering, deep disdain. 


INDIFFERENCE 

[First xmblisliod 1852. Keprintwd 1855.] 

I MUST not say that thou wert true, 

Yet let me say that thou wert fair. 

And they that lovely face who view, 

They will not ask if truth bo there. 

Truth — what is truth ? Two bleeding hearts 
Wounded by men, by Fortune tried, 

Out wearied with their lonely parts, 

Vow to beat henceforth side by side. 

The world to them was stern and drear ; 
Their lot was but to weep and moan. 

Ah, let them keep their faith sincere. 

For neither could subsist alone I 

But souls whom some benignant breath 
Has charm’d at birth from gloom and care, 
These ask no love — these plight no faith, 

For they are happy as they are. 

The world to them may homage make, 

And garlands for their forehead weave. 

And what the world can give, they take : 

But they bring more than they receive. 
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They smile upon the world : their ears 
To one demand alone are coy. 

TJiey will not g-i ve us love and tears — 
They bring us light, and warmth, and joy. 

It was not love that heav'd thy breast, 
Fair child ! it was the bliss within. 

Adieu ! and say that one, at least. 

Was just to what he did not win. 


TOO LATE 

[Firs>t p\il»lislied 1852. Roprintod 1855.] 

Eacji on his own strict line we move. 
And some find death ere they find love. 

So far apart their lives are thrown 
From tlie twin soul that halves their own. 

And sometimes, by still harder fate, 

The lovers meet, but meet too late. 

— Thy heart is mine ! — Tmc, true ! ah true f 
— Then, love, thy hand ! — Ah no! adieu! 


ON THE RHINE 

[First published 1852. Keprinted 1855.] 

Vain is the efibrt to forget. 

Some day I shall be cold, I know, 

As is the eternal moon-lit snow 
Of the high Alps, to which I go : 

But ah, not yet ! not yet ! 

Vain is the agony of grief. 

'Tis true, indeed, an iron knot 
Ties straitly up from mine thy lot, 

And were it snapt — thou lov’st me not I 
But is despair relief ? 

Too late Faded Leaves. II. Too late JS65. 

On the Rhine Tiile\ Faded Leaves. IV. On the Rhine 1855. 
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Awhile let me with thought have done ; 

And as this brimm'd unwrinkled Rhine 
And that far jiurple mountain line 
Lie sweetly in the look divine 
Of the slow-sinking sun ; 

So let me lie, and calm as they 
Let beam upon my inward view 
Those eyes of deep, soft, lucent hue — 

Eyes too expressive to be blue, 

Too lovely to be grey. 20 

Ah Quiet, all things feel thy balm ! 

Those blue hills too, this river’s How, 

Were restless once, but long ago. 

Tam’d is their turbulent youthful glow : 

Their joy is in their calm. 


LONGING 

[First publi-shed 1852. Reprinted 1855.] 

Come to mo in my dreams, and then 
By day I shall bo Avell again. 

For then the night will more than pay 
The hopeless longing of the day. 

Come, as thou carn’st a thousand times, 

A messenger from radiant climes. 

And smile on thy new world, and be 
As kind to others as to mo. 

Or, as thou never cam’st in sooth, 

Come now, and let me dream it truth. 30 

And part my hair, and kiss my brow, 

And say — love/ why sufferest thou? 

Come to me in my dreams, and then 
By day I shall be well again. 

For then the night will more than pay 
The hox)eless longing of the day. 

Longing Title'] Faded Leaves. V. Longing 1855, 

8 to others as to me] to all the rest as me 1852. 
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[First published 1852. Reprinted 1863, *54, *57.] 

Again I see my bliss at hand ; 

The town, the lake are here. 

My Marp^icrite smiles upon the strand 
Un alter’d witli tlie year. 

I know that graceful figure fair. 

That cheek of languid hue ; 

I know tli.at soft enkercliief ’d liair, 

And those sweet eyes of blue. 

Again I spring to make iny choice ; 

Again in tones of iie 10 

I hear a God’s tremendous voice — • 

^ Be couiisoll’d, and retire ! * 

Ye guiding Powers, who join .and part, 

What would yo havt^ with me ? 

Ah, warn some more ambitious heart. 

And let the peaceful be! 


PARTING 

[First published 1852, Reprinted 1853, '64, ’67.] 

Ye storm-winds of Autumn 
Who rush by, who shako 
The window, and ruffle 
The gleam-lighted lake ; 

Who cross to the hill-side 
Thin-sprinkled with farms, 

Where the high woods strip sadly 
Their yellowing arms ; — 

Ye are bound for the mountains — 

Ah, with you let me go 10 

Where your cold distant barrier. 

The vast range of snow, 

The Lake TUlc] Switzerland. II. Tlie Lake lS54j 1857, 

Parting Titur\ Switzerland. IV. Parting 1853, 1854, 1857, 
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Through the loose clouds lifts dimly 
Its white peaks in air — 

How deep is their stillness ! 

Ah ! would I were there ! 

But on the stairs what voice is this I hear, 
Buoyant as morning, and as morning clear ? 

Say, has some wet bird-haunted English lawn 
Lent it the music of its trees at dawn ? 20 

Or was it from some sun-fleck’d mountain-brook 
That the sweet voice its upland clearness took ? 

Ah ! it comes nearer — 

Sweet notes, this way ! 

Hark ! fast by the window 
The rushing winds go, 

To the ice-cuinber’d gorges, 
l^he vast seas of snow. 

There the torrents drive upward 
Their rock-strangled hum, 00 

There the avalanche thunders 
The hoarse torrent dumb. 

— I come, O ye mountains ! 

Ye torrents, I come ! 

But who is this, by the half-oi)en'd door, 

Whose figure casts a shadow on the floor? 

The sweet blue eyes — the soft, ash-colour'd hair — 

The cheeks that still their gentle paleness wear — 

The lovely lips, with their arch smile, that tells 
The unconquer'd joy in which her spirit dwells — 40 

Ah ! they bend nearer — 

Sweet lips, this way ! 

Hark ! the wind rushes past us — 

Ah ! with that let me go 
To the clear waning hill-side 
Unspotted by snow. 

There to watch, o’er the sunk vale, 

The frore mountain wall, 

Where the nich’d snow-bed sprays down 
Its powdery fall. 60 

There its dusky blue clusters 
The aconite spreads ; 
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There the pines slope, the cloud-strips 
Hung soft in their heads. 

No life but, at moments. 

The mountain-bee’s hum. 

— I come, O ye mountains ! 

Ye pine-woods, I come ! 

Forgive me ! forgive me ! 

Ah, Marguerite, fain 60 

AVould these arms reach to clasp thee : — 

But see ? ’tis in vain. 

In tlie void air towards thee 
My straiiiM arms are cast. 

But a sea rolls between us — 

Our different past. 

To the lips, ah ! of others, 

Those lips have been prest. 

And others, ere I was. 

Were clasp’d to that breast ; 70 

Far, far from each otlier 
Our spirits have grown. 

And what heart knows another? 

Ah I who knows his own ? 

Blow, ye winds ! lift me with you ! 

I come to the wild. 

Fold closely, O Nature ! 

Thine arms round thy child. 

To thee only God granted 

A heart ever new : 80 

To all always 0 ]>en ; 

To all always true. 

Ah, calm me ! restore me ! 

And dry up my tears 
On thy high mountain platforms. 

Where Morn first appears, 

Where the white mists, for ever, 

Are spread and upfurl’d ; 

In the stir of the forces 
Whence issued the world. 


90 



134 


ABSENCE 

[First pul»lishoil 1852. Ropriiited 1853, '64, 

In this fair stranger's eyes of grey 
Thine eyes, niy love, I see. 

I shudder : for the passing day 
Had borne nie far from thee. 

This is the curse of life: that not 
A nobler calmer train 
Of Aviser thoughts and feelings Ijlot 
Our passions from our brain ; 

But each day brings its i>otty dust 

Our socm-chokM souls to fill, 10 

And we forget because we must. 

And not because we will. 

I struggle towards the light ; and ye, 
Once-long'd-for storms of love ! 

If with the light yo cannot be, 

1 bear that ye remove. 

I strugghi towards the light ; but oh. 

Wliile yet the night is chill, 

Upon Time’s barren, stormy flow. 

Stay with me. Marguerite, still ! 20 


DESTINY 

[Finst published 1852. Not reprinted by the iiuthor.] 

Why each is striving, from of old, 

To love more deeply than he can ? 

Still would be true, yet still grows cold? 

— Ask of the Powers that sport with man I 

Tb.ey yok’d in him, for endless strife, 

A heart of ice, a soul of fire ; 

And hurl’d him on the Field of Life, 

An aimless unallay’d Desire. 

Absence Tiflel Switzerland. VI. Absence Jfi53. Switzerland. 
Vll. Absence JSo4. Switzerland. VI II, Absence 1857, 
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TO MARGUERITE, IN RETURNING A VOLUME 
OF THE LETTERS OF ORTIS 

[ First published 1852. Rej>rintL‘d 1853, ’54, *57.] 

Yes : in the sea of life enisl’d, 

With echoing straits between us thrown, 
Dotting the shoreless watery wild, 

We mortal millions live alone. 

The islands feel ihe enclasping flow, 

And then their endless bounds they know. 

Bui when the moon their liollows lights 
And they are swept by balms of spring, 

And in their glens, on starry nights, 

The nightingales divineh’ sing ; 10 

And lovely notes, from shore to shore, 

Across the sounds and channels pour ; 

Oh then a longing like des])air 
Is to their farthest caverns sent ; 

I’or surely once, they feel, we 'were 
Parts of a single continent. 

Now round us s]>reads the watery plain — 

Oil might our marges meet again ! 

Who order’d, that their longing’s fire 
Should be, as soon .as kindled, cool’d ? 20 

Who renders vain their deep desire ? — 

A Clod, a Ciod their severance rul’d ; 

And bade betwixt their shores to be 
The unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea. 

HUMAN LIFE 

LFirst ]»uljliahed 1852. Rt^printod 1867.] 

What mortal, when he saw. 

Life’s voyage done, his heavenly Friend, 

Could ever yet dare tell him fearlessly : 

‘ I have kept uninfring'd my nature’s law j 
The inly-Avritten chart thou gavest me 
To guide me, 1 have steer’d by to the end ’ ? 

To Marguerite Title'] Switzerland. V. To Marguerite 1853. 
Switzerland. VI. To Marguerite 1854. Switzerland. Vll. Isola- 
tion 2857 
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HUMAN LIFE 


Ah ! let us make no claim 

On life’s incognizable sea 

To too exact a steering of our way ! 

Let us not fret and fear to miss our aim 10 

If some fair coast has lured us to make stay, 

Or some friend hail’d us to keep company ! 

Aye, wo would each fain drive 
At random, and not steer by rule ! 

Weakness ! and worse, weakness bestow’d in vain ! 
Winds from our side the unsiiiting consort rive, 

We rush by coasts when* we had lief remain ; 

Man cannot, though lie would, live chance’s fool. 

No ! as the foaming swathe 

Of torn- up water, on the main, 20 

Falls heavily away with long-drawn roar 
On either side the black deep-furrow’d path 
Cut by an onward-labouring vessel's prore, 

And never touches the ship-side again ; 

Even so we leave Viehind, 

As, charter’d by some unknown Powers, 

We stem across the sea of life by night, 

The joys which were not for our use design'd. 

The friends to whom we had no natural right, 

The homes that were not destined to be ours. 30 


DESPONDENCY 

[First publishotl 1852. Kopriiited 1855.] 

The thoughts that rain their steady glow 
Like stars on life’s cold sea, 

Wliich others know, or say they know — 

They never shone for me. 

Thoughts light, like gleams, my spirit’s sky. 
But they will not remain. 

They light me once, they liurry by, 

And never come again. 
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YOUTH’S AGITATIONS 

[First pul»lished 1852. Reprinted 1867,] 

When I sliall be divorced, some ten years hence, 
From this poor present self wiiich I am now ; 

Wlien youth has done its tedious vain expense 
Of passions that for ever ebb and flow ; 

Slmll I not joy youth’s heats are left behind. 

And breatlie more liap]iy in an even clime ? 

Ah no ! for then I shfdl ]>ep^in to find 
A thousand virtues in this hated time. 

Tlien I shall wish its agitations back, 

And all its thwarting currents of desire ; 10 

Tlien I shall praise the heat which then I lack. 

And call this hurrying fever, generous fire. 

And sigh that one thing only has been lent 
To youth and age in common — discontent. 


SELF-DECEPTION 

[Fi rsfc published 1S52. Ropriiitutl 1855.] 

Say, what blinds us, that we claim the glory 
Of ])Ossessing powers not our shai*o ? — 

Since man woke on earth, he knows liis stoi-y, 

But, liefore W'e woke on earth, w'o w^ere. 

Long, long since, undower’d yet, our spirit 
Koani’d, ere birth, the treasuries of God : 

Saw the gifts, the powders it might inherit ; 

Ask’d an outfit for its earthly road. 

Then, as now, this tremulous, eager Being 
Strain’d, and long’d, and grasp’d each gift it saw. lO 
Then, as now, a Power beyond our seeing 
Stav’d us back, and gave our choice the la'w\ 

Ah, whose hand that day through heaven guided 
Man’s blank spirit, since it w'as not we ? 

Ah, who sway’d our choice, and who decided 
What our gifts, and what our wants should be ? 

Youth’s Agitations Title'] Sonnet 1852. 

Self-Deception] 14 blank] new 1S52. 16 our gifts] the 

parts 1852, our wants] the whole 1852. 
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SELF-DECEPTION 


For, alas ! he left us each retaining 
Shreds of gifts \vhich he refus’d in full. 

Still these waste us with their hopeless straining — 
Still the attempt to use them proves them null. 20 

And on earth we wander, groping, reeling ; 
Powers stir in us, stir an<l disappear. 

Ah, and he, who placed our master-feeling, 

Fail’d to place our master-feeling clear. 

We hut dream we have our wish’d-for powers. 
Ends we seek we never shall attain. 

Ah, some ]^ower exists there, which is ours? 

Some end is there, we indeed may gain ? 

LINES WRITTEN BY A DEATH-BED 

[First published 18f>2.] 

Yes, now the longing is o’erpast. 

Which, dogg'd by fear and fought by shame, 
Shook her weak bosom day and night, 
Consum'd her beauty like a flame, 

And dimm’d it like tho desert blast. 

And though the curtains hide her face, 

Yet were it lifted to the light 
TJie sweet expression of her brow 
Would charm the gazer, till his thought 
Er«as’d the ravages of time, 10 

Fill’d up the hollow cheek, and brought 
A freshness back as of her prime — 

So healing is her quiet now. 

So perfectly the lines express 
A placid, settled loveliness ; 

Her youngest rival’s freshest grace. 

But ah, though peace indeed is here, 

And ejise from shame, and rest from fear ; 
Though nothing can dismarble now 
The smoothness of that limpid brow ; 20 

24 our] that JS-52. 

Linos written by a death-bod] 17-41 ivere 2>rinttd as a separate 
poem lit 1807 mider the title Youth and Calm. 17 ’Tis death ! 

and peace, indeed, is here, 18G7. 19 TJiough] There's lS(i7. 
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Yet is a calm like this, in truth, 

The crowning end of life and youth ? 

And when this boon reWtards the dead, 

Are all debts paid, has all been said? 

And is the heart of youth so light. 

Its step so firm, its eye so bright, 

Because on its hot brow there blows 
A wind of promise and repose 
From tlie far grave, to which it goes ? 

Because it has the hope to come, 30 

One day, to harbour in the tomb ? 

Ah no, the bliss youth dreams is one 
For daylight, for the cheerful sun. 

For feeling nerves and living breath — 

Youth dreams a bliss on this side death. 

It dreams a rest, if not more deep, 

More grateful than this marble sleej). 

It hears a voice within it tell — 

‘ Calm ’s not life's crown, though calm is well.’ 
’Tis all i>erhaps which man acquires : 40 

But ’tis not what our youth desires. 


TEISTEAM AND ISEULT 

[Fir.st published R+^priutcd 1853, V>4, '67.] 

I 

TEISTRAM 

Tkistram 

Is she not come ? The messenger was sure. 

Prop me upon the pillows once again — 

Raise me, my Page : this cannot long endure. 

Christ ! what a night ! how the sleet whips the pane ! 
What lights will those out to the northward be ? 

The Page 

The lanterns of the fishing-boats at sea. 

21 Yet] But 1867. 

Tristiam and Iseult Titlt;'] Tristan and Iscult 1857. See notes at end. 
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TRISTRAM AND ISEULT 


Tribtram 

Soft — who is that stands by the dying fire ? 


Iseult. 


The Page 
Tristram 

Ah ! not the Iseult I desire. 


What Knight is this so weak and pale, 

Though the locks are yet brown on his noble head, 10 
Propt on pillows in his bed. 

Gazing seawards for the light 
Of some ship that fights the gale 
On this wild December night ? 

Over the sick man’s feet is spread 
A dark green forest dress. 

A gold harp leans against the bed, 

Ruddy in the fire’s light. 

I know him by his harp of gold, 

Famous in Arthur’s court of old : 20 

I know him by his forest dress. 

The peerless hunter, harper, knight — 

Tristram of Lyoness. 

What Lady is this, whose silk attire 
Gleams so rich in the light of the fire ? 

The ringlets on her shoulders lying 
In their flitting lustre vying 
With the clasp of burnish’d gold 
Which her heavy robo doth hold. 

Her looks are mild, her fingers slight 30 

As the driven snow are white ; 

And her cheeks are sunk and pale. 

Is it that the bleak sea-gale 
Beating from the Atlantic sea 


Beticecn 25 and 20 J852 reads 

Never surely has been seen 
So slight a florin in so rich a dress. 

30, 31 first inserted in ]853. 32 And] But 1852. 

33 bleak] black 1S54. 
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On this coast of Brittany, 

Nips too keenly the sweet Flower ? — 

Is it that a deep fatigue 
Hath come on her, a chilly fear, 

Passing all her youthful hour 

Spinning with her maidens here, 40 

Listlessly through the window l>ars 
Gazing seawards many a league 
From her lonely shore-built tower, 

While the knights aie at the wara ? 

Or, perhaps, has her young heart 
Felt already some deejier smart, 

Of those that in secret the heart-strings rive. 
Leaving her sunk and pale, though fair ? — 

Who is this snowdrop by the sea ? 

I know her by her mildness rare, 50 

Her snow-white hands, her golden hair ; 

I know her by her rich silk dress, 

And her fragile loveliness. 

The sweetest Christian soul alive, 

Iseult of Brittany. 

Iseult of Brittany ? — but where 
Is that other Iseult fair, 

That proud, first Iseult, Cornwall’s queen? 

She, whom Tristram’s ship of yore 
From Ireland to Cornwall bore, 60 

To Tyntagel, to the side 
Of King Marc, to be his bride ? 

She who, as they voyag’d, quafFd 
With Tristram that spic’d magic draught, 

Which since then for ever rolls 
Through their blood, and binds their souls. 
Working love, but working teen ? — 

There were two Iseults, who did sway 
Each her hour of Tristram’s day ; 

But one possess’d his waning time, 70 

The other his resplendent prime. 

50 mildness rare] golden hair 1852. 61 Jirst inserted in 1853, 

65-82 first inserted in 1853. 

60, 61 To Tyntagil from Ireland bore, 

To Cornwall's palace, to the side JS53, 1854. 
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Behold her hor.^, the patient Flower, 

Who possess’d his darker hour. 

Iseult of tho Snow-White Hand 
Watches pale by Tristram’s ]>od. — 

She is here who had his gloom, 

Where art thou who hadst his bloom ? 

One such kiss as those of yore 
Might tliy dying knight restore — 

Does the love-draught work no more ? 80 

Art thou cold, or false, or dead, 

Iseult of Ireland? 

Loud howls the wind, sharji patters the rain, 

And the knight sinks back on his pillows again: 
Ho is weak with fever and pain, 

And his sjurit is not clear. 

Hark ! he mutters in his sleep. 

As he wanders far from here. 

Changes jjlace and time of year, 

And his clost^d eye doth sweep 00 

O’er some fair unwintry sea, 

Not this fierce Atlantic deep, 

As he mutters brokenly' — 

Tristram 

The calm sea shines, lo(»se hang the vessel's sails — 
Before us are the sweet green fields of Wales, 

And overhead the cloudless sky of May. — 

‘ Ahj would I were in those green fields at play. 

Not 2 )ent on ship-hoard this delicious day. 

TrislrayHj I jwuy thee, of thy courtesy, 

Heach me my golden cup that stands by theCt 100 

Jlnd pledge me in it first for courtesy . — ’ 

Ha ! dost thou start ? are thy lii)s blanch’d like mine ? 
Child, ’tis no water this, *tis poison’d wine ! 

Iseult ! . . . 

Ah, sweet angels, let him dream ! 

Keep his eyelids ! let him seem 
Not this fever-wasted wight 
Tbinii'd and pal’d before his time, 
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But the brilliant youthful knight 

In the glory of his prime, lio 

Sitting in the gilded barge. 

At thy side, thou lovely charge I 
Bending gaily t^’er thy hand, 

Iseult of Ireland ! 

And she too, that princess fair, 

If her bloom be now less rare, 

Let her have her youth again — 

Let her be as she was then ! 

Let her have her proud dark eyes, 

And her petulant quick replies, 120 

Ijet her sweep her dazzling hand 
With its gesture of command. 

And shake back her raven h.air 
With the old imperious air. 

As of old, so let her be, 

That first Iseult, j)rincess bright, 

Chatting with her youthful knight 
As he steers her o'er the sea, 

Quitting at her father’s will 

The green islo where she was bred, 130 

And her bower in Ireland, 

For the surge-heat Cornish strand, 

Where the prince whom she must wed 
Dwells on pjoud Tyntagel's hill, 

Fast beside the sounding sea. 

And that golden cup her mother 
Gave her, that her future lord, 

Gave her, that King Marc and she, 

Might drink it on their marriage day, 

And for ever love each other, 140 

Let her, as she sits on board, 

Ah, sweet saints, unwittingly. 

See it shine, and take it up. 

And to Tristram laughing say — 

* Sir Tristram, of thy courtesy, 

Pledge me in r.ty golden cui> ! * 

Let them drink it — let their hands 

134 Kt^eps his court in Tyntagil, 1852^ J8G3y 1854. 137 future 

lord] loid and she 1852. Jirst inserted in 1853. 
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Tremble, and their cheeks be ilaine, 

As they feel the fatal bands 

Of a love they dare not name, 150 

With a wild delicious pain, 

Twine about their hearts again. 

Let the early summer b© 

Once more round them, and the sea 
Blue, and o’er its mirror kind 
Let the breath of the May wind, 

Wandering through their drooping sails. 

Die on the green fields of Wales. 

Tjet a dream like this restore 

What his eye must see no more. IGO 

Tkistram 

Chill blows the wind, the pleasaunce walks are drear. 
Madcap, what jest was this, to meet me here ? 

Were feet like those made for so wild a way ? 

The southern winter-parlour, by my fay, 

Had been the likeliest trysting -place to-day. — 

‘ Tristram ! — nay — thou must not ialce my hand — 
Tristram — sweet love — we are betray'd — out-plann'd. 

Fly — save thyself — save me, I dare not stay .' — 

One last kiss first ! — ‘ 'Tis vain — to horse — away !* 


Ah, sweet saints, his dream doth move 170 

Faster surely than it should, 

From the fever in his blood. 

All the spring-time of his love 
Is already gone and past, 

And instead thereof is seen 

Its winter, which endureth still — 

Tyntagel on its surge-beat hill, 

The pleasaunce walks, the weeping queen. 

The flying leaves, the straining blast. 

And that long, wild kiss — their last. 180 

And this rough December night 
And his burning fever x>a>in 


177 Tho palace towers of Tyntagil, i<S52, JSoS, 1854. 
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Mingle with his hurrying dream 
Till they rule it, till he seem 
The press'd fugitive again. 

The love-desperate banish’d knight 
With a lire in his brain 
Flying o’er the stormy main. 

Whither does he wander now ? 

Haply in his dreams the wind 190 

Wafts him here, and lets him lind 
The lovely Orphan Child again 
In her castle by the coast, 

The youngest, fairest chatelaine. 

That this realm of France can boast, 

Our Snowdrop by the Atlantic sea, 

Iseult of Brittany. 

And — for through the haggard air, 

The stain’d arms, the matted hair 

Of that stranger-kniglit ill starr'd, 200 

There gleam’d something that recall’d 

The Tristram who in better days 

Was Bauncelot’s guest at Joyous Card — 

Welcom’d here, and here install’d, 

Tended of his fever here. 

Haply he seems again to move 

His young guardian’s heart with love ; 

In his exil’d loneliness. 

In his stately deep distress. 

Without a word, without a teai*. — 210 

Ah, ’tis w'ell he should retrace 
His tranquil life in this lone place ; 

Ilis gentle bearing at the side 
Of his timid youthful bride ; 

His long rambles by the shore 
On winter evenings, ’when the roar 
Of the near waves came, sadly grand. 

Through the dark, up the drown’d sand : 

Or his endless reveries 

In the “Woods, where the gleams play 220 

On the grass under the trees. 

Passing the long summer’s day 
Idle as a mossy stone 
In the forest depths alone ; 
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The chase neglected, and his hound 
Couch'd beside him on the ground. — 

All, wliat trouble's on his brow ? 

Hither let him wander now, 

Hither, to the quiet hours 

Pass'd among these heaths of ours 230 

By the grey Atlantic sea. 

Hours, if not of ecstasy. 

From violent anguish surely free. 

Tkistram 

All red with blood the whirling river Hows, 

The wide plain rings, the daz'd air throbs with blows. 
ITjion us are tlie chivalry of Rome — 

Their spears are down, their steeds are bath’d in foam. 

* Up, Tristram, up,’ men cry, Hhoii moonstruck knight ! 
What foul fiend rides thee ? On into the tight ! ’ — 
Above the din her voice is in my eai s — 240 

I see her form glide through the crossing spears. — 
Iseult ! . . . 

All, he wanders forth again ; 

We cannot keep him ; now as then 
There’s a secret in his breast 
That will never let him rest. 

These musing fits in tlie green ivood 
They cloud the brain, they dull the blood. 

His sword is sharp — his horse is good — 
Beyond the mountains will he see 250 

The famous towns of Italy, 

And label with the blessed sign 
Tlie heathen Saxons on the Rhine. 

At Arthur’s side he fights once more 
With the Roman Emperor. 

TJiere 's many a gay knight where he goes 
Will lielj) him to forget his care. 

The march — the leaguer — Heaven’s blithe air — 
The neighing steeds — the ringing blows ; 

Sick pining comes not where these are. 200 

All, what boots it, that the jest 
Lightens every other brow. 
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What, that every other breast 
Dances as tlie trumpets blow. 

If one’s own heart beats not light 
On the waves of the toss VI fight, 

If oneself cannot get free 
From the clog of miseiy? 

Thy lovely youthful Wife grows pale 
Watching by the salt sea tide 270 

AVith her chihlren at her side 
For the gleam of thy white sail. 

Home, Tristram, to thy halls again ! 

To our lonely sea complain, 

To our forests tell tliy pain. 

TlilSTRAM 

All round the forest sweeps off, black in shade, 

But it is moonlight in the open glade : 

And in the bottom of the glade shine clear 
The forest < hapel and the fountain near, 

I think, I have a fever in my blood : 280 

Come, let me leave the shadow of this wood, 

Ride down, and bathe my hot brow in the flood. 

Mild shines the cold spring in the moon’s clear light. 
God ! Tis her face })lays in the waters bright. — 

‘ Fair love,’ she says, * canst thou forget so soon, 

At this soft hour, under this sweet moon? ’ — 

Iseult ! . . . 

Ah poor soul, if this bo so, 

Only death can Imlm thy woe. 

The solitudes of the green wood 290 

Had no medicine for Ihy mood. 

The rushing battle clear’d thy blood 
As little as did solitude. 

Ah, his eyelids slowly break 
Their hot seals, and let him wake. 

What now change shall wo now see ? 

A happier ? Worse it cannot be. 

Tkistra m 

Is my Page here ? Come, turn me to the fire. 

Upon the window panes the moon shines bright ; 

266 OnT In 2.S52. 
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The wind is down : but she’ll not come to-night. 800 
Ah no — she is asleep in Cornwall now, 

Far hence — licr dreams are fair — smooth is her brow. 
Of me she recks not, nor my vain desire. 

I have had dreams, I have had dreams, iny Page, 
Would take a score years from a strong man’s age ■ 
And with a blood like mine, will leave, I fear, 

Scant leisure for a second messenger. 

My Princess, art thou there ? Sweet, 'tis too late. 

To bed, and sleep : my fever is gone by : 

To-night my Page shall keep me company. 310 

Where do the children sleep ? kiss them for me. 

Poor child, thou art almost as pale as 1 : 

This comes of nursing long and watching late. 

To bed — good night ! 

She left the gleam-lit fire-place, 

She came to the bed-side. 

She took his hands in hers : her tears 
Down on her slender fingers rain’d. 

She rais’d her eyes upon his face — 

Not with a look of wounded pride. 320 

A look as if the heart complain’d : — 

Her look was like a sad embrace ; 

The gaze of one who can divine 
A grief, and .sympathize. 

Sweet Flower, thy children’s eyes 
Are not more innocent than thine. 

But they sleep in shelter’d rest, 

Like helpless birds in the warm nest, 

On the Castle’s southern side ; 

Where feebly comes the mournful roar 330 

Of buffeting wind and surging tide 
Through many a room and corridor. 

Full on their window the Moon’s ray 
Makes their chamber as bright as day ; 

It shines upon the blank white walls. 

And on the snowy pillow falls, 

801 Cornwall now] Tyntagil 1853, 1S54. 802 smooth is 

her brow.] her sleep is still. 1852, 1853, 1854 303 my vain] 

of my 1852, 1853 
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And on two angel-heads doth play 
Turn’d to each other : — the eyes clos’d — 

The lashes on the cheeks repos’d. 

Round each sweet brow the cap close-set 340 
Hardly lets peep the golden hair ; 

Through the soft-open’d lips the air 
Scarcely moves the coverlet. 

One little wandering arm is thrown 
At random on the counterpane, 

And often the fingers close in haste 
As if their baby owner chas’d 
The butterflies again. 

This stir they have and this alone ; 

But else they are so still. 350 

Ah, tired madcaps, you lie still 
But M^ere you at the window now 
To look forth on the fairy sight 
Of your illumin’d haunts by night ; 

To see the ])ark -glades where you play 
Far lovelier than they are by day ; 

To see tho sparkle on the eaves, 

And upon every giant bough 
Of those old oaks, whose wet red leaves 
Are jewell’d with bright drops of rain — 360 

How would your voices run again ! 

And far bej’^ond the sparkling trees 

Of the castle paik one sees 

The bare heaths spreading, clear as day, 

Moor behind moor, far, far away, 

Into the heart of Brittany. 

And here and there, lock’d by the land. 

Long inlets of smooth glittering sea, 

And many a stretch of watery sand 

All shining in the white moon-beams. 870 

But you see fairer in your dreams. 


What voices are these on the clear night air ? 

What lights in the court? what steps on the stair? 
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II 

ISEULT OF IRELAND 
Tuistram 

Raise the light, my Page, that I may see her. — 
Then art come at last then, liaiighty Queen ! 
Long I’ve Avaiteil, long I’ve fought my fever : 
Late tliou comest, cruel tliou hast been. 

ISEULT 

Blame me not, ]>oor sufferer, tliat I tarried : 

I was hound, I could not break the band. 
Chide not with the i>ast, but feel the ])resent : 

I am here — we meet — I hold thy hand. 

Tristram 

Thou art come, indeed — thou liast rejoin’d me ; 

Thou hast dar'd it : but too late to save. 

Fear not now that men should tax thy lionour. 

I am dying : build — (thou inay’st) — my grave ! 

ISEULT 

Tristram, for the love of Heaven, speak kindly I 
What, I liear these bitter words from thee ? 
Sick with grief I am, and faint with travel — 
Take my hand — dear Tristram, look on mo ! 

Tristram 

I forgot, thou cornest from thy vo3'ag(\ 

Yes, the spray is on thy cloak and hair. 

But thy dark eyes are not dimm’d, proud Iseult 
And thy beauty never was more fair. 

Iseult 

Ah, harsh flatterer ! let alone my beauty. 

I, like thee, have left m3'’ 3’’outh afar. 

Take 1113' hand, and touch these wasted fingers — 
See m3’^ cheek and lips, how white they are. 
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Tristram 

Thou art paler : — but th 3 ’’ sweet charm, Iseult ! 

Would not fade with the dull years away. 

All, how fair thou standest in the moonlight ! 

I forgive thee, Iseult ! — thou wilt stay ? 

Iseult 

Fear mo not, I will be always with thee ; 

1 will watch thee, tend thee, soothe thy pain ; SO 
Sing thee tnlcs of true long-parted lovers 
Join’d at evening of their days again. 

Tristram 

No, thou shalt not speak ; I should be finding 
Soinetliiiig alter’d in thy courtly tone. 

Sit — sit by me : I will think, W'e'vc liv’d so 
In the greenwood, all our lives, alone. 

Iseult 

Alter'd, Tristram ? Not in courts, believe me, 

Love like mine is alter’d in the bre.ast. 

Courtly’’ life is light and cannot reach it. 

Ah, it lives, because so deep suppress’d, 40 

Royal state with Marc, my deep-wrong’d husband — 
That was bliss to make my sorrows floe ! 

Silken courtiers whispering honied nothings — 
Those were friends to make me false to thee I 

What, thou think’st, men speak in courtly chambers 
W^ords bj^ which the wretched are consol’d? 
Wliat, thou think 'st, this aching brow was cooler, 
Circled, Tristram, by a band of gold ? 

Ah, on which, if both our lots were balanc’d, 

Was indeed the heaviest burden thrown, 60 

Thee, a weeping exile in thy forest — 

Me, a smiling queen upon my throne ? 

Vain and strange debate, where both hare suffer’d ; 

Both have pass’d a youth constrain’d and sad ; 
Both have brought their anxious day to evening, 
And have now short space for being glad. 

41^44 first inserted tii 1653. 
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Join’d we are hencefortli : nor will thy people, 

Nor thy younger Iseult take it ill, 

That a former rival shares her office, 

When she sees her humbled, pale, and still. 60 

I, a faded watcher hy thy pillow, 

I, a statue on thy chapel floor, 

Pour’d in grief before the Virgin Mother, 

Kouse no anger, make no rivals more. 

She will cry — ‘ Is this the foo I dreaded ? 

This Ills idol ? this that royal bride ? 

Ah, an hour of health would purge his eyesight : 
Stay, pale queen ! for ever by my side.’ 

Hush, no words ! that smile, I see, forgives mo. 

I am now thy nurse, I bid thee sleep. 70 

Close thine eyes — this flooding moonlight blinds 
them — 

Nay, all ’s well again : thou must not weep. 
Thistram 

I am happy : yet I feel, there *s something 

Swells my h<‘.art, and takes my breath away : 
Through a mist I see thee: near! — come nearer ! 
Bend — bend doMii — I yet have much to say 

I.SEULT 

Heaven 1 liis head sinks back upon the pillow! — 
Tristram ! Tristram ! let thy heart not fail. 

Call on God and on the holy angels ! 

What, love, courage ! — Christ ! he is so j^ale. 80 

Tristram 

Hush, ’tis vain, I feel my end approaching. 

This is what my mother said should bo, 

When the fierce pains took her in the forest, 

The deep draughts of death, in bearing me. 

‘ Son,' she said, * thy name shall be of sorrow I 
Tristram ai*t thou call’d for my death’s sake ! * 

So she said, and died in the drear forest. 

Grief since then his home with me doth make. 

69 a former] an ancient 18o2y 185H, 

G6 cry . . . foe] say . . . form 1852. 
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I am dying. — Start not, nor look wildly ! 

Me, thy living friend, thou canst not save. 90 

But, since living we were ununited, 

Go not far, O Iseult ! from my grave. 

Rise, go hence, and seek the princess Iseult; 

Speak her fair, she is of royal blood. 

Say, I charg’d her, that ye live together: — 

She W’ill grant it — she is kind and good. 

Now to sail the seas of Death I leave thee ; 

One last kiss upon the living shore ! 

IsKULT 

Tristram ! — Tristram ! — stay — receive me with thee 1 
Iseult leaves thee, Tristram, never more. 100 


You see them clear: the moon shines bright. 

Slow — slow and softly, where she stood, 

She sinks upon the ground : her hood 
Had fallen back : her arms outspread 
Still hold her lover’s hands : her head 
Is bow’d, half-buried, on the bed. 

O’er the blanch’d sheet her raven hair 
Lies in disorder'd streams ; and there, 

Strung like white stars, the pearls still are, 

And the golden bracelets heavy and rare IIO 

Flash on her white arms still. 

The very same which yesternight 
Flash’d in the silver sconces’ light, 

When the feast was gay and the laughter loud 
In Tyntagel’s palace proud. 

But then they deck’d a restless ghost 

97-100 Now btaad cl€‘ftr before me in the moonlight. 

Faro, farewell, thou long, thou deeply lov’d ! 

IsEvi/r 

Tristram ! — Tristram — stay — I come ! Ah Sorrow — 
Fool I thou mihsest — we. are both unmov’d I 185t2. 

114 gay . . . lf»ud] loud . . . shrill JS5i. 115 In 

the banquet-hall of Tyntngi). JS52j 3853, 1854. 



154 TRISTKAM AND ISEULT 

With hot-flush'd cheeks and brilliant eyes, 

And quivering lijxs on which the tide 
Of courtly speech abruptly died, 

And a glance tliat over the crowded floor, 120 

The dancers, and the festive host, 

Flew ever to the door. 

That the knights eyed her in surprise, 

And the dames whisper’d scoffingly — 

^Her moods, good lack, they pass like showers I 
But yesternight and she would 1)0 
As pale and still as wither’d flowers. 

And now to-night she laughs and speaks 
And has a colour in her cheeks. 

Christ keep us from such fantasy ! ’ — 130 

The air of the December night 
Steals coldl}" around the chamber bright, 

Where those lifeless lovers be. 

Swinging with it, in the light 
Flaps the ghostlike tapestiy. 

And on the arras wrought you see 
A stately Ilunisman, clad in green, 

And round him a fresh forest scene. 

On that clear forest knoll he stays 

With his pack round him, and delays. 340 

lie stares and stares, with troubled face. 

At this huge gleam-lit fireplace. 

At the bright iron-figur’d door, 

And those blown rushes on the floor. 

180 Christl Heavon 1852, 7So3. 133 first inserted in 18o3. 

135 Flaps] Shines 1852. 13G on the arras wrought] theio 

upon tho wall 1852. 139 On that <*lear forest knoll] 'Tis noon 

with him, and yet 1S52. After 140 1852 has these seven lines 

peculiar to itself : — 

As rooted to flio eartli, nor sounds 
Ilis lifted horn, nor cheers his hounds 
Into the tangled glen below. 

Yet in tlie sedgy bottom there 

Whoro tlio deep forest stream creeps slow 

Fring’d with dead leaves and mosses rare, 

Tlie wild boar harbours close, and feeds. 

and continues uith lines 145, 146, 149 -158, 141-144, 159-166 in 
roman type with differences as noted on next page, and 167 to end as in 
later editions, 142 this] the 1852. 144 those] the 1852. 



TRISTRAM AND ISEULT 165 

He gazes down into the room 
With heated clieeks and Hurried air, 

And to himself he seems to say — 

' What place is this, and who are they ? 

Who is that Tcnecling IjOdy fair ? 

And on his jhllotcs that pale Knight IBO 

Who seems of marble on a tomb ? 

Ifow comes it here^ this chamber bright 
Through whose nmllion\l windows clear 
The castle court all wet with rain, 

The drawbridge and the moat appear. 

And then the beach, and, mark'd with spray, 

The sunken reefs, and far away 
The unquiet bright Atlantic 2>lain ? — 

What, has some glamour made me sleep, 

And sent me with my dogs to sweep, 160 

fiy night, with boistero7is bugle peal, 

Through some old, seaside, knightly hull, 

Not in the free greenwood at all? 

That Knight asleep, and at her prayer 
That Lady by the bed doth kneel : 

Then hush, thou boisterous bugle peal ! ’ — 

The wild bofir rustles in his lair — 

The fierce hounds snuff the tainted air-- 
But lord and hounds keep rooted there. 

Cheer, cheer thy dogs into the brake, 170 
O Hunter ! and without a fear 
Tliy golden-tasseird bugle blow, 

And through the glades thy pastime take I 
For thou wilt rouse no sleepers here. 

For these tliou sees! are unmoved ; 

Cold, cold as those who liv’d and lov’d 
A thousand years ago. 


147-148 prsL niscrtid in 185S. 159 Wtiai, has . . . me'] Has then 

. . him 1852, ICO iric . . . my] him . . . his 1852. 
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III 

ISEULT OF BRITTANY 

A YEAR had flown, and o’er the sea away, 

In Cornwall, Tristram and queen Iseult lay ; 

In King Marc’s chapel, in Tyntagel old : 

There in a ship they bore those lovers cold. 

Tlie young surviving Iseult, one bright day, 

Had wander’d forth: her children were at play 
In a green circular hollow in the heath 
Which borders the sea-shore ; a country path 
Creeps over it from the till’d fields behind. 

Tlie hollow’s gras.sy banks are soft inclin’d, 10 

And to one standing on them, far and near 
The lone unbroken view spreads bright and clear 
Over the waste : — This cirque of oi>en ground 
Is light and green ; the heather, which all round 
Creeps thickly, grow^s not here ; but the pale grass 
Is strewn with rocks, and many a shiver’d mass 
Of veiu’d white-gleaming quartz, and here and there 
Dotted with holly trees and juniper. 

In the smooth centre of the opening stood 

Three hollies side by side, an<l made a screen 20 

Warm with the winter sun, of burnish’d green, 

With scarlet berries gemm’d, the fell-fare’s food. 

Under the glittering hollies Iseult stands 
Watching her children play : their little hands 
Are busy gathering spars of quartz, and streams 
Of stagshorn for their hats : anon, with screams 
Of mad delight they drop their spoils, and bound 
Among the holly clumps and broken ground, 

Racing full speed, and startling in their rush 

The fell-fares and the speckled missel-thrush 30 

Out of their glossy coverts : but when now' 

Their cheeks w'ere flush’d, and over each hot brow 
Under the feather’d hats of the sweet pair 
In blinding masses show'er’d the golden hair — 

1 oVr tho se.a away] in the chapel old 1862. 2 Lay Tristram 

and queen Iseult dead and cold. 1862. 8, 4 not in 1862. 

8 At Tyiitagil in King Marc's chapel old : 1863, 1864. 18 

cirque] ring 1862. 
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Then Iseult called them to her, and the three 
Cluster'd under the holly screen, and she 
Told them an old-world Breton history. 

Warm in their mantles wrapt, the three stood there, 
Under the hollies, in the clear still air — 

Mantles with those rich furs deep glistering 40 

Which Venice ships do from swart Egypt bring. 

Long tliey stayed still — then, pacing at their ease, 
Mov'd up and down under ilie glossy trees ; 

But still as they pursued their warm dry road 
From Iseult's lips the unbroken story flow'd, 

And still the children listen'd, their blue eyes 
Fix’d on their mother’s face in wide surprise ; 

Nor did their looks stray once to llio sea-side, 

Nor to the brown heaths round them, bright and wide, 
Nor to the snow which, though 'twas all aw^ay 50 

From the open heath, still by the hedgerow s lay, 

Nor to the sliining sea-fowd that with screams 
Bore up from whtire the bright Atlantic gleams, 
Swooi)ing to landward ; nor to wda(*re, quite clear, 

The fell-fares settled on the tliickets near. 

And they would still have listen'd, till dark night 
Came keen and cliill down on the heather bright ; 

But, when the red glow on the sea grew^ cold. 

And the grey turrets of the castle old 

Look'd sternly througli the frosty evening air, — Go 

Then Iseult took by the hand those children fair. 

And brought her tale to an end, and found the path. 
And led tliein homo over the darkening heath. 

And is slie liappy? Does she see uiimov’d 
The days in which she might have liv’d and lov'd 
Slip without bringing bliss slowly aw^ay, 

One after one, to-morrow like to-day? 

J 03 " has not found her yet, nor ever will : — 

Is it this thought that makes her mien so still, 

Her features so fatigued, her eyes, though sw^eet, 70 
So sunk, so rarely lifted save to meet 
Her children’s ? She moves slow: her voice alone 
Has yet an infantine and silver tone, 

But even that comes languidly : in truth, 

She seems one dyiiig in a mask of youth. 
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And now she will go home, and softly lay 
Her laughing children in their beds, and play 
Awhile with them before they sleep ; and then 
She’ll light her silver lamp, which lisherinen 
Dragging their nets through the rough waves, afar, 80 
Along this iron co.ast, know like a star, 

And take her broidery frame, and then» she'll sit 
Hour after hour, her gold curls sweeping it, 

Lifting her soft-bent head only to mind 
Her children, or to listen to the wind. 

And when the clock peals midnight, she will move 
Her work away, and lot her fingers rove 
Across the sliaggy brows of Tristram’s hound 
Who lies, guarding her feet, along the ground : 

Or else she will fall musing, her blue eyes 90 

Fix’d, her slight hands clasp'd on her lap ; then rise, 
And at her prie-dieu kneel, until she have told 
Her rosary beads of ebony tipp’d with gf>ld, 

Then to her soft slet'p : and to-morrow'll be 
To-day’s exact repeated effigy. 

Yes, it is lonely for her in her hall. 

’riie children, and the grey-hair’d seneschal, 

Her women, and Sir Tristram’s aged hound, 

Are there the solo companions to bo found. 

But these she loves ; and noisier life than this 100 
She would find ill to Ix ar, weak as she is ; 

She has her children too, and night and day 

Is with them ; aiul the wide heaths where they play, 

The hollies, and the cliff, and the sea-shore, 

Tlie sand, the sea-birds, and the distant sails. 

These are to her dear as to them: the tales 
With which this day the children she beguil’d 
She glean’d from Brtdon grandames when a child 
In every hut along this sea-coast wild. 

She herself loves them still, and, when they are told. 
Can forget all to liear them, as of old. ill 

Dear saints, it is not sorrow, as I hear. 

Not suffering, that shuts up eye and ear 


112-150 omitted in 1853^ J364j re^llferted in 1867. 
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To all which has delighted them before, 

And lets us be what we were once no more. 

No : we may suffer deeply, yet retain 

Power to he mov'd and sooth’d, for all our pain. 

By vdiat of old pleas’d us, and will again. 

No : ’tis the gradual furnace of the world, 

In whose hot air our spirits are upcurl’d 120 

Until they crumble, or else grow like steel — 

Which kills in us the bloom, the youth, the spring — 
Which leaves tho fierce necessity to feel, 

But takes away the power— this can avail, 

By drying up our joy in everything, 

To make our former })leasures all seem stale. 

This, or some tyrannous single thought, sumo fit 
Of passion, which subdues our souls to it. 

Till for its sake alone we live and move — 

Call it ambition, or remorse, or love — 130 

This too can change us wholly, and make seem 
All that wo did before, shadow and dream. 

And yet, I swear, it angers me to see 
How this fool passion gulls men potently ; 

Being, in truth, but a diseas’d unrest, 

And an unnatural overlieat at best. 

How they are full of languor and distress 
Not having it ; which, when they do possess, 

Tlioy straightway are burnt up with fume and care. 
And spend tludr lives in posting here and there 140 
Where this plague drives them ; and have little ease, 
Are fretful with themselves, and hard to please. 

Like that bold Caesar, the fam’d Roman wight, 

Wlio wept at reading of a Grecian knight 
Who made a name at younger years than ho : 

Or that renown ’d mirror of chivalry. 

Prince Alexander, Philip's peerless son, 

Who carried the great war f»"om Macedon 

Into the Soudan’s realm, and thundered on 

To die at thirty-five in Babylon. 150 

What tale did Iseult to the children say, 

Under the hollies, that bright winter’s day ? 

142 Can never end their are hard to please. 1S53, 

143 bold] bald 18620 
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She told them of the fairy-haunted land 
Away the other side of Brittany, 

Beyond the heaths, edg’d by the lonely sea ; 

Of the deep forest-glades of Broce-liande, 

Through whose green boughs the golden sunshine 
crt*eps, 

Where Mei lin by the enchanted thorn-tree sleeps. 

For liere he came with the fay Vivian, 

One A}>ril, when the warm days first began ; IGO 

He was on foot, and that false fay, his friend, 

On her white palfrey ; here he met his end, 

In these lone sylvan glades, that April day. 

This tale of Merlin and the lovely fay 

Was the one Iseult chose, and she brought clear 

Before the children's fancy him and her. 

Blowing between the stems the forest air 
Had loosen'd the brown curls of Vivian's hair, 

Which play'd on her flush’d cheek, and her blue eyes 
Sparkled with mocking glee and exercise. 170 

Her palfrey's flanks were mired and bath’d in sweat, 
For they had travell'd far and not stopp'd yet. 

A brier in tliat tangled wilderness 

Had scor’d her white right hand, which she allows 

To rest unglov’d on her green riding-dress ; 

The other warded off the drooping boughs. 

But still she chatted on, with her blue eyes 
Fix'd full on Merlin’s face, her stately prize : 

Her 'haviour had the morning’s fresh clear grace, 

The spirit of the woods was in her face ; 180 

She look’d so wdtching fair, that learned wight 
Forgot his craft, and liis best wits took flight, 

And he grew fond, and eager to obey 
His mistress, use her empire as she may. 

They came to where the brushwood ceas'd, and day 
Peer’d 'twnxt the ; and the ground broke away 

In a slop'd sward down to a brawling brook, 

And up as high as w'here they stood to look 

On the brook’s further side was clear ; but then 

The underwood and trees began again. 190 
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This open glen was studded thick with thorns 
Then white with blossom ; and you saw tho horns, 
Through the green fern, of the shy fallow-deer 
Which come at noon down to the water here. 

You saw the bright-eyetl squirrels dart along 
Under the thorns on the green sward ; and strong 
The blackbird wh^tled from the dingh s near. 

And the light chipping of the woodpecker 
Kang lonelily and sharp : the sky was fair. 

And a fresh breath of S})ring stirrM everywhere. 200 
Merlin and Vivian stopp'd on the slope’s brow 
To gaze on the green sea of leaf and bough 
Which glistering lay all round them, lone and mild. 
As if to itself the quiet forest smil’d. 

Upon the brow-top grew a thorn ; and here 
The grass was dry and moss'd, and you saw clear 
Across the hollovv : white anemonies 
Starr’d the cool turf, and clumps of primroses 
Kan out from tlie dark underwood V>ehiud. 

No fairer resting-place a man could find. 210 

‘ Here let us halt,’ said Merlin then ; and slie 
Nodded, and tied her palfrey to a tree. 

They sate them dowm together, and a sleep 
Fell upon Merlin, more like death, so deep. 

Her finger on lier lips, then Vivian rose, 

And from her brown-lock'd head tho wimple throws, 
And takes it in her liand, and waves it over 
The blossom'd thorii-troe and her sleeping lover. 

Nine times she wav’d tho fluttering wimi)le round, 
And made a little ydot of magic ground. 220 

And in that daisied circle, as men say, 

Is Merlin prisoner till the judgement-day, 

Hut she herself whither she will can rove, 

For she was passing weary of his love. 


AKKOt.n 
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[First publishod in Ftnser’s Mtifjazutey Jane, 1850. 
Kej»rinted 18512, ’55 J 

Goethe in Weimar sleeps, and Greece, 

Long since, saw Byron’s struggle cease. 

But one such death remain’d to come. 

Tlie last poetic voice is dumb. 

Wliat sliall be said o’er Wordswortli’s tomb ? 

Wlien Byron’s eyes wore shut in death. 

We bow’d our liead and held our breath, 
lie taught us little : but our soul 
Had felt him like the thunder’s l oll. 

With shivering heart the strife we saw 10 

Of Passion with Eternal Law ; 

And 3 'et with reverential awe 
We watch’d the fount of llery life 
Wliich serv’d for that Titanic strife. 

When Goethe's death was told, we said — 

SunJiy theUy is Kuropc's sagest head. 

Physician of flie Iron Age, 

Goethe has done his pilgrimage. 

He took the sutfering human race, 

Ho read each wound, each weakness clear — lio 

And struck his finger on the place 
And said — Thou ailcst here, and here . — 

He look’d on Europe’s dying hour 
Of fitful dream and feverish power ; 

His eye plung’d down the weltering strife. 

The turmoil of expiring life ; 

He said — The end is everywhere : 

Art still has truths take refuge there. 


A}>ril in. Title'] April 27 Fiaser. 5 We to-day at 

Wordsworth’s tomb Fraser. 7 lioad] licads Fraser. 14 

serv’d] flow’d Fiaser. 15 Qootlie’s death was told] Goethe 
pass’d away Fraser. 20 read . . . weakness clear — ] scann’d 
. . . weakness, near, Fraser. 25 weltering] seething Fraser» 
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And he was happy, if to know 

Causes of things, and far below 3 n 

His feet to see the lurid flow 

Of terror, and insane distress, 

And headlong fate, be happiness. 

And Wordsworth ! — Ah, pale Ghosts, rejoice ! 
For never has such soothing voice 
Been to your shadowy world convey’d, 

Since erst, at morn, some wandering shade 
Heard the clear song of Orpheus come 
Through Hades, and the mournful gloom. 
Wordsworth has gone from us^ — and ye, 4o 

Ah, may ye feel his voice as we. 

He too upon a wintry clime 

Had fallen — on this iron time 

Of doubts, disputes, distnaciions, fears. 

He found us when the age had bound 
Our souls in its benumbing round ; 

He spoke, and loos’d our heart in tears. 

Ho laid us as we lay at birth 
On the cool flowery lap of earth ; 

Smiles broke from us and wo had ease. 50 

The hills were round us, and the breeze 
Went o’er the sun-lit fields again : 

Our foreheads felt the >vind and rain. 

Our youth return’d : for there was shed 
On si)irits that had long been dead, 

Spirits dried up and closely-furl'd, 

The freshness of the early world. 

Ah, since dark days still bring to light 
Man’s })rudence and man's fiery might, 

Time may restore us in his course GO 

Goethe’s sage mind and Byron’s force : 

40 has] ifc> Fnuicry isr^2. 43 Had . . . this] Was . . . the 
Fraaer. 44 first inserted in Jfirt2 4t» Our spirits in a 

bj-azt.n round Fraser. lief ween 47 and 48 Fraser reads : — 

Ho tore us from the prison-cell 
Of festering thoughts and personal fi'iirs, 

Where we had long been doom’d to dwell. 

64 return’d] came back Fraser. 56 dried up] deep-crush’d, 
Frasir. 00 his] its F-^aser. 
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But whore will Europe’s latter hour 
Ai^ain find Wordsworth’s healing power ? 

Others will teach us how to dare, 

And against fear our breast to steel : 

Others will strengthen us to bear — 

But who, ah who, will make us feel ? 

The cloud of mortal destiny, 

Oihors will front it fearlessly — 

But who, like him, will put it by ? 70 

Keep fresh the grass upon his grave, 

O Rotha ! with thy living wave. 

Sing him thy best ! for few or none 
Hears thy voice right, now he is gone. 


COURAGE 

[First pulilisliod 18r»2. iS'ot roj)rintt‘d by <li»‘ author.] 

Truk, we must tame our robed will : 

'^fruo, W(‘ must bow to Nature's law : 

Must bear in silence many an ill ; 

Must loam to wait, rcTiounce, withdraw. 

V<‘t now, wluMi boldest wills give })la(‘o, 

AVhen Fate and Circumstance are strong. 

Ami in their rush the human race 
Are swept, like huddling sheej^ along ; 

Those .sterner spirits let me prize, 

Who, though the tendence of the whol(‘ 30 

They loss than us might recognize. 

Kept, more than us, their strength of soul. 

Yes, ho the second Cato prais’d ! 

Not that he took the course to die — 

But that, when ’gainst himself he rais’d 
His arm, he rais’d it dauntlessly. 

And, Byron ! let us dare admire. 

If not t tiy fierce and turbid song, 

Yet that, in anguish, doubt, desire, 

Thy fiery courage .still was strong. 20 

62 will] ylijill Fraser. 
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The sun that on thy tossing: pain 
Did with such cold derision shine. 

He crush'd thee not with his disdain — 
He had liis glow, and thou hadst thine. 

Our bane, disguise it as we may, 

Is weakness, is a faltering course. 

Oh tliat p.ast times could give our d:!,y, 
Join'd to its clearness, of tlieir force ! 


SELF-DEPENDENCE 


[Fir'll jmWlisluul R^'prititotl ’•’>4, ’57.] 

Wlakv of myself, and sick of asking 
What I am, and what I ought to be, 

At the vessel’s prow I stand, which boars me 
For\vards, forw^ards, o’er the starlit sea. 

And a look of ] passionate desire 
O'er th<‘ sea and to the stars I send : 

‘Ye wh<» from my childhood up have calm'd me, 
Calm me, jdi, compose^ me to the end. 

‘Ah, once more,’ I cried, ‘ye Stars, ye ^Vaters, 

On my lioart your mighty' charni renew' : 10 

Still, still let me, as 1 gaze upon you, 

Feel my soul becoming vast like you.’ 

Fiom the inteii.se, clear, star-sown vault of heaven, 
Over the lit sea's uncjuiet way. 

In the rustling night-air came the answer — 

‘ Woiildst thou be as these are? Live as they. 

‘ Uiiaffrighted by the silence round them. 
Undistracted by tlie sights they see. 

These demand not that tlie things without them 
Yi^^ld them love, amu.sement, sympathy. 20 

‘ And with joy the stars perform their shining, 

And the sea its long moon -silver'd roll. 

For alone they live, nor pine with noting 
All the fever of some differing soul. 
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‘ Bounded by themselves, and unobservant 
In what state God*s other works may be, 

In their own tasks all their powers pouring. 
These attain the mighty life j’^ou see.* 

O air-l)orii Voice ! long since, severely clear, 
A cry like thine in my own heart I hear. 

‘ Resolve to be thyself : and know, that he 
Who finds himself, loses his misery.’ 


A SUMMER NIGHT 

[First pnblislied 1852. Reprinted 1855.] 

In the deserted moon-blanch’d street 
How lonely rings the echo of my feet ! 

Those windows, which I gaze at, frown. 

Silent and white, unopeiiing down, 

Repellent as the world ; — but see 1 
A break between the housetops shows 
The moon, and, lost behind her, fading dim 
Into the dewy dark obscurity 
Down at the far horizon’s rim, 

Doth a whole tract of heaven disclose. 

And to my mind the thought 
Is on a sudden brought 
Of a past night, and a far different scene. 
Headlands stood out into the moon-lit deep 
As clearly as at noon ; 

The spring-tide’s brimming flow 
Heav’d dazzlingly betw’een ; 

Houses with long white sweep 
Girdled the glistening b.ay : 

Behind, through the soft air. 

The blue haze-cradled mountains spread away. 

That night was far more fair ; 

But the same restless pacings to and fro. 

And the same vainly-throbbing heart was there, 
And the same bright calm moon. 

24 vainly-tbrobbing^ agitated 1852, 
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And the calm moonlight seems to say — 

Hast thou then still the old unquiet hreast 
That neither deadens into rest 
Nor ever feels the fiery qlmv 

That whirls the spirit from itself away, 30 

But fluctuates to anti fro 

Never by passion quite possess'd 

Afid never quite benumb'd by the world's sway ? — 

And I, I know not if to pray 

Still to be what I am, or yield, and be 

Like all the other men I see. 

For most men in a brazen prison live, 

Where in the sun’s hot eye, 

With heads bent o'er their toil, they languidly 
Their lives to some unmeaning taskwork give, 40 

Dreaming of naught beyond their prison wall. 

And as, year after year, 

Fresh products of their barren labour fall 
From their tired hands, and rest 
Never yet comes more near. 

Gloom settles slowly down over their breast. 

And while they try to stem 

The waves of mournful thought by whicli they are prest, 
Death in their ])rison reaches them 

Unfreed, having seen nothing, still iinblest. 50 

And the rest, a few, 

Escape their prison, and depart 
On the wide Ocean of Life anew. 

There the freed prisoner, where’er his heart 
Listeth, will sail ; 

Nor does he know how there prevail, 

Despotic on life’s sea. 

Trade-winds that cross it fiom eternity. 

Awhile he holds some false way, undebarr’d 
By thwarting signs, and braves 60 

The freshening wind and blackening waves. 

And then the tempest strikes him, and between 
The lightning bursts is seen 
Only a driving wreck. 

And th© pal© Master on his spar-strewn deck 
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Vrith anguish^ face and flying hair 
Grasping the rudder hard, 

Still bent to make some port he knows not where, 

Still standing for some false impossible shore. 

And sterner comes the roar 70 

Of sea and wind, and through the deepening gloom 
Fainter and fainter wreck and helmsman loom, 

And he too disappears, and comes no more. 

Is there no life, but these alone ? 

Madman or slave, must man be one ? 

Plainness and clearnc-ss without shadow of stain ! 
Clearness divine ! 

Ye Heavens, whose pure dark regions have no sign 
Of languor, though so calm, and though so great 
Are yet untroubled .and unpassionate : 80 

Who though so noble share in the world’s toil, 

And though so task’d keep free from dust and soil ; 

I will not say that your mild deeps retain 

A tinge, it may be, of their silent pain 

Who have long'd deeply once, and long'd in vain ; 

But I will rather say that you remain 
A world above man’s head, to let him see 
How boundless might his soul's horizons bo, 

How vast, yet of what clear transparency. 

How it were good to sink there, and breathe free. 90 
How fair a lot to fill 
Is left to each man still. 


THE BURIED LIFE 

[First published 1S52. Koprintod 1855.] 

Light flows our war of mocking words, and yet, 
Behold, with tears my eyes are wet. 

I feel a nameless sadness o’er me roll. 

Yes, yes, we know that we can jest, 

We know, we know that we can smile ; 

But there ’s a something in this breast 
To which thy light words bring no rest, 

91 fair] high JSo2. 



THE BURIED LIFE 


169 


And thy gay smiles no anodyne. 

Give me thy hand, and hush awhile, 

And turn those limpid eyes on mine, 10 

And let me road there, love, thy inmost soul. 

Alas, is even Love too w^eak 
To unlock the heart, and let it speak ? 

Are even lovers powerless to reveal 
To one another what indeed the}’ feel ? 

I knew the mass of men conceal’d 

Their thoughts, for fear that if reA^eal’d 

They would by other men be met 

With blank indifference, or with blame reprov’d : 

I know they liv’d and mov’d 20 

Trick’d in disguises, alien to the rest 
Of men, and alien to themselves — and jH't 
The same heart beats in every luiinan )>reast. 

But we, my love — does a like spell benumb 
Our hearts — our voices? — must wo too be dumb? 

Ah, well for us, if even we, 

Even for a nuunent, can get free 
Our heart, and Jiavo our lips unchain’d : 

For that whicdi seals them hath been deep ordain’d. 

Fate, which foresaw 30 

How frivolous a baby man would be, 

By what distractions he would be possess’d, 

How he would pour himself in every strife, 

And well-nigh change his own identity ; 

That it might keep from his capricious play 
His genuine self, and force him to obey. 

Even in his own despite, his being’s law. 

Bade through the deep recesses of our breast 
The unregarded River of our Life 

Pursue with indiscernible flow its way ; 40 

And that we should not see 

The buried stream, and seem to he 

Eddying about in blind uncertainly, 

Though driving on with it eternally. 


23 The same heart beats] There beats one heart 1852. 
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But often, in the world’s most crowded streets, 

But often, in the din of strife, 

Tlu^re rises an unspeakable desire 
After the knowledge of our buried life, 

A tliirst to sj)end our fire and restless force 
In tracking out our true, original course ; £50 

A longing to inquire 

Into the mystery of this heart that beats 

So wild, so deep in us, to know 

Whence our thoughts come and where they go. 

And many a man in his own breast tVien «lelves. 

But deep enough, alas, none ever mines : 

And we have been on many thousand lines. 

And we have shown on each talent and j)ower. 

But hardly liave we, for one little hour. 

Been on our own line, have we )>een ourselves ; 00 

Hardly had skill to utter one of all 

The nameless feelings that course through our breast, 
But thi^y course on for ever unexpressM. 

And long we try in vain to s)>eak and act 
Our hidden self, and what -sve say and do 
Is ehxiuent, is well — but 'tis not true : 

And then we will no more be rack'd 
With inward striving, and demand 
Of all the thousand nothings of the hour 
Their stupefying ])owor ; 70 

Ah yes, and they benumb us at our call : 

Yet still, from time to time, vague and foilorn, 

From the soul’s subterranean deptli upborne 
As from an infinitely distant land, 

Come airs, and floating echoes, and convey 
A melancholy into all our day. 


Only — but this is rare — 

When a beloved hand is laid in ours, 

When, jaded with the rush and glare 

Of the interminable liours, 80 

Our eyes can in another’s eyes read clear, 

When our world-deafen’d ear 

Is by the tones of a lov’d voice caress’d, — 

A bolt is shot back someAvhere in our breast 
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And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again : 

The eye sinks inward, and the heart lies plain, 
And what we mean, we say, and what we would, 
know. 

A man becomes aware of his life's flow, 

And liejirs its winding murmur, and he sees 
The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze. 

And there arrives a lull in the hot race 
Wherein ho doth for ever chase 
That flying and elusive shadow, Rest. 

An air of coolness plays upon liis face, 

And an unwonted calm }>orvadeS his breast. 

And then he thinks ho knows 
The Hills where his life rose, 

And the Sea where it goes. 


A FAREWELL 

[First pnblislu'd 1852. Reprinted 1854, ’57.] 

My horse’s feet beside the lake, 

Where sweet the unbroken moonbeams lay. 
Sent echoes through the night to wake 
Each glistening strand, each heath-fring’d bay. 

The poplar avenue was j^ass’d. 

And the roof’d bridge that spans the stream. 
Up the steep street 1 hurried fast, 

Ijed by thy taper’s starlike beam. 

I came ; I saw thee rise : — the blood 
Came flushing to thy languid cheek. 

Lock’d in each other’s arms \vo stood, 

In tears, with hearts too full to speak. 

Days flew : ah, soon I could discern 
A trouble in thine alter’d air. 

Thy hand lay languidly in mine — 

Thy cheek was gi-ave, thy speech grew rare. 

A Farewell Title] Switzerland. V. A Farewell 18G4^ 1857. 
8 Led] Lit 1852. 10 flushing] flooding 1852. 
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I blame thee net: — this heart, I know, 

To he lonp lov'd was never friiniM ; 

For something in its depths doth glow 

Too strange, too restless, too untam’d. 20 

And women — things that live and move 
Min’d the fever of the soul — 

They seek to find in those they love 
Stern strength, and promise of control. 

Tliey ask not kindness, gentle ways ; 

These they themselves have tried and known : 

They ask a soul that never sways 

With the blind gusts which shake their own. 

I too have felt the load I bore 

In a too strong emotion’s B^^ay ; 30 

I too have wish’d, no woman more, 

This starting, feverish heart, away : 

I too have long’d for trencliant force 
And w’ill like a dividing spear ; 

Have ]>rais’d the kc^en, unscrupulous course. 
Which knows no doubt, which feels no fear. 

But in the worhl I learnt, what there 
Thou too wilt surely one day prove. 

That will, that energy, though rare, 

Are yet far, far less rare than love. 40 

Go then ! till Time and Fate impress 
This truth on thee, be mine no more ! 

They will : for thou, I feel, no less 
Than I, wert destin’d to this lore. 

We school our manners, act our parts : 

But He, who sees us through and through. 

Knows that the bent of both our hearts 
Was to be gentle, tranquil, true. 

And though we wear out life, alas, 

Distracted as a homeless wund, 60 

In beating wheie we must not pass, 

In seeking what we shall not find ; 
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Yet we shall one day gain, life past, 

Clear prosj^eet o’er our being’s whole ; 

Shall sc-e ourselves, and learn at last 
Our true affinities of soul. 

We shall not then deny a course 
To every thought the mass ignore ; 

Wo shall not then call hardness force, 

Nor lightness wisdom any more. (K) 

Then, in the eternal Father's smile, 

Our sooth'd, encourag'd souls will dar<? 

To secni as free from pride and guile, 

As good, as generous, as they are. 

Then we shall know our friends : though much 
Will have been lost — the help in strife ; 

The thousand sweet still joys of such 
As hand in hand face earthly life ; — 

Though these bo lost, there will be yet 
A sympathy august and pure ; 70 

Ennobled l)y a vast regret, 

And by <*ontritiou seal’d thrice sure. 

And we, whose ways were unlike here, 

May then more neighbouring courses ply ; 

May to eacli other be brought near, 

Anil gr(M‘t across infinit}". 

How sweet, unreach’d by earthly jars, 

My sister ! to behold with thee 
The hush among the shining stars. 

The calm upon the moonlit sea. 80 

How sweet to feel, on the boon air, 

All our unquiet pulses ceaso ; 

To feel that nothing can impair 
The gentleness, the thirst for peace — 

The gentleness too rudely hurl’il 
On this wild earth of hate and fear : 

The th'irst for peace a raving world 
Would never let us satiate here. 
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OBERMANN 

[First published 1852. Repnntod 1855.] 

In front the awful Alpine track 
Crawls up its rocky stair ; 

The autumn storm- winds drive the rack 
Close o’er it, in the air. 

Behind are the abandon’d baths 
Mute in their meadows lone ; 

The leaves are on the valley paths ; 

The mists are on the Rhone — 

The white mists rolling like a sea. 

1 hear the torrents roar. 10 

— Yes, Obermanii, all vS]>eaks of thee! 

1 feel thee near once more. 

I turn thy leaves : I feel their breath 
Once more upon me roll ; 

That air of languor, cold, and death, 

Which brooded o’er thy soul. 

Fly hence, poor Wretch, whoe’tu- thou art, 
Condemn’d to cast about, 

All shipwreck in thy own weak heart, 

For comfort from without : 20 

A fever in these j>ages burns 
Beneath the calm they feign ; 

A wounded human spirit turns 
Here, on its bed of x)ain. 

Yes, though the virgin mountain air 
Fresh through these j^agc's blows. 

Though to these leaves the glaciers spare 
The soul of their white snows, 

Oberiiianu 1 Stanzas in memory of the author of * Ober- 
manii' 1832. 28 'white] mute 1852. 
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Though liere a mountain murmur swells 
Of many a dark -hough’d pine, 30 

Though, as you read, you hear the bells 
Of the high -pasturing kine — 

Yet, through the hum of torrent lone, 

And brooding mountain bee, 

There sobs I know not what ground tone 
Of liuman agony. 

Is it for this, because the sound 
Is fraught too deep witli pain, 

That. Obermann ! the world around 

So little loves thy strain ? 40 

Some secrets may the j>oet tell. 

For the world loves new ways. 

To tell too deep ones is not well ; 

It knows not what he says. 

Vet of the si)irits who have reign’d 
In this our troubled day, 

I know but two, who have attain’d, 

Save thee, to see their way. 

By England's lakes, in grey old age, 

Ilis <xuiet home one kee}>s ; ' 00 

And one, the strong much-toiling Sage, 

In German Weimar si eej>s. 

But Wordsworth's eyes avert their ken 
From half of human fate ; 

And Go^'the's course few sons of men 
May til ink to emulate. 

For ho pursued a lonely road, 
llis eyes on Is^ature’s plan ; 

Neither made man too much a God, 

Nor God too much a man. 60 

^ Written in November, 1849. 
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Strong was he, with a spirit free 
From mists, and sane, and elear ; 

Clearer, ]iow much ! than ours : 3 'et wo 
Have a worse coui’se to steer. 

Fur though his manhood l>ore the blast 
Of Europe’s stormiest time. 

Yet in a tranquil world Avas i>ass'd 
His tenderer j’outhful prime. 

But we, bi*ought forth and lear’d in hours 
Of change, alarm, surprise — 70 

What shelter to grow ripe is ours ? 

What leisure to grow wise ? 

Like children bathing on the shore, 

Jbnied a Avave beneath, 

^rhe second Avave succeeds, before 
We have had time to breathe. 

Too fust AA’o liA^e, too much are tried, 

Tt>o harass’d, to attain 

Wordsworth’s SAveet calm, or Ooetlie's Avide 
And luminous AueAV to gain. 80 

And then aa’^o turn, thou sadder Hage ! 

To thee: Ave feel thy spell. 

The hopeless tangle of our age — 

Thou too liast scann’d it well. 

Immovable thou sittest ; still 
As death ; compos’d to bear. 

Thy head is clear, thy feeling chill — 

And icv thy despair. 

Yes, as the Son of Thetis said, 

One hears thee saying noAA'^ — 90 

Greater by far than thou arc dead: 

Strive not : die also thou , — 


66 Europe’s stormiest] a tremendous 1S52. 
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Ah I Two desires toss about 
The poet’s feverish blood. 

One drives him to the world without. 

And one to solitude. 

Tiic glov\ he cries, the thrill of life — 

WherCj v here do these abound — 

Not in the world, not in the strife 

Of men, shall they be found. 100 

lie who hath watch’d, not shar’d, tlie strife. 
Knows how the day hath gone ; 

He only lives with the woi-hl’s life 
"Who hath renounc’d his own. 

To thee we come, thtui. Clouds are roll'd 
AVhere thou, O Se<^r, art set ; 

Thy realm of thought is drear and cold — 

The world is colder yet ! 

And thou hast pleasui*es too to share 
"With those who come to thee : 110 

Balms floating on thy mountain air, 

And liealing sights to see. 

How often, Avhere the slopes are gi'een 
On Jamaii, hast thou sate 
By some high chalet door, and seen 
The summer day grow late, 

And darkness steal o’er the w'et grass 
With the pale crocus starr'd, 

And reach that glimmering sheet of glass 
Beneath the piny sward, 120 

Lake Leman’s waters, far below : 

And watch’d the rosy light 

Fade from the distant peaks of snow : 

And on the air of night 

97 The glow of thought, tho thrill of life — 1852 . 
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Heard accents of the eternal tongue 
Through the pine branches play : 
Listen'd, and felt thyself grow young ; 
Listen’d, and wept Away ! 

Away the dreams that but deceive ! 
And tliou, sad Guide, adieu ! 

I go ; Fate drives me: but I leave 
Half of my life with you. 


We, in some unknown Power’s employ, 
Move on a rigorous line : 

C^aii neither, wlum we will, enjoy ; 

Nor, when we will, resign. 

I in the world must live : — but thou, 
Thou melancholy Shade ! 

Wilt not, if thou canst see me now, 
Condemn me, nor upbraid. 

For thou art gone away from earth. 

And place with those dost claim, 

'l^he Children of the Second Birth 
Whom the world could not tame ; 

And with that small transfigur’d Band, 
Whom many a diff'erent way 
Conducted to their common land, 

Thou learn 'st to think as they. 

Christian and i^agan, king and slave. 
Soldier and anchorite. 

Distinctions we esteem so grave, 

Are nothing in their sight. 


They do not ask, vrho pin’d unseen. 
Who was on action hurl’d, 

Whose one bond is that all have been 
Unspotted by the world. 
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There without anger thou wilt see 
Him who obeys tliy s}>e]l 
No more, so he but rest, like thee, 

Uiisoird : — and so, Farewell ! 160 

Farewell ! — Whether thou now liest near 
That much-lov’d inland sea, 

Tlie ri[>p]es of whose blue waves cheer 
Vevey and Meillerie, 

And in that gracious region bland, 

Where with clear-rustling wave 
The scented pines of Switzerland 
Stand dark round thy green givive, 

Between (he dusty vineyard walls 
Issuing on that green place 170 

The i‘arly peasant still recalls 
The pensive stranger’s face, 

And stoops to clear thy moss-grown date 
Ere he plods on again ; — 

Or whether, l>y maligner Fate, 

Among the swarms of men, 

Whore between granite terraces 
The blue Seine rolls her wave. 

The Capital of Pleasure st^es 

Thy liardly-heard-of gravo — 180 

Farewell ! Under the sky we part, 

In this stern Alpine dell. 

O unstrung will ! O broken heart ! 

A last, a last farewell ! 

178 blue Seine rullb] Seine conducts J852, 
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CONSOLATION 

[First published 1852. Reprinted 1853, '54. ’57.] 

Mist clogs the sunsliino. 

Smoky dwarf houses 
Hem me round everywhere. 

A vague dejection 
Weighs down iiiy s^>ul. 

Yet, while I languish. 

Everywhere, countless 
l^rospects unroll themselves, 

And countless beings 

I*ass countless mot)ds- 10 

Fur hence, in Asia, 

On the smooth convent-roofs, 

On the gold terraces 
Of holy Lassa, 

Bright shines the sun. 

Grey time-worn marbles 
Hold the pure Muses. 

In their cool gallery, 

By yellow Tiber, 

They still look fair, 20' 

Strange unlov'd uproar * 

Shrills round their portal. 

Yet not on Helicon 

Kept they more cloudless 
Their noble calm. 

Written duririir tlio of Romt* by tin* Frorndi [184yj. 

v'oiisolat ion] In J<S53 and Js.j4 Um /oUowiHfj Imt"-. aie printed us 
a motto to the jxjf /a — 

The wide earth is still 

Wider tlinn one man's passion : there’s no mood. 

No rnt'ditatioii, no dt'Iight, no sorrow, 

Cas’d in one man’s dimensions, can distil 
Such piegnant and infectious quality, 

Six yards round shall not ring it — 
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Through sun-proof alleys 
III a lone, sand-hemm’d 
City of Africa, 

A blind, led beggar, 

Age-bow’d, asks alms. 30 

Ne boldtu- Robber 
Erst abode ambush'd 
Deep in the sandy Avaste : 

No clearer eyesight 
Spied pi-ey afar. 

Saharan sand- winds 
Sear'd his keen eyeballs. 

Spent is the spoil he won. 

Eor him tlie present 

Holds only j>ain. 4.0 

Two young, fair lovers, 

Wh<*re the warm June wind, 

Ei*€j&h from the summer fields, 

Plays fondly round them. 

Stand, tranc'd in joy. 

With sweet, join'd voices. 

And with eyes brimming - 
‘Ah,’ they cry, ‘ Destiny ! 

I^rolong tlie present ! 

Time ! stand still here ! ’ 50 

The prompt stern Ooddess 
Shakos her head, fri»wning. 

Time gives his hour-glass 
Its due reversal. 

Their hour is gone. 

With W€»ak indulgence 
Did the just Goddess 
Lengthen their liappiness. 

She lengthen’d also 

Distress elsewhere. JO 
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The hour, whose happy 
Unalloy’d moments 
I w'ould eternalize, 

Ten thousand mourners 
Well pleas’d see end. 

The hleak stern hour, 

Whose severe moments 
I would annihilate, 

Is ])ass’d by others 

In warmth, light, joy. 70 

Time, so complain’d of, 

Wli o to no one man 
Sliows j^artiality, 

Brings round to all men 
Some undimm'd hours. 

LINES WRITTEN 
IN KENSINGTON GARDENS 

[First published 18r>2. ItepriiiUMi 1SC7.] 

In this lone op<.-n glade I lie, 

Screen’d by deep boughs on either hand ; 

And at its liea<l, to stay the eye, 

Those black-crown'd, red-boled pine-trees stand. 

Birds here make song, each bird has his. 

Across the girdling city’s hum. 

How green under the boughs it is ! 

How thick the tremulous slieei>-crios come ! 

Sometimes a child wdll cross the glade 

To take his nurse his broken toy ; 10 

Sometimes a thrush flit overhead 

Deep in her unknown day's employ. 

2 docp hovighs] dark trees 1S62. 4 Ijlack-crowii’d] black- 

topp’d lSo2. Hi tweeti 4 and 6 1S,j 2 reads : — 

Tlie clouded sky is still and groy, 

Through silken rilts soft poors the sun. 

Light tho green-fohag'd chostiuita play, 

The darker olms stand grave and dun. 

5 Tha birds sing sweetly in these trees 1S62. 
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Here at my feet what wonders pass, 

AVhat endless, active life is here ! 

W^hat blowing daisies, fragrant grass ! 

An air-stirr'd forest, fresh and clear. 

Scarce fresher is the mountain sod 
Where the tired angler lies, si retch’d out, 

And, eased of basket and of rod, 

Counts liis day's spoil, the si)otted trout. 20 

111 the huge world which roars hard by 
Be others hai>py, if they can ! 

But in iny helidess craille 1 
Was breathed on by the rural I'an. 

I, on men’s impious uproar hurl'd, 

Think often, as I hear them rave, 

Thai, peace has l<‘ft the U 2 )])er w<»rld, 

And now keejjs only in the* grave. 

Yt‘t here is jieaco for ever new ! 

When I, who watch them, am away, 30 

Still all tilings in this glade go through 
The changes of their ipiiet da 3 ^ 

Then to their hapj^y rest they pass ; 

The flowers close, the birds are fed. 

The night comes down upon the grass, 

The cliild sleejis warmly^ in his bed. 

Calm souBof all things ! make it mine 
To feel, amid the city’s jar. 

That there abides a peace of thine, 

Man did not make, and cannot mar ! 40 

The will to neither strive nor cry. 

The power to ftiol with othois give ! 

Calm, calm me more ! nor let me die 
Before I have begun to live. 


21-24 first mserlcd in I8G7. 


26 often] sometimes JS52. 
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THE WORLD S TRIUMPHS 

[First publislifid 1852. Reprinted in JS5S, ’o4, ’57.] 

So fill* as I conceive the Wtirld’s roLuke 
To him address’d wlio would I’ocast lier new, 

Not from herself her famo of strenifth she took, 

But from tlieir weakness, who would work lier rue. 

‘ Behold,* she ci’ies, * so many rages lull’d, 

So many fiery spirits quite cool’d down : 
liook liow so many valours, long undull’d. 

After short commerce with me, fear my frown. 

Thou too, when tliou against my crimes wouldst cry, 
Let thy foreboded homage check thy tongue.' — 10 

Tlie World speaks well: yet might lier foe reply — 
‘Are wills so weak ? then let not mine wait long. 
Hast them so rare a poison? let me be 
Keener to slay thee, lest thou poison me.* 


THE SECOND BEST 

[First, puhli.slied 1852. Reprinted 1867.] 

Mooerati-; tasks and moderate leisure. 

Quiet living, strict-kej>t measure 
Both in suffering and in jileasure — 

’Tis for this thy nature yearns. 

But so many books thou readest, 

But so many schemes thou breedest, » 

But so many wishes feedest, 

That thy poor head almost turns. 

And (the world *s so madly jangled, 

Human things so fast entangled) 10 

Nature’s wish must now be strangled 
For that best which she discerns. 

The World’s Triumphs Sonnet 7552. Sonnets. VIII. The 

World’s Triumphs JS5S. Sonnets. VII. The World’s Triumphs 
J364, 1867 . 
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So it must be ! yet, while leading 
A strain’d life, while overfeeding, 

Like the rest, his wit with reading, 

No small profit that man earns, 

Who through all he meets can steer him, 

Can reject what cannot clear him, 

Cling to what can truly cheer him ! 

Who each day more surely learns 20 

Tliat an impulse, from the distance 
Of his deepest, best existence, 

To the words ‘Hope, Light, Persistence,* 

Strongly stirs and truly burns ! 


REVOLUTIONS 

[F'irat published 1S52. Rof>ruited 1855.] 

Before Man parted for this earthly strand, 

While 3 ’et upon the verge of heaven he stood, 

God put a heaj) of letters in his hand, 

And bade liim make with them what word he could. 

And Man has turn'd them many times : made Greece, 
Rome, England, France: — yes, nor in vain essay'd 
\Vay after way, changes that never cease. 

The letters have combin’d : something was made. 

But ah, an inextinguishable sense 
Haunts bim that he has not made what lie should. 10 
That he has still, though old, to recommence, 

Since he lias not yet found the word God would. 

And Empire after Empire, at their height 
Of sway, have felt this boding sense come on. 

Have felt their huge frames not c«>nstructed right, 
And droop’d, and slowly died upon their throne. 

One day, thou say'st, there will at last appear 
The word, the order, which God meant should be. — 
Ah, we she'll 1 know that well when it comes near : 19 

The band will quit Man’s heart : — he will breathe free. 



THE YOUTH OF NATURE 

[First published 18b2. Ropriiitod 185r>.] 

Rats’i> Sire the di‘i|>i>ing oars — 

Silent the boat ; the lake, 
liovely an<l soft sis si dream. 

Swims in the sheen of the moon. 

The mountains stand at its head 
Clear in the pure June nij^ht, 

But the valleys are flooded with haze. 

Rydal and Fairfield are there ; 

In the shadow Wordswortli lies dead. 

So it is, so it will ho for aye. 

Nature is fresh as of old. 

Is lovely : a mortal is dead. 

The sjiots which recall him survive, 

For he lent a new life to these liills. 

The Pillar still broods o’er the fields 
Which border Ennordalo Bake, 

And Egreinont sleeps by' the sea. 

The grleam of The Evening Star 
Twinkles on Grasmere no more, 

But ruin\l and solemn and grey 
The sheepfold of Michael survives, 

And far to the south, the heath 
Still blows in the Quantock coombs, 

By the favourite waters of Ituth. 

These survive: yet not without pain, 

Pain and dejection to-night. 

Can I feel that their Poet is gone. 

He grew old in an age he condemn'd. 

He look’d on the rushing decay 
Of the times which had shelter’d his youth. 
Felt the dissolving tliroes 
Of a social order he lov'd. 

Outliv’d his brethren, his peers. 

And, like the Theban seer. 

Died in his enemies’ day. 

16 Which] That 1852 , 
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Cold bubbled the spring of Tilphusa, 

Copais lay bright in the moon ; 

Helicon glased in the lake 
Its firs, and afar, rose the peaks 

Of Parnassus, snowily clear : 40 

Thebes was behind him in flames. 

And the clang of arms in his ear, 

When his awe-struck captors led 
The Theban seer to the spring. 

Tiresias drank and died. 

Nor did reviving Thebcjs 
See siicli a prophet again. 


^V’ell may we mourn, when the head 
Of a sacred poet lies low 

In an age which can rear them no more. 50 

The comi)laining millions of rnoii 
Darken in labour and pain ; 

But he was a priest to us all 

Of the wonder and bloom of the world, 

Which we saw with his eyes, and were glad. 

He is dead, and the fruit-bearing day 
Of his race is past on the earth ; 

An<l darkness returns to our eyes. 

For oh, is it you, is it you, 

Moonlight, and shadow, and lake, 00 

And mountains, that fill us with joy, 

Or the Poet who sings you so well ? 

Is it you, O Beauty, O Grace, 

O Chfirin, O Romance, that we feel, 

Or the voice which reveals what you are? 

Are ye, like daylight and sun. 

Shar'd and rejoic’d in by all? 

Or are ye immers’d in tho mass 
Of matter, and hard to extract. 

Or sunk at the core of the world 70 

Too deep for the most to discern ? 

Like stars in the deep of the sky. 

Which arise on the glass of the sage. 

Hut are lost when their watcher is gone. 
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Ttipy are here ’ — I heard, as men heard 
In Mysiiin Ida the voice 
Of tliG Mighty Mother, or Crete, 

Tlie murmur of Nature reply — 

‘ Loveliness, Magic, and Grace, 

They are here — they are set iii the world — 80 

Ilu^y abide — and the finest of souls 
lias not been thrill’d by them all. 

Nor tlie dullest been dead to them quite'. 

The poet who sings them maj^ die. 

But they are immortal, and liv’^e, 

For they are the life of the world. 

Will ye not learn it, and know, 

When ye mourn that a j>oet is dead. 

That the singer was less tlian his themt s., 

Jdfe, and Emotion, and I? 00 

‘More than the singer are these. 

Weak is the tremor of pain 

Tliat thrills in his inouriifulle&t chord 

To that which once ran through his soul. 

Cold the elation of joy 
In his gladdest, airiest s<>ng. 

To that which of old in his youth 
Fill'd him and made him divine. 

Hardly his voice at its best 

Gives us a .sensf3 of the awe, iOO 

The vastness, the grandeur, the gloom 
Of the unlit gulph of himself. 

‘Ye know not yourselves — and your bards, 

Tlie clearest, the best, who have read 
Most in themselves, have behedd 
Less than they left iinreveard. 

Ye exi>ress not yourselves — can yo make 
With juarble, with colour, with word, 

Wliat charm'd you in others re-live? 

Can thy ])encil, O Artist, restore 11 0 

The ligure, the bloom of thy love, 

As she waa in her morning of spring ? 

Canst thou paint the ineflable smile 
Of lier eyes as they rested on thine ? 
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Can the image of life liave the glow, 

The motion of life itself? 

‘Yourselves and your fellows ye knownot — and mo 
The Mateless, the One, will ye know? 

Will ye scan me, and read me, and tell 

Of the thoughts tliat ferment in my breast, 120 

My lunging, my sadness, my joy ? 

Will ye claim for your great ones the gift 
To have renderVi the gleam of my skies, 

To have echoed the moan of my seas, 

Utter'd the voice of my hills? 

When your great ones depart, will ye say — 

All ihhujs have suffer'd a loss - 
J^aturc is hid in 1 heir grave? 

‘Kac<» after race, man after man. 

IIav<5 d ream’d tliat my sec. ret was theirs, 1:^0 

Have thought that I liv'd but for them. 

That th<*y were m3’ glory and joy. 

Tiiey are dust, they are chaiigM, they are gone. — 

1 remain.’ 

THE YOUTH OF MAN 

[First puhhslu'd IS.’ii!. 'r\v<» lra;::mcn(.s 18o.‘i. Reprint od in its 
foiiiph't f < 01 * 111 , as bi low, KS.>5. J 

Wk, O Nature, dejiart : 

Thou survivest us: this. 

This, T know, is the law. 

Yes, hut more than this, 

'I’hou who seest us die 

Seest us change while we live ; 

S^ est our dreams one by one, 

8eest our errors dejiart : 

AVatchest us, Nature, throughout, 

Mild and inscrutably calm. 10 

AVell for us that we change ! 

Well for us tliat the Power 
Which in our morning prime 
Saw the mistakes of our youth. 

Sweet, and forgiving, and good, 

Sees the contrition of age ! 
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Behold, O Nature, this pair ! 

See them to-niglit where they stand, 

Not with the halo of youth 

Crowning their brows with its light, 20 

Not with the sunshine of hope, 

Not with tlie rapture of spring, 

"Wliich they had of old, when they stood 

Years ago at my aide 

111 this self-same garden, and said ; — 

‘We are j^oiing, and the world is ours, 

For man is the king of the world. 

F'oola that tliese mystics are 
Who prate of Nature ! but she 

Has neither beauty, nor warmth, 30 

Nor life, nor emotion, nor power. 

But Man lias a thousand gifts. 

And the generous dreamer invests 
The senseless world with them all. 

Nature is nothing ! her charm 
Lives in our eyes which can paint, 

Lives in our hearts which can feel ! ’ 

Thou, O Nature, wert mute, 

Mute as of old ; days flew, 

Days and years ; and Time 40 

With the ceaseless stroke of his wings 
Brush’d off the bloom from their soul. 

Clouded and dim grew their eye ; 

Languid their heart ; for Youth 
Quicken’d its pulses no more. 

Slowly within the walls 

Of an ever-narrowing world 

They droop’d, they grew blind, they grew old. 

Thee and their Youth in thee. 

Nature, they saw no more. 50 

Murmur of living ! 

Stir of existence ! 

Soul of the world I 

Make, oh make yourselves felt 

To the dying spirit of Youth. 

51-60 Wire printed as a separate poem in ISHS under the title 
RichmoDd Hill. 
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Come, like the breath of the sirring. 

Eeav'e not a human soul 

To grow old in darkness and pain. 

Only the living can feel you : 

Hut leave us not while W'e live. GO 

Here they stand to-night — 

Here, where this grey balustrade 
Crowns the still valley : behind 
Is the castled house with its woods 
Which shelter’d their childhood, the sun 
On its ivied windows : a scent 
From the grey-wall’d gardens, a breath 
Of the fragrant stock and the pink, 

Perfumes the evening air. 

Their children play on the lawns. 70 

They stand and listen : they hear 
The children’s shouts, and, at times. 

Faintly, the bark of a dog 

From a distant farm in tlie hills: — 

Nothing besides : in front 
The wide, wide vallej^ outspreads 
To the dim horizon, rej>os’d 
In the twilight, and bath’d in dew, 

Corn-field and hamlet and copse 
Darkening fast ; but a light, 80 

Far off, a glory of day, 

Still plays on the city spires : 

And there in the dusk by the walls, 

With the grey mist marking its course 
Tlirough the silent floweiy land, 

On, to the plains, to tlie sea, 

Floats the Imperial Stream. 

Well I know what they feel. 

They gaze, and the evening wind 

Plays on their faces : they gaze ; 90 

Airs from the Eden of Youth 

Awake and stir in their soul : 

The Past returns ; they feel 

What they are, alas ! what they were. 

They, not Nature, are chang’d. 

Well I know what they feel. 
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Hush ! for tears 
Begin to steal to their eyes. 

Hush I for fruit 

Grows from such sorrow as theirs. 100 

And they remember 
With piercing untold anguish 
The j>roud boasting of their youth. 

And they feel how Nature was fair. 

And the mists of delusion, 

And the scales of habit, 

Fall away from their eyes. 

And they see, for a moment, 

Stretching out, like the Desert 

In its weary, unprofitable length, 110 

Their hided, ignoble lives. 

While the locks are yet brown on thy liead, 
While the soul still looks through thine eyes, 
While the heart still pours 
The mantling blood to thy cheek, 

Sink, O Youth, in thy soul ! 

Yearn to the greatness of Nature ! 

Bally the good in the depths of thyself! 

MORALITY 

[First published 1852. Reprinted 1853, »54, ’57.] 

We cannot kindle when we will 
The lire that in the heart resides. 

The spirit bloweth and is still, 

In mystery our soul abides : 

But tiisks in hours of insight will’d 
Can be through hours of gloom fultill’d. 

With aching hands and bleeding feet 
We dig and heap, lay stone on stone ; 

We bear the burden and the heat 
Of the long day, and wish ’twere done. 10 

Not till the hours of light return 
All we have built do we discern. 

112-118 line printed as a separate poem m lS!j3* under the title 
Power of YoutJi. 
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Then, when the clouds are off the soul, 

When thou dost bask in Nature’s eye, 

Ask, ln>w she view'd thy self-control, 

Thy struggling task’d naorality. 

Nature, whose free, light, cheerful air, 

Oft made thee, in thy gloom, despair. 

And she, whose censure thou dost dread, 

Whose eye thou wert afraid to seek, 20 

See, on her face a glow is spread, 

A strong emotion on her cheek. 

‘Ah child,’ she cries, ‘that strife divino — 
Whence was it, for it is not mine ? 

‘ There is no effort on mtf brow — 

1 do not strive, I do not weep. 

I rush with the swift spheres, and glow 
In joy, and, when I will, I sleep. — 

Yet that severe, that earnest air, 

I saw, I felt it once — but where? 30 

* I know not yet the gauge of Time, 

Nor wore the Jiianaclos of Space. 

I felt it in some other clime — 

1 saw it in some oilier place. 

— 'Twas when the heavenly house I trod. 

And laj’^ upon the breast of God.’ 

PROGRESS 

[First, published 1S52. Reprinted IRtV?.] 

The Master stood upon the mount, and taught. 

He saw a fire in h is disciples' eyes ; 

‘ The old law,’ they said, Gs wholly come to naught I 
Behold the new world rise ! ’ 

‘Was it,' the Lord then said, ‘with scorn ye saw 
The old law observed by Scribes and Pharisees ? 

1 say unto you, see ifc keep that law 
More faithfully than these ! 

‘ Too hasty heads for ordering worlds, alas ! 

Think not that I to annul the law have will'd ; 10 

No jot, no tittle from the law shall pass, 

Till all hath been fulfill’d.’ 

12 hath b«en’J shall be 1S52. 
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So Christ said eighteen liimdred years ago. 

And what then shall be said to tho.^e to-day 
Who cry aloud to lay the old world low 
To clear the now world's Avay ? 

‘ Religious fervours ! ardour misapplied ! 

Hence, In'iice,* they ciy, ‘ye do but keep man blind ! 
But keep him self-immersed, preoccupied. 

And lame the active mind.’ jij 

Ah ! from the old world let some one answer giv^e : 
‘Scorn ye this world, their tears, their inward cares? 

I say unto you, set' that your souls live 
A deo])er life tliau theirs. 

‘ Say ye : The spirit of man has found new loads. 

And we must leave the old faiths, and w;ilk tlu*rein? — 
Leave tlien the Cross as ye have left carved gods. 

But guard the fire within ! 

‘Bright, else, and fast the stream of life may roll, 

And no man may the other’s hurt btdiold ; .‘jO 

Vet each will have one anguish — his own soul 
Which perishes of cohl.’ 

Here let that voice make end ! then let a strain 
From a far lonelier distance, like the wind 
Be heard, floating through lieaven, and till again 
These men’s profoundest mind : 

‘Children of men ! the unseen Power, whose eye 
For ever doth accompany mankind. 

Hath look'd on no religion scornfully 

That man did ever find. 4o 

27, 28 Qiumch thou the altar fires of your (Jotls ! 

Quench not the fire within ! lSy2. 

38-40 Kver aecompanies the march of man, 

Hatli without pain seen ?«> religion d)e, 

Since first the world began. JS >1.*. 

Beiween 40 aiul 41 lSrt2 reads : — 

That man must still to somo new worship press 
Hath in his eye over but serv'd to show 
The deptli of that eonauming rostlessncss 
Wliich makes man's greatest woe. 
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‘ Which has not taught woak wills how much they can, 
Which has not fall'n on the dry heart like rain, 

Which has not cried to sunk, self-weary man : 

T/iou must he horn again ! 


‘ Children of men ! not that your age exc€>l 45 

In pride of lil'e the ages of your sires, 

But that goii think clear, feel deep, bear fruit well, 

Tlie Friend of man <lesires.’ 


THE FUTURE 

[First publKslK'd 1.S52. Repriute<l 1853, ''54, '57.] 

A WANDEiiEii is man from his birth. 

He was burn in a ship 
On the breast of the River of Time. 

Brimming with wonder and ji.>y 
He S 2 )reads out his arms to the light, 

Rivets his gaze on the banks of the stream. 

As what he sees is, so liave his thoughts been. 
Wliether he wakes 
Where the snowy mountainous 2 )ass 
Echoing tlie screams of the eagles 10 

Hems in its gorges the ))ed 

Of the new-born clear-tlowing stream ; 

Whether he first sees light 
Where the river in gleaming rings 
Sluggishly winds through the j>lain : 

Whether in sound of the swallowing sea : — 

As is the world on the banks 
So is the mind of the man. 


47 you think clear, feel dei'j*] you too feel deeply 1852. 

The FiiUn'L*] In 1853 and 1854 the fvUowing lines were printed as a 
motto to the ponn : — 

For Nature hath long kept this inn, the Earth, 

And many a guest hath she therein received — 
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Vainly does each as he glides 
Fable and dream 20 

Of the lands which the River of Time 
Had left ore he woke on its breast, 

Or shall reach when his eyes have been closM. 
Only the tract whore he sails 
He wots of : only the thoughts, 

Rais’d bj'^ the objects he passes, are his. 

Wlio can see the green Earth any more 
As she was by tlie sources of Time? 

Who imagines lier holds as tho}’^ lay 

In the sunshine, unworn by tlie j>lough? 30 

Who thinks as they thoiiglit. 

The tribes who then roam'd on her ]>reast. 

Her vigorous primitive sous? 

What girl 

Now reads in her bosom as clear 
As Kelx^kah read, when she sate 
At eve by the ]»alm-shaded well? 

Who guards in her breast 
As deej), as pellucid a spring 

Of feeling, as tranquil, as sure? 40 

What Bard, 

At the lieight of his vision, can deem 
Of God, of the world, of the soul, 

Witli a ])lainiicss as near, 

As flasliing as Moses felt. 

When he lay in the night by his flock 
On the starlit Arabian waste? 

Can rise and obey 

The beck of the Spirit like him ? 

This tract wdiich the River of Time 50 

Now flows through with us, is the Plain. 

Gone is the calm of its earlier shore. 

Border'd by cities and hoarse 
With a thousand cries is its stream. 

And we on its breast, our minds 

Are confus’d as the cries which we hear, 

Olianging and shot as the sights whicli we see. 

32 roam’d] liv’d ISoo, 
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And we say that repose has fled 
For ever the course of the River of Time. 

That cities will crowd to its edge GO 

In a blacker inoessanler line : 

That the din will be more on its banks, 

Denser tlie trade on its stream, 

Flatter the plain where it flows, 

Fiercer the sun overhead. 

That never will those on its breast 
See an ennobling sight. 

Drink of the feeling of quiet again. 

But what wiis before us we know not, 

And we know not what shall succeed. 70 

Haply, tlio River of Time. 

As it grows, as the towns on its marge 
Fling their wavering lights 
On a wider statelier stream — 

May acquire, if not the calm 
Of its early mountainous shore, 

Yet a solemn peace of its own. 

And the width of the waters, the liush 
Of tlie grey exi)anse where he floats, 

Fiesliening its current and spotted with foam 60 
As it draws to tho Ocean, may strike 
Peace to the soul of the man on its breast : 

As the i)ale Waste widens around him — 

As ilie l>anks fade dimmer away — 

As the stars come out, and the night- wind 

Brings up the stream 

Murmurs and scents of the infinite Sea 
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SOHRAB ANT) RUSTUM 


AN KI'lSOrtK 

[Flr^t Reprinted lsr>4, ’.">7.] 

And ilie first y ol' morning till’d Die e;ist, 

And the fo^ roso out of tlio Oxiis stream. 

But all tlie Tartar cain]» along the stia'am 
Was hush’d, and slill the iiitui were ]>lunged in slr^eji : 
Sohrah alone, ho sh^jit not: all night long 
He had lain Avakefiil, tossing on his hed ; 

But wln‘n the grej^ dawn stole into his tent, 

He roso, and cdad himself, and girt his sword, 

And took his horseman's cdoak, and left his tent, 

And went abroad into the cold wet fog, lO 

Tlirough the dim camp to I^eraiiAVisa's tent. 

Through the hla( k Tai tar tents ho pass'd, which stood 
Clustering like hee-hives on the low Hat strand 
Of Oxus, wher(‘ th(' summer Hoods o'erHow 
When the sun melts tlie snows in high Pamer<' : 
TJirougli the black tents lie pass'd, o\^]‘ that low strand. 
And to a liillock came, a little hack 
Ih-oin the stream's brink, the spot wdicue first a ])oat, 
Crossing the stream in summer, scrapes the land. 

The men of former times had crown'd the to]> JO 

With a clay foit: but that was fall'll ; and now 
The Tartai’s built there Pt‘ran-Wisa’s tent, 

A dome of latlis, and o'er it felts were s])read. 

And Sohrah came tluu-e, and went in, and stood 
Upon the thick-pil'd carpels in the tent, 

And found the old man sleeping on his bed 
Of rugs and felts, and near him lay his arms. 

And Peran-Wisa heard him, though the step 
Was dull'd ; for he slejit light, an old man’s sleep ; 
And he rose quickly on one arm, and said : — 

‘Who art thou ? for it is not yet clear dawn. 

Speak ! is there news, or any night alarm ?’ 


30 



SOHRAB AND RUSTUM 


199 


Blit Sohral) came to the bedside, and said : — 

'Thou knovv’st me, Peran-Wisa: it is I. 

The sun is not yet risen, and the foe 
Sleep ; but I sleep not ; all night long I lie 
Tossing and wakeful, and I come to thee. 

Por so (lid King Afrasiab bid me seek 
Thy c'ouus(d, and to heed thee as thy son, 

In Sainarcand, before the army march’d ; 40 

And 1 will tell thee what my heart desires. 

Thou know’st if, since from Ader-baijan first 
I came anumg the '^I’artars, and bore aims, 

I have still serv’d Afiasiab well, and shown, 

At iny boy’s years, th<‘ courage of a man. 

This too thou know’st, that, while 1 still bear on 
The conquering Tartar ensigns through the world, 

And beat the Persians back on every field, 

I seek one man, one man, and one alone — 

Rustuin, my father ; who, I hop’d, should greet, 60 
Should one day greid, upon some well-fought field, 

Ilis not unwoi thy, n<jt inglorious son. 

So I long hop’d, but him 1 never find. 

Como then, hear now, and grant me what I ask. 

Jjot the two armies rest to-day : but I 

Will challenge forth tho bravest Persian lords 

To meet me, man to man : if I prevail, 

Riistum will surely liear it ; if 1 fall — 

Old man, the dead need no one, claim no kin. 

Dim is the inniour of ii common tight, 00 

Where liost meets host, and many names are sunk : 
But of a single combat Fame speaks clear.’ 

lie sj>oke : and Peran-Wisa took the hand 
Of the young man in his, and sigh’d, and said : — 

' O Sohrab, an unquiet heart is thine ! 

Canst thou not re.st among the Tartar chiefs, 

And share the liatlle’s common chance with us 
Who love thee, but must press for ever first, 

In single light incurring single risk. 

To find a father thou hast never S(‘eii ? 70 

That were far best, rny son, to stay with us 
Unmurmuring ; in our tents, while it is war, 


42 knovv'st] knowe'st iS5.V, 1854. 


71-73 first inserted in 1854. 
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And when ’tis truce, then in Afrasiab’s towns. 

But, if this one desire indeed rules all, 

To seek out Rustiim — seek him not through fight 
Seek him in peace, and carry to his arms, 

O Sohrab, carry an un wounded son ! 

But far hence seek him, for he is not here. 

For now it is not as when I W’^as young, 

When Rustum was in front of every fray : 80 

But now he keeps apart, and sits at home, 

In Seistan, with Zal, his father old. 

Whether that his own mighty strength at last 
Feels the abhorr'd approaches of old age ; 

Or in Some quarrel with the Persian King. 

There go : — Thou wilt not? Yet my heart forebodes 
Danger or deaili awaits thee on this field. 

Fain would I know thee safe and w^ell, though lost 
To us : fain therefore send thee hence, in }>eace 
To seek tliy father, not seek single lights 00 

In vain : — but wlio can keep the lion’s cub 
From ravening? and who govern Rustum's son ? 

(to : I will grant thee W'hat thy heart desires.’ 

So said he, and droj>p’d Sohrab's hand, and left 
llis bed, and tlie warm rugs whereon he lay, 

And o’er his chilly limbs his woollen coat 
lie pass’d, and tied his sandals on his feet. 

And threw a wliite cloak round him, and he took 
In his right hand a ruler's staff, no sword ; 

And on liis liead ho plac’d his shee]>-skin cap, lOO 

Black, glossy, curl’d, the fleece of Xara-Kul ; 

And rais’d the curtain of his tent, and call’d 
Ilis herald to his side, and w^ent abroad. 

The sun, hy this, had risen, and clear’d the fog 
From the broad Ox us and the glittering sands : 

And from their tents the Tartar hoi-senien fil’d 
Into the oj>en plain ; so Hainan bade ; 

Hainan, wlio next to Peran-Wisa rul’d 
The host, and still was in his lusty prime. 

From their black tents, long files of horse, they stream'd : 
As when, some grey November morn, the files, 111 
In marching order spread, of long-neck 'd cranes 
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Stream over Casbin, and the southern sloj^es 
Of Elburz, from the Aralian esluarios, 

Or some frore Caspian reed-bod, southward bound 
For the warm Persian sea-board : so they stream'd 
I'lie Tartars of the Oxus, the King's guard, 

Hist, with black sheep-skin cajvs and with long spears ; 
Large men, largo steetls ; who from Bokliara (;ome 
And Khiva, and ferment the milk of mares. 120 

Next tlie more temperate Toorkrnuns of the south, 

The Tiikas, and the lances of Salore, 

And those from At truck an<l the Casj>ian sands : 
flight men, and on light sti'ods, who only drink 
The acrid milk of camels, and their wells. 

And then a SAvarm of wandering horse, who came 
I'Vorn far, and a more doubtful service own'd ; 

The Tartars of Ferghana, from the banks 
Of the Jaxartes, men with scanty ))eards 
And close-set skull-ca}>s ; and those wilder hordes i:'.0 
WIk) roam o’er Ki}>chak and the nortliern SA'aste, 
Kalimiks and unkemj>'<l Kiizzaks, tribt'S who stray 
Nearest the Pole, and wandering Kirghizzi‘S, 

Who come on sliaggy ponies from Pam<a*e. 

These all til’d out from camp into the ]>lain. 

And on the other side the Persians form'd : 

First a light cloud of horse, 'i’artars they seem’d, 

The Ilyats of Khorassan : and behind, 

The royal trooj)S of IVrsia, horse and foot, 

M.irsliaU'd battalions bright in burnish’d steel. 140 
Put Peran-Wisa with his herald came 
Tlireading the Tartar squadrons to the front, 

And with his slatf ke})t back the foremost ranks. 

And when Ferood, wlm led the Pei sians, saAV 
’riiat Peran-Wisa kej)t the Tartars back, 

He took bis si>ear, and to the front he came, 

And check'd bis ranks, and fix’d them Avlnu’e they stood. 
And the old Tartar came upon the sand 
Peiwixt the silent liosts, and spake, and said : — 

‘ Ferood, and ye, Persians and Tartars, hear I 150 
Let there he truce b(*tweeii the hosts to-day. 

But choose a champion from the Persian lords 
To fight our champion Sohrab, man to man.’ 

As, in the country, on a morn in June, 
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When the dew glistens on the pearled ears, 

A shiver runs tlirough the deep corn for joy — 

So, when tliey heard what Peran-Wisa said, 

A thrill through all the Tartar squadrons ran 
Of pride and hope for Sohrah, whom tliey lov'd. 

Blit as a troop of pedlars, from C^ahool, I(i0 

Cross uiulerneatli the Indian C/aucasus, 

That vast sky-neigh))oiiring mountain of milk snow ; 
'Winding so higli, that, as they mount, they jiass 
Long flocks of travelling birds dead on the snow. 
Chok'd by the air, and scarce can tliey themselves 
Slake their parch'd throats with sugar’d mulberric-s — 
In single file tliey move, and stop their breath. 

For fear they should dislodge the o'erhanging snows --- 
So the pale Persians held their breath with fear. 

And to Ferood his brother Chiefs came up i7o 

To counsel : Gudurz and Zoarrah came, 

And Feraburz, who rul’d the Persian host 
Second, and was the uncle of the King : 

Those came and counseU’d ; and then Gudurz said : — 

^ Ferood, shame bids us take their challenge uj>, 

Yet chamjiion liave we none to match this youth, 
lie has the wild stag's foot, the lion's heart. 

But Rustum came last night ; aloof he sits 
And sullen, and has pitch’d his tents apart: 

Him will I seek, and carry to his ear 110 

Tlie Tartar challenge, and this 3 »oung man's name. 
Haply lie will forget his wrath, and fight. 

Stand forth the wliile, and take their challenge up.’ 

So spake he ; and Ferood stood forth and said: — 

* Old mini, be it agreed as thou hast said. 

Let Sohrab arm, and we wdll tind a man.' 

He spoke ; and I^eran-AVisa turn’d, and strode 
Back through the opening squadrons to his tent. 

But tlirough the anxious Persians Gudurz lan. 

And cross’d the camp which lay behind, and reach’d, 

Out on the sands beyond it, Rustum's tents. I9i 

Of .scarlet cloth they were, and glittering gay, 

Just jiitch'd : the high pavilion in the midst 
Was Rustum's, and his men lay camp'd around. 

And Gudurz enter'd Rustum's tent, and found 
Rustum ; his morning meal was done, but still 
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The table stood l^eside him, charg’d with food ; 

A side of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread, 

And dark green melons ; and there Rustum sate 
Listless, and lield a falcon on his wrist, -iio 

And play'd with it ; but Gudurz came and stood 
Before him ; and he look'd, and saw him stand ; 

And with a cry sprang up, and dropp’d the bird, 

And gixeted Gudurz with both hands, and said : — 
‘Welcome! these eyes could see no bettor sight. 
What rn vvs? but sib down first, and eat and drink.’ 

But (UiduTz stood in the tent door, an<l said ; — 

‘Not now : a time will come to eat and drink, 

But not to-day: to-day has other needs. 

The armies arc diawn out, and stand at gaze : lilo 

Lor iVom the Tartars is a challenge brought 
To pick a chain] )ion from the Persian lords 
To tiglit their cliampiun — and thou know'sl liis name “ 
Sohrab men call him, but his birth is hid. 

O Rustum, like thy miglit is this young man's I 
lie has tlie wild stag’s foot, tin*- lion's heart. 

And he is young, and Iran's Chiefs are old, 

Or else too wt‘ak ; and all eyes turn to thee. 

Come down and help us, Rustum, or we lose.’ 

He sj>oko : but Rustum answer'd with a smile . - 
‘ (Jo to ! it Iran's Chiefs are old, tlien 1 2'11 

Am older : if tlie young are w^eak, the King 
I'h rs strangely : for the King, for Kai-Khosj*oo, 
Himself is young, and honours younger men, 

And lets the aged moidder to their graves. 

Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young — 

I'he young may rise at Solirah's vaunts, not 1. 

For wlait care I, though all speak Sohrab's fame V 
For would that I myself ha<l such a son, 

And not that one slight helpless girl I liave, 2;50 

A son so fam'd, so brave, to send to war, 

And I to tarry with the siiow-hair’d Zal, 
iVly father, whom the rubher Afghans vex, 

And cli]) his borders short, and drive his herds, 

And he has none to guard his weak old age. 

There would 1 go, and hang iny armour up, 

And with my great name fence that weak old man. 
And spend the goodly treasures 1 hav'e got, 
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And rest my age, and hear of Solirab's fame, 

And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings, 240 
And with these slaughterous liands draw sword no 
more.’ 

He spoke, and smil’d ; and Giidurz made reply: — 

* What then, O Rustiim, will men say to this, 

When Solirah dares our bravest forth, and seeks 
Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he seeks, 
Hidest thy face ? Take heed, lest men should say, 
lAhe some old miser ^ Jiustum hoards his fatnCf 
And shuns to peril it with yountfcr men/ 

And, greatly mov’d, then Rustum made reply : — 

‘O Gudurz, wherefore dost thou say such Avords ? 
Thou knowest better words than this to say. *251 

What is one more, one less, obscure or fam’d. 

Valiant or craven, young or old, to me? 

Are not they mortal, am not I myself? 

But who for men of naught would do great deeds ? 
Come, thou shall see how Rustum hoards Ins fame. 
But 1 will fight unknown, and in plain arms ; 

Let not men say of Rustum, he was match’d 
In single fight with any mortal man.’ 

He spoke, and frown d ; and Gudurz turn’d, and ran 
Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy, liGl 
Fear at liis wrath, but joy that Rustum came. 

But Rustum strode to his tent doi>r, and call'd 
His followers in, and bade them bring his arms, 

And clad himself in steel : the arms he chose 
Were plain, and on his shield >vas no device, 

Only his helm was rich, inlaid with gold, 

And from the fluted spine atop a plume 
Of horsehair wav’d, a scarlet liorsehair plume. 

So arm’d he issued forth ; and Ruksh, his horse, ‘270 
Follow’d him, like a faithful hound, at heel, 

Ruksh, whose renown was nois’d tlirough all the earth, 
The horse, whom Rustum on a foray once 
Did in Bokhara by tlie river find 
A colt beneath its dam, and drove him home. 

And rear’d him ; a bright bay, wuth lofty crest ; 

Dight with a saddle-cloth of broider'd green 
Crusted with gold, and on the ground w^ere 'svork’d 
All beasts of chase, all beasts which hunters know : 
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So follow’d, Rustum left his tents, and cross’d 280 
The camp, and to the Persian host appear'd. 

And all the Persians knew him, and with shouts 
Hail'd ; hut the Tartars knew not who he was. 

And dear as the wet diver to the eyes 

Of his pale wife who waits and weeps on shore, 

By sandy Bahrein, in the Persian Gulf, 

Plunging all day in the blue waves, at night, 

Having made up his tale of precious pearls. 

Rejoins her in their hut upon the sfinds — ■ 

So dear to tlie iaih‘ I'ersians Rustum came. 290 

And Rustum to the J\‘rsiaii front advanc'd. 

And Soliral) arm’d in Hainan’s tent, and came. 

And as afield the rea]>era cut a swathe 
Down through the mkhlle of a rich man’s corn. 

And on each side are squares of standing corn. 

And in the midst a stubble, short and bare ; 

So on each side w<*ro squares of men, with spears 
Bristling, and in the midst, the open sand. 

And Rustum came upon the sand, and cast 

His eyes towards tlie Tartar tents, and saw 300 

Sohrab come forth, and ey'd him as ho came. 

As some rich woman, on a winter's morn. 

Eyes through her silk<*ii curtains the poor drudge 
Who with numb ])lackoird fingers makes her fire — 

At cock-crow, on a starlit winter's morn. 

When tlie frost flowers the whiten'd window panes — 
And wonders how she lives, and what the thoughts 
Of that poor drudge may be ; so Rustum oy'd 
The unknown adventurous Youth, who from afar 
Came seeking Rustum, and defying forth 310 

All the most valiant chiefs: long he perus'd 
His spirited air, and wonder’d who ho was. 

For very young ho seem’d, tenderly rear’d ; 

Like some young cypress, tall, and dark, and straight, 
Which in a queen's secluded garden throws 
Its slight dark shadow on the moonlit turf, 

By midnight, to a bubbling fountain’s sound — 

So slender Sohrab seem’d, so softly rear’d. 

And a deep pity enter’d Rustum’s soul 

As he beheld him coming ; and he stood, 320 

And beckon’d to him with his hand, and said : — 
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‘ O thou young man, the air of Heaven is soft, 

And warm, and ])leasaiit ; but Ihe grave is cold. 
Heaven’s air is V>etter than the cold dead grave. 

Behold me: I am vast, and cla<l in iron, 

And tric'd ; and 1 liave stood on imin}' a field 
Of lilood, and I liave fought with many a foe : 

Never was tliat lield lost, or that foe sav’d. 

O Sohrab, wherefore wilt thou rush on death ? 

Be govern’d : cjiiit the Tartar host, and come 330 

To Iran, and be as my son to me, 

And light beneath my banner till 1 die. 

There are no youths in Iran brave as thou.’ 

So he sj)akc*, mildly : Sohrab heard his voice, 

The mighty voice of Rustum ; and he saw 
His giant ligure planted on the sand. 

Sole, like some single tower, whicli a chief 
Has builded on the wastes in former years 
Against tin' robbers ; and lie saw that head, 

Streak’d with its first grey hairs : hope fill’d his soul ; 
And he ran forwards and embrac'd his knees, 3il 

And clasp’d his hand witliin liis own and said : — 

‘ Oh, by thy father’s head ! by thine own soul ! 

Art thou not Rustum? Speak ! art thou not he? ’ 

But Rustum ey’d askance' the kneeling j’^outh, 

And turn’d away, and spoke to his own soul : — 

‘ Ah me, I muse what this young fox may mean. 
False, wdly, boastful, are these Tartar boys. 

For if I now confess this thing he asks, 

And hide it not, but say — Ihistum is here — 3 r '0 

He will not yield indc*ed, nor quit our foes, 

But he will find some pretext not to fight. 

And praise my fame, and j>roffer courteous gifts, 

A belt or sword }>erhaps, and go his way. 

And on a feast-tide, in Afiasiab's hall. 

In JSamarcand, he will arise and cr\" — 

‘*1 challeng’d once, when the two armies camp’d 

Beside the Oxus, all the Persian lords 

To cope with me in single fight ; but they 

Shrank ; only Rustum dar’d : then he and I 36*0 

Chang'd gifts, and went on equal terms away.” 


S55 feast-tide] feast day 75M, 
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So will he speak, perhaps, while men applaud. 

Then were the chiefs of Iran shamM through me.' 

And then he iurii'd, and sternly spake aloud : — 

‘ Rise ! wherefore dost thou vainly question thus 
Of Kiistum? I am here, whom thou hast call'd 
By challenge forth : make good thy vaunt, or yield. 

Is it with Riistum only thou wouldst tight? 

Hash boy, men look on Rust urn’s face and tlee. 

For well I know, tliat did great Kustum stand 370 

Before thy face this day, and were reveard. 

'Fliere would be then no talk of lighting more. 

But b<‘ing what 1 am, I tell thee this ; 

Do <hou record it in thine inmost soul : 

Either thou shalt remuince thy vaunt, and yield ; 

Or else thy bones shall strew this sand, till winds 
Bh‘acli them, t»r Ox us with his summer Hoods, 

Oxus in summer wash them all away.’ 

IB » spoke : and Sohrab answtu’d, on his feet : — 

‘Art thou so tierce? Thou wilt not fright me so. 

I am Jio girl, to ))e m,‘ide pale by wortls. 3ST 

Yet this thou hast said well, did Rustum stand 
llei e on this Held, there \Nere no fighting then. 

But Rustum is far hence, and we stand here. 

Begin: thou art more vast, more dread than I, 

And thou art prov’d, I know, and I am young — 

But yet Success swa 3 ^s with the breath of Heaven. 

And though thou thinkest that thou knowest sure 
Thy victory, yet thou canst not surely know. 

I'\>r we aie all, like swimmers in the sea, 390 

Ptti.s’d on tlie top of a huge wave of Fate, 

Wh ich hangs uncertain to which side to fall. 

And wludhej* it will heave us up to land. 

Or whether it will roll us out to sea. 

Back out to sea, to the deep waves of <leath, 

We know not, and no search will make us know : 

Only the event will teach us in its hour.’ 

lie spoke ; and Rustum answer’d not, but burl’d 
His spear : down from the shoulder, down it came. 

As on some partridge in the corn a hawk 400 

That long has tower’d in the airy clouds 
Droj^s like a plummet : Sohrab saw it come, 

And sprang aside, quick as a flash: the spear 
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Hiss’d, and went quivering down into the sand, 

Which it sent flying wide: — then Sohnib threw 
In tnin, and full struck Rustuni’s shield : sharp rang. 
The irun plates rang shar]>, hut turn’d the s])car. 

And Rustuin seiz'd his club, wliic-h none but he 
Could wiehl : an unlopp’d trunk it was, and huge, 

Still roiigli ; like those whi<*h men in treeless plains 
To buil<l them boats fish from the flooded rivers, 411 
llyphasis or Hydaspes, when, high up 
By tlioir dark s}>rings, tlie wind in winter-time 
Has made in Himala^^an forests wrack, 

And strewn the channels with torn boughs ; so huge 
’Jdio club wliicli Rustum lifted now, and struc'k 
One stroke ; l)ut again Sohrab sprang aside 
Lithe as the glancing snake, and the club came 
Thundering to earth, and lea])t from Rusiuni’s hand. 
And Rustum follow'd Ids own blow, and fell 420 

To his knees, and with his fingers clutch'd the sand : 
And now might Sohrab have unsheath’d his sword. 
And pierc’d the mighty Rustum while he lay 
Dizzy, and on his knees, and chok’d with sand : 

But he look’d on, and smil’d, nor bar’d his sword. 

But courteously drew back, and S}K)ke, and said . 

‘Thou strik'st too hard: that club of thine will float 
Upon the summer floods, and not my bones. 

But rise, and be not wroth ; not wroth am I : 

No, when 1 see thee, wrutli forsakes my soul. 430 

Thou say’st, thou art not Ru.stum : he it so. 

Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul ? 

Boy as I am, I have seen battles too ; 

Have waded foremost in their bloody waves, 

And beard their liollow roar of dying men ; 

But never was my heart thus touchM before. 

Are they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart ? 
O thou old warrior, lot us yield to Heaven ! 

Come, plant we liere in earth our angiy spears, 

And make a truce, and sit upon this sand, 440 

And pledge each other in red wine, like friends. 

And thou shalt talk to me of Rustum’s deeds. 

There are enough foes in the Persian host 
Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang ; 
Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou 



SOHRAB AND RUSTUM 209 

Mayst figlit ; fight Iht^m, wlien they confront thy spear. 
But oh, let there be peace ’twixt thee and me ! ’ 
lie ceas’d : but while he spake, Rustiim had risen. 
And stood erect, treml)ling with rage : his club 
He left to lie, l)ut had regain’d his spear, 4ri0 

Whose fiery point now in his mail’d right-hand 
Blaz'd bright and baleful, like that autumn Star, 

The baleful sign of fevers : dust had soil’d 
His stately crest, and diinm'd liis glittering arms, 
llis breast heav’d ; his lips foam'd ; and twice his voice 
Was chok’d with rage: at last these words broke way : — 
‘Girl ! nimble with thy feet, not with thy hands ! 
Curl'd minion, dancer, ooiruT of sweet words I 
Fight ; Jet me hear thy liateful voice no more ! 

Thou art not in Afrasiab’s gardens now 4(50 

With Tartar girls, with whom thou art wont to dance ; 
But on the Oxus sands, and in the dance 
Of battle, and with me, who make no play 
Of war : I fight it out, and liand to hand. 

S^ieak not to mo of truce, and pledge, and wine ! 
Remember all tby vabnir: try thy feints 
And cunning : all the pity I had is gone : 

Because thou liast sham’d me before both the hosts 
With thy light skipping tricks, and thy girl's wiles.’ 

He spoke ; and Sohrab kindled at his taunts, 470 
And he too drew his sword : at once they rush’d 
Together, as two eagles on one prey 
Come rushing down together from the clouds, 

One from the east, one from the Avest : their shields 
Dash’d with a clang together, and a din 
Rose, such as that the sinewy woodcutters 
Make often in the forest's heart at morn, 

Of hevving axes, crashing trees : such blows 
Rustum and Solirab on each other hair<l. 

And you would say that sun and stam took part 430 
In that unnatural conllict ; for a cloud 
Grew suddenly in Heaven, and dark’d the sun 
Over the lighters’ heads ; and a wind rose 
Under their feet, and moaning swept the plain, 

And in a sandy whirlwind wrapp’d the ]>air. 

In gloom they twain were wrapp’d, and they alone ; 
For both the on-looking hosts on either hand 
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Stood in broad daylight, and the .sky was pure. 

And the sun si)ivrkled on the Oxus stream. 489 

But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot ej^os 
And labouring breath ; first Rustum struck the shield 
Which Sohrab lield stiff out ; the steel-spikM spear 
Rent the tough i^hitos, but fail'd to reach the skin, 

And Rustum pluck’d it back with angry groan. 

Tlien Sohrab with his sword smote Rustum's helm, 
Nor clove its steel rpiite througli ; but all the crest 
He shore away, and that proud horsehair plume 
Never till now dt fil'd, .sunk to tlie dust ; 

And Rustum bow’d his head ; hut then tlie gloom 
Grew blacker : thundcu* rumbled in the air, 5(0 

And lightnings rent the cloud ; and Ruksli, the horse, 
Who .stood at hand, utter'il a dreadful cry : 

No horse’s cry was that, most like the roar 
Of some pain’d deseit lion, who all day 
Has trail’d the hunter's javelin in his side, 

And comes at night to die upon the sand : — 

The two hosls heard that cry, and quak'd for fear, 

And Oxus curdled as it cross'd his stre.ain. 

Bxit 8ohr.ab heard, and quail’d net, but rush’d on, 

And struck again ; and ,‘igaiii Rustum l^ow’d 5io 

His head ; but this time all the bl.ade, like glass, 
Sprang in a thousand shivers on the holm, 

And ill his liaml the hilt remain'd alone. 

Then Rustum rais'd his head: his dreadful eyes 
Glar’d, and he shook on high his menacing spear, 

And shouted, liusfiim I Sohrab heard that shout. 

And shrank amaz’d : back he recoil'd one step. 

And scann'd with blinking eyes the advancing Form : 
And then he stood bewilder’d ; and he drojq^’d 
His covering shield, and the spear jiierc'd his side. 520 
He reel'd, and staggering back, sunk to the ground. 
And then the gloom dispers’d, and the wind fell. 

And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all 
The cloud ; and the two armies saw the pair ; 

Saw Rustum standing, safe upon his feet, 

And Sohrab, wounded on the blood j” sand. 

Then, with a bitter smile, Rustum began : — 

‘ Sohrab, thou though test in thy mind to kill 
A Persian lord this dajq and strip his corpse, 
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And bear thy trophies to Afrasiab’s tent. 530 

Or else that the great Rustum would conio down 
Himself to light, and that thy wiles would move 
His heart to take a gift, and let tliee go. 

And then tliat all the Tartar host would jn-aise 
Tliy courage or thy craft, and spread thy fame, 

To glad thy father in his weak old age. 

Fool ! thou art slain, and by an unknown man ! 
l)eai-("r to the red jackals shalt thou be, 

Than to thy friends, and to thy father old.* 

Ami, with a fearless mien, Sohrab replied . — 5^10 

‘ Unknown thou art ; yet thy fierce vaunt is vain. 
Thou dost not slay me, pi‘oud and boastful man ! 

No ! liustuni slays me, and this filial heart. 

For wt re 1 match’d with ten such men as thou, 

And 1 were ho wlio till b>-day I was. 

They should bo lying here, 1 standing there. 

But that beloved name unnerv'd my arm — 

That name, and something, 1 conl'ess, in thee, 

Which troubles all my heart, and made my shield 
Fall ; and thy s])oar transfix’d an unarm'd fo(‘. 550 

And now thou boastesi, and insult 'st my fate. 

But hear tlioii this, fierce Man, tremble to hear! 

The mighty Rustum shall avenge my death ! 

My father, whom 1 sock through all the world, 

He shall avenge my death, and punish the<‘ ! ' 

As when some hunter in the spring hath found 
A In-ceding eagle sitting on lier nest, 

Upon the craggy isle of a hill lake, 

And pierc'd her with an arrow as she rose, 

And follow'd her to find her where she fell 5t.o 

Far off ; - anon her mate ctuii<*s winging back 
From bunting, and a great w ay off descries 
His liuddling young loft sole ; at tliat, ho checks 
His pinion, and with short uneasy sw’oeps 
Circles abov^o his eyry, w'itli loud screams 
Chiding liis mate back to her nest; hut she 
Lies dying, with the arrows in her side, 

In some far stony gorge out of his ken, 

A heap of fluttering feathers : never more 

Shall the lake glass her, flying over it ; 570 

Never the black and dripping precipices 
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Echo her stormy scream as she sails by : — 

As that poor bird flies home, nor knows his loss — 

So Rustum kno^v not his own loss, but stood 
Over his dying son, and knew him not. 

But with u cold, incredulous voice, ho said : — 

‘What prate is this of fathers and revenge? 

The mighty Rustum never had a son.’ 

And, witli a failing voice, Sohrab replied : — 

‘Ah yes, he had ! and that lost son am I. C80 

Surely the news will one day reach his ear. 

Reach Rustum, where ho sits, and tarries long. 
Somewhere, I know not where, but far from here ; 
And pierce him like a stab, and make him leap 
To arms, and cry for vengeance ui>on thee. 

Pierce Man, bethink thee, for an only son ! 

What will that grief, what will thfit vengeance bo ! 

Oh, could I live, till 1 that grief had seen ! 

Yet him 1 pity not so much, but her. 

My motlier, who in Ador-baijan dwells 6‘.*0 

With that old King, her father, who grows grey 
With age, and rules over the valiant Koords. 

Her most I pity, who no more will see 
Sohrab returning from the Tartar cam]>, 

With spoils and honour, when the war is done. 

But a dark rumour will bo bruited uj>, 

From tribe to tribe, until it reach her ear ; 

And then will that defenceless woman learn 
That Sohrab will rejoice her sight no more ; 

But that in battle with a nameless foe, OUO 

By the far-distant Oxus, he is slain.’ 

He spoke ; and us he ceas’d ho wept aloud. 

Thinking of her he left, and his own death. 

He spoke ; hut Rustum listen'd, plung'il in thought. 
Nor did he yet believe it was his son 
Who spoke, although lie call'd back names he knew ; 
Fur he had had sure tidings that the babe. 

Which was in Ader-baijan born to him, 

Had been a puny girl, no bo}" at all : 

So that sad mother sent him word, for fear CIO 

Rustum should take the boy, to train in arms ; 

And so he deem’d that either Sohrab took, 

By a false boast, tlie style of Rust urn’s son ; 
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Or that men gave it him, to swell his fame. 

So deem’d he ; yet he listen’d, plung’d in thought ; 
And his soul set to grief, as the vast tide 
Of the bright rocking Ocean sets to shore 
At the full moon : tears gather’d in his eyes ; 

For he remember’d his own early youth, 

And all its bounding rapture ; as, at dawn, 6 l0 

The Shepherd from his mountain lodge descries 
A far bright City, smitten by the sun. 

Through many rolling clouds ; — so Rustum saw 
His youth ; saw Solirab’s mother, in her bloom ; 

And that old King, her father, who lov'd well 
His wandering guest, and gave him his fair child 
With joy ; and all the pleasant life they led. 

They three, in that long-distant summer-time — 

Tlio castle, and the dewy woods, and hunt 

And hound, and morn on those delightful hills C30 

In Ader-baijan. And he saw that Youth, 

Of age and looks to be his own dear son. 

Piteous and lovely, Ijdng on the sand. 

Like some rich hyacinth, which ^y the scythe 
Of an unskilful gardener has been cut. 

Mowing the garden grass-plots near its bed, 

And lies, a fragrant tower of purple bloom, 

On tlio mown, d 3 dng grass; — so Sohrab laj^, 

Lovely in death, upon the common sand. 

And Rustum gaz’d on him with grief, and said : — 640 

‘ O Sohrab, thou indeed art such a sou 
Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have lov’d ! 
Yet here thou errest, Sohrab, or else men 
Have told thee false ; — thou art not Rustuin's son. 

For Rustum had no son : one child he had — 

But one — a girl : who with her mother now 
Plies some light female task, nor dreams of us — 

Of us she dreams not, nor of wounds, nor war.’ 

But Sohrab answer’d him in wrath ; for now 
Tlio anguish of the deep-fix’d spear grow fierce, 650 
And he desired to draw forth the steel, 

And let the blood flow free, and so to die ; 

But first he would convince his stubborn foe — 

And, rising sternly on one arm, ho said : — 

‘ Man, who art thou who dost deny my words? 
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Trulli sits upon the lii)S of dying men, 

And Falsehood, while I liv’d, was far from mine. 

T toll thee, prick’d upon this arm I hoar 
That .s(‘al which Rust urn to my mother gave, 

That she might prick it on the hahe she hore.’ (>fJO 

He spoke : and all the Idood loft Rustum's cheeks ; 
An<l Jiis knees totter’d, and he smote his hand 
Against his Ijreast, his heavy mailed hand. 

That the hard iron corslet clank’d aloud : 

And to liis lieart lie pn'ss’d the other hand. 

And in a hollow voice he spake, and said : — 

‘ Sohrah, that were a proof which could not lie' 

If thou shew this, then art thou Rustum’s .son.’ 

Then, with weak hasty fingers, jSohrab loosM 
His holt, .and near the slioulder har’d his aim, (70 

And show’d a sign in faint vermilion iioints 
Prick’d: as a cunning workman, in Pekin, 

I^ricks with vermilion some clear porcelain vase. 

An ein]3eror’s gift — at early morn ho paints, 

And all day long, and, when night comes, the l.imp 
Lights up his studious foridu^ad and thin hamis : — 

So delicately ])rick’d the sign apjiear’d 
On Sohrab’s arm, the sign of Rustum’s seal. 

It was that (rriilin, which of old rear’d Zal, 

Rustum’s groat fathor, whom they loft to die, OS') 

A helpless hahe, among the mountain rocks. 

Him that kiml Creature found, and rear’d, and lov’d — 
Then Rustum took it for liis glorious sign. 

And Sohrah bar’d that iigure on his arm. 

And himself .scann’d it long with mournful eyes. 

And then he touch’d it with his hand and saiil : -- 
‘ How say’st thou V Is that sign the jiroiier sign 
Of Ru.stum's son, or of some other man’s ? ’ 

He spoke ; hut Rustum gaz’d, and gaz'd, and stood 
Speechless ; and then he utter’d one shfirp cry — (5 k) 

(> Boif — thif and his voice chok’d there. 

And then a dark cloud pass’d before his f^yes. 

And his head swam, and he sunk down to eaith. 

But Sohrah crawl’d to whei-e he lay, and cast 
His arms about his neck, and kiss'd his lips, 

And witli fond faltering tinge rs strok’d his cheeks, 
Trying to call him back to life : and life 
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Came back to Rust urn, and he op’d his eyes, 

And they stood wide with horror ; and he seiz’d 
In both his hands the dust whirh lay around, 700 

And threw it on his liead, and smirch’d his liair, 

His hair, and face, and beard, and glittering arms : 
And strong convulsive groanings shook his breast, 

And his sobs cliok’d him ; and he clutch’d his sword. 
To draw it, and for over let life out. 

But Sohrab saw his thought, and held his hands, 

AikI with a soothing voice he spoke, and said : — 

‘ Father, forbear : for 1 but meet to-day 
The doom that at 1115 ^ birth was written down 
111 Heaven, and thou art Heaven’s unconscious hand. 
Surely 1115 ’^ heart cried out that it was thou, 711 

When first I saw thee ; and thy heart s]>oke too, 

I know it : but Fate ti*od those promptings down 

Under its iron heel ; Fate, Fate engag’d 

The strife, and hurl’d me on my father’s spear. 

But let us speak no more of this: I find 
My father ; let me f<‘el that I have found. 

Come, sit beside mo on this sand, and take 
My head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks. 

And wash them with thy tears, and say, My Son ! 720 

Quick ! quick ! for number'd are my sands of life, 

And swift ; for like the lightning to this field 
I came, and like the wind I go away— 

Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind. 

But it was writ in Heaven that this should be.’ 

So said he : and his voice releas’d the heart 
Of Kustum, and his tears broke forth ; he cast 
His anus round his son’s neck, and wept aloud. 

And kiss'd him. And awe fell on both the hosts 
When they saw Rustum’s grief : and Kuksh, the horse. 
With his head bowing to tlie ground, and mane 70i 
Sweeping the dust, came near, and in mute woe 
First to the one then to the other mov’d 
His head, as if inquiring what their grief 
Might mean ; and from his dark, compassionate eyes, 
The big warm tears roll’d down, and cak’d the sand. 
But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said : — 

‘ Ruksh, now thou grievest ; but, O Ruksh, thy feet 
Should then have rotted on thy nimble joints, 
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When first they bore thy Ma-ster to this field/ 740 

But Sohrab look’d u}>on the horse and said: — 

‘Is this tlien Ruksh ? How often, in past days, 

My mother toM mo of thee, thou brave Steed ! 

IMy terriiile fatiier’s terrible horse ; and said, 

'J'hat I should one day find thy lord and thee. 

Come, let me hiy my hand upon thy mane. 

(1 Ruksh, tluMi art more fortunate tluin 1 : 

For tlioii hast gone wheue 1 shall never go. 

And snufl’d the ])roezes of my father's home. 

And thou hast trod tlio saiuts of Seistan, 7r.o 

And seen the River of llelmund. and the Lak(‘ 

f.)f Zirrali ; ajul tlie age<l Zal himself 

Has oiten strok'd thy m‘(*k, and given thee food. 

Corn in a golden [>latt(‘r soak’d with wine, 

And said - “ O Ruksh ! bear Riistiim wcdl ! " — but I 
Have never known my grand.'»ire's furrow'd fact', 

Nor seen bis lofty house in Seistan, 

Nor slak’d my thirst at the clear Helmund stream : 
But lodg’d among my father’s foes, and seen 
Afrasiab's cities only, Samarcand, 700 

Bokliara, ami lone Kliiva in the waste, 

And the black Toorkmun tents ; and only drunk 
The desert rivers. Moorgliab and 1’ejond, 

Koliik, and wliero tlie Kalmuks fetnl tlieir sheep. 

The northern Sir ; and this great Oxus stream — 

The yellow Oxus, by whose brink I die.’ 

And, with a lieavy groan, Ivustum rej>lied : — 

‘ Ch that its waves weie flowing over me I 
Oh that I saw its grains (»f yellow silt 
Roll tumbling in tlie cnrreiit o’er my head ! ’ 770 

And, with a grave mild voice, JSohrah rejdied : — 

‘ Desire not that, my fatlier ; tlnui must live. 

For some are born to do great deeds, and live, 

As some are lK)]*n to be obscur'd, and die. 

Do thou the deeds I die too young to do. 

And reaj> a second glory in thine ago. 

Thou art my fatlier, and thy gain is mine. 

But come : thou seest this great liost of men 
Which follow me ; I pray thee, slay not these : 

Let mo entreat for them : what have they done ? 780 

They follow’d me, my hope, my fame, my star. 
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Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace. 

But me thou must bear hence, not send with them, 
But carry me with thee to Seistan, 

And place me on a bed, and mourn for me, 

Thou, and the snow-hair d Zal, and all thy friends. 
And thou must lay me in that lovely earth, 

And heap a stately mound above my bones. 

And plant a far-seen pillar over all : 

That so tlie j)assing horseman on the waste 790 

May see my tomb a great way off, and say — 

Sohrab, the mi<jhty liustithis sou, lies iheyc, 

Whom his great father did in ignorance kill — 

And I be not forgotten in my gmve.* 

And, with a mournful voice, Rustuni replied : — 

‘ Fear not ; as thou hast s:iid, Sohrab, my son, 

So shall it be : for I will burn my tents, 

And quit the host, and bear tine hence with mo, 

And carry thee away to Seistan, 

And }dace thee on a bed, and mourn for tliee, 800 

With the snow-headed Zal, and all my friends 
And I will lay thee in that lovely earth, 

And heap a stately mound above thy bones, 

And plant a far-seen pillar over all : 

And men shall not forget thee in thy grave. 

And I will spare thy host : >ea, let them go: 

Let them all cross tlie Oxus back in peace. 

What should I do with slaying any more? 

For would that all whom 1 have ever slain 
Might be once more alive ; my bitterest foes, 810 

And they who wtu-e call'd champions in their time. 
And through whose death I won that fame I have ; 
And I were nothing but a common man, 

A poor, mean soldier, and without renown , 

So thou mightost live too, my Son, my Son ! 

Or rather would that I, even I myself, 

Might now be lying on this bloody ssind, 

Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine. 

Not thou of mine ; and 1 might die, not thou ; 

And I, not thou, be borne to Seistan ; 820 

And Zal might woep above my grave, not thine ; 

And say — 0 son, I weep ihcc fiol too sore, 

For willingly, I know, thou mcVst thine end . — 
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But now in blood and battles was my youth, 

And full of blood and battles is my ago ; 

And I shall never end this life of blood.’ 

Then, at the point of death, Sohrab replied : — 

‘ A life of blood indeed, thou dreadful Man ! 

But thou slialt yet have peace ; only not now ; 

Not yet : but thou shalt have it on that ilay, 830 

When thou shalt sail in a liigh-inasted Ship, 

TJioji and the other peers of Kai-Khosroo, 

Returning liome over the salt blue sea. 

From laying thy dear Master in his grave.’ 

And Rustuin gaz’d on Sohrab’s face, and said : — 

* Soon be that day, my Son, and deep that sea ! 

Till then, if Fate so wills, let me endure.’ 

He spoke ; and Sohrab smil’d on him, and took 
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eas’d 
His wound’s imperious anguish : hut the blood 840 
Came welling from tlie open gash, and life 
Flow’d with the stream : all down his cold white side 
The crimson torrent i-an, dim now, and soil’d. 

Like the soil’d tissue of wliite violets 
Left, freshly gather’d, on their native bank, 

By romping children, whom their nurses call 
From the hot fields at noon ; his liead drooj>’d low, 

His limbs grew slack ; motionless, white, lie lay — 
Wliite, with eyes closed ; only when heavy gasps, 
Dee}), heavy gas})s, quivering through all his frame. 
Convuls’d him back to life, he open’d them, 851 

And fix’d thorn feebly on his father's face : 

Till now all strength was ebb’d, and from his limbs 
Unwillingly the s})irit fled away, 

Regretting the warm mansion wliich it left, 

And youth and bloom, and this delightful world. 

So, on the bloody sand, Sohrab lay dead. 

And the groat Rustum drew his horseman's cloak 
Down o’er his face, and sate by his dead son. 

As those black granite pillars, once high-rear’d 860 

By Jemshid in Persepolis, to boar 

His house, now, mid their broken flights of steps, 

Lie prone, enormous, down the mountain side — 
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So in the sand lay Rustiim by his son. 

And night came down over the solemn waste, 

And the two gazing liosts, and that sole pair, 

And darkenVl all ; and a cold fog, with night, 

Crept from the Oxus. Soon a hiiin arose, 

As of a great assembly loos’d, and fires 

Began to twinkle through the fog : for now 870 

Both armies mov’d to camp, and took their meal : 

The Persians took it on the open sands 
Southward ; the Tartars by the river marge : 

And Rustuiii and his son were left alone. 

But the majestic River floated on, 

Out of the mist and hum of that low land, 

Into the frosty starlight, and there mov’d, 
hJejoicing, Ihrough the hush’d Chorasmiaii waste, 
Under the solitary moon : ho flow'd 

Right for the Polar Star, j>ast Oigunje, s&O 

Brimming, and bright, and large : tlien sands begin 
To hem liis watery march, and dam his streams, 

And split his curients : that for many a h‘aguo 
The shorn and parcell’d Oxus strains along 
Tlirough beds of sand and matted rushy isles — 

Oxus, forgetting the bright speed la; had 
In his high mountain cradle in Paniere. 

A foil'd circuitous wanderer: —till at last 
Tlje long’d-for dash of waves is heard, and wide 
Ilis luminous home of waters opens, bright 81)0 

And tranquil, from whose floor the new-bath’d stai’s 
Emerg€% and shine upon the Aral Sea. 


PHILOMELA 

[First published Reprinted 3 854, ’57.] 

IIakk ! ah, the Nightingale ! 

Idle tawny-throated ! 

Hark ! from that moonlit cedar what a burst I 
What triumph ! hark — what pain ! 

O Wanderer from a Grecian shore, 

Still, after many years, in distant lands. 
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Still nourishing in thy bewilder'd brain 
That wild, unquench'd, deep-sunken, old-world pain — 
Say, will it never heal ? 

And can this fragrant lawn 10 

With its cool trees, and n ight, 

And the sweet, tranquil Thames, 

And moonshine, and the dew, 

To thy lack’d heart and brain 
Afford no 

Dost thoxi to-night behold 
Here, through the moonlight on this English grass, 
Tho unfriendly ])ahico in the Thracian wild? 

Dost til on again peruse 

With hot cheeks and sear’d eyes 20 

The too clear web, and tliy dumb Sister’s shame ? 

Dost thou once more assay 
Thy llight, and feel come over thee. 

Poor Fugitive, tho feathery change 

Once more, and once more seem to make r. sound 

With love and hate, triurnjih and agony, 

lione Daulis, and th<‘ higli Cephissian vale? 

Listen, Eugenia — 

How thick the bursts come ciowding tlirough the 
leaves ! 

Again— thou hearest ! 30 

Eternal Passion I 
Eternal Pain ! 


THEKLA’S ANSWER 

Schil't’r ) 

[Fir-st jaihlishfd 1858. Not reprinted by tho author.] 

Where I am, tluni ask’st, and where 1 wended 
When my fleeting shadow j)ass’d from thee? — 
Am I not concluded now, and ended ? 

Have not life and love lieen granted me? 

Ask. where now those nightingales are singing, 
Who, of late, on the soft nights of May, 

Set thine ears with soul-fraught music ringing — 
Onl}^, while their love liv’d, lasted they. 
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Find I him, from whom I had to sever? — 

Doubt it not, wo met, and we are one. 10 

There, where what is join'd, is join’d for ever, 

There, where tears are never more to run. 

There thou too shalt live with us together, 

'When thou too hast borne the love wo bore; 
There, from sin deliver’d, dwells my Father, 

Track’d by Murder’s blood 5 ’^ swt)rd no more. 

There he feels, it was no dream deceiving 
Lur’d him starwards to uplift his eye : 

God dotli match liis giits to man’s l^elieving ; 

Relieve, and thou shalt find the Holy nigh. 20 

All thou augiirest here of lovely seeming 
There shall find fuHilmeni in its <lay : 

Daro, O Friend, be wandering, dare be dreaming ; 
Lofty thought lies oft in childish play. 


THE CHURCH OF BROII 

[First publislit-Ml isr>:j. lt(*jn’inled '57.3 

I 

THE CASTEE 

Down the Savoy valle^^s sounding, 

Echoing round this castle old, 

’Mid the distant mountain chaltds 

Hark ! what bcdl for church is toll’d ? 

In the bright October morning 
Savoy’s Duke had left his bride. 

Fj om the Castle, jiast the drawbridge, 

Flow’ci the hunters’ merry tide. 

Steeds aie neighing, gallants glittering. 

Gay, her .smiling lord to greet, 10 

From her mulli^m’tl chamber castnnent 
Smiles tlie Duchess Marguerite. 

From Vienna by the Danube 

Here she came, a bride, in sj^ring. 

Now the autumn crisps the forest ; 

Hunters gather, bugles ring. 
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Hounds aro pullinpf, prickers swearing", 
Horses fret, and boar-spears glance : 

Off ! — Thej^ sweep the marshy forests, 
Westward, on the side of France. 

Hark ! the game 's on foot ; they scatter : 

Down the forest ridings lone, 
l^irious, single horsemen gallop. 

Hark ! a shout — crash — a groan ! 

Pale and breathless, came the hunters. 

On the turf dead lies tht; boar. 

Ciod! the Duke lies stretch'd beside him- 
Senseless, weltering in his gore. 

In tlie dull October evening. 

Down the h'af-strewn forest road, 

To the Castle, past the drawbridge, 

Came the hunters with their load. 

In the hall, with sconces Idazing, 

Ijadics wait ing round her seat, 

Chah'd in smiles, beneath the dais, 

Sato the Ducliess Marguerite. 

Hark ! below the gates unbarring ! 

J^raiiip of men an<l quick commands ! 

'Tis my lord come Iwick from hunting. 
And the Duchess claps her hands. 

81 ow and tired, came the hunters ; 

Stopi^’d in darkness in the court. 

^ — llo, this way, ye laggard hunters! 

To the hall ! What sj^ort, what sj)ort ? 

Slow they enter'd with their Master ; 

In the hall they laid him down. 

On his coat were leaves and blood-stains : 
On his brow an angry frown. 

Dead her princely youthful husband 
Lay before his youthful wife ; 

Bloody 'neath tlie flaring sconces : 

And the sight froze all her life. 
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In Vienna by the Danube 

Kin^s hold revel, gallants meet. 

Gay of old amid the ga^’^est 

Was the Duchess Marguerite. 

In Vienna by the Danube 

Feast and dance her youth beguird. 

Till that hoiir she never sorrow'd ; 

But from then she never smilVl. 60 

’Mid the Savoy mounlaiii valleys 
Far from town or haunt of man, 

Stands a lonely C’hureh, unfinish’d, 

W’^liich the Duchess Maud began : 

Old, that Duchess stern began it ; 

In grey age, with i)alsied hands. 

But she died while it was building, 

And the Church untinishM stands v 

Stands as erst the builders h‘ft it, 

'SV’hen she sunk into her grave. 70 

Mountain greensward paves the chancel; 

Harebells flower in the nave. 

^ In my Castle all is sorrow,’ — 

Said the Duchess Marguerite then. 

‘Guide me, vassals, to thct mountains I 
We will build the Church again.’ — 

Sandall’d palmers, faring homeward, 

Austrian knights from Syria came. 

‘Austrian wanderers bring, O warders, 

Homage to your Austrian dame.’ — 80 

From the gate the warders answer’d ; 

‘ Gone, O knights, is she you knew. 

Dead our Duke, and gone his Duchess. 

Seek her at the Church of Brou.’ — 

Austrian knights and march-worn palmers 
Climb the winding mountain w^ay. 

Beach the valley, where the Fabric 
Rises higher day by day. 

67 while] as 1853 , 1854 . 
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Stones are sawing, hammers ringing ; 

On the work the bright sun shines : 90 

In tlif Siivoy mountain meadows, 

By the sireani, below the pines. 

On lier palfrey white the Duchess 

Sale and watch’d her working train ; 

Flemish carvers, Lombard gilders, 

Cb*rnian masons, smiths from Sj)ain. 

Clad in black, on her white palfny ; 

Her old arcliiteci beside — 

Tliere they found her in the mouiitaiiis, 

Morn and noon and eventide. 100 

There she sate, and watch'd the buihlers. 

Till the Church was roof’d and done. 

Last of all, the builders rear'd her 
In the nave a tomb of stone. 

On the tomb two Forms they sculptur’d, 

Lifelike in the marble pale. 

One, the Duke in helm and armour ; 

One, the Duchess in her veil. 

Round the tomb the carv'd stone fretwork 

Wsis at Easter tide put on. 110 

Then the Duchess clos’d her labours ; 

.fViid she died at the St. John. 


IT 

THE niuRcii 

Upon the glistening leaden roof 
Of the new Pile, the sunlight shines. 

The stream goes lea])ing by. 

The bills are cloth'd with pines sun-proof. 
Mid bright grc'en lields, belo-w the pines, 
Stands the Church on high. 

What Chiircli is thi^, from men aloof? 
'Tis tlie Church of Brou. 
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At sunrise, from their dewy hiir 
Crossing the stream, the kine are soeu 
Round the wall to stray ; 

The cliurehyard wall that clips the square 
Of shaven hill -sward trim and green 
Where last year they lay. 

But all things now are order'd fair 
Round the Cliurch of Broil. 

C>ii Sundays, at the matin chime, 

Tlie Alpine peasants, two and three, 

Climh up here t(> pray. 

Burghers and dames, at summer's prime, 
Ride out to church from Chambery, 

Dight with mantles gay. 

But else it is a lonely time 
Round the Cliurch of Brou. 

On Sundays, too, a jiriest doth come 
From the wall'd town beyond the jiass, 

Down tli<‘ mountain way. 

And then you hear the organ's liurn. 

You hear tlie white-rob'd jiriest say mass, 
And the jieojde pray. 

But else the woods and fields are <lumb 
Round the Church of Brou. 

And after church, when mass is done, 

The peo])lo to the nave repair 
Round the Tomb to stray. 

And marvel at the Forms of stone, 

And ])raise the chisell'd broideries rare. 

Then they drop away. 

The Princely Pair are left alone 
In the C'hurch of Brou. 

Ill 

THE TOME 

So rest, for ever rest, 0 Princely Pair ! 

In your high Church, 'mid the still mountain air, 
Where horn, and hound, and vassals, never come. 
Only the blessed Saints are smiling dumb 
From the rich painted windows of the nave 
On aisle, and transept, and your marble grave : 
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Where thou, young Prince, shalt never more arise 
Prom the fring’d mattress where thy Duchess lies, 

On autumn mornings, when the hugle sounds, 

And ride across the drawbridge with thy hounds 10 
To hunt lh(' hoar in the crisp woods till eve. 

And thou, O Princess, shalt no more receive, 

Th<»u and thy ladies, in the hall of state, 

The jaded hunters with their bloody freight. 

Coming benighted to the castle gate. 

So sleep, for ever sleep, O Marble Pair! 

Or, if ye wake, let it be then, when fair 
On the c.ar\'\l Western Front a Hood of light 
Streams from the setting sun. and colours bright 
Proi>hets, transfigur'd Saints, and Martyrs brave, ‘20 
In the vast western Avindow i)f the nav(3 ; 

And on the pavement round the Tomb there glints 
A chequer-work of glowing sapphire tints, 

And amethyst, and ruby'; — then unclose 
Your eyelids on the stone where y'e repose. 

And from your bioider'd pillows lift your lu'ads, 

And rise upon y’our cold wliito mar))lo beds ; 

And looking down on the warm rosy tints 
I’hat chequer, at y'our fi^et, the illumin’d flints. 

Say — ' is tins? v'e are in bliss- forgiven - - 30 

Behold q/ the eourts of Heaven /’ — 

Or let it be on autumn nights, when rain 
Doth rustlingly above y'our heads comjdain 
On the smooth leaden roi>f, and on the walls 
Shedding her pensive light at intervals 
The Moon through the clere-stoiy w'indows shines. 
And the wind wails among the mountain junes. 

Then, gazing up through tlie dim pillars high. 

The foliag’d marble forest where ye lie, 

^ JIush * — y'e will say — ^it is eiemifg. 40 

77//.$ is the glimmereng verge of JI( avert j and these 
The columns of the Heavenly Palaces / — 

And in the swe<*ping of the Avind your ear 
The passage of the Angels’ Avings Avill hear. 

And on the lichen-crusted leads above 
The rustle of the eternal rain of Love. 


37 wuili) among] washes in J853 
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THE NECKAN 

[First published 18511. Reprinted 1854, ''57.3 

In summer, on the headlands. 

The Baltic Sea along. 

Sits Neckan witli his harp of gold. 

And sings his plaintive song. 

Green rolls beneath the headlands, 

Green rolls the Baltic Sea. 

An<l there, below the Neckan’s feet, 

His wife and children be. 

He sings not of the ocean, 

Its sliells and r<jses pale. JO 

Of earth, of earth the Neckan sings ; 

He hath no other tale. 

He sits upon the headlands. 

And sings a mournful slave 

Of all he saw and felt on earth, 

I^ar from the green sea wave. 

Sings how, a knight, he wander’d 
By casth*, field, and town. — 

But earthly knights have harder hearts 

Than the Sea Children own. 20 

Sings of his earthly bridal — 

I’riest, knights, and ladies gay. 

‘And wlio art thou,’ the priest began, 

‘ Sir Knight, who wedd'st to-day ? ’ — 

‘ I am no knight,’ he answer’d ; 

‘From the sea waves I come.’ — 

The knights drew sword, the ladies scream’d. 
The surplic’d priest stood dumb. 

He sings how from the chapel 

He vanish’d with his bride, 30 

And bore her down to the sea halls, 

Beneath the cold sea tide. 


32 salt JS53, J8rj4. 
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He sillies how she sits weeping 
^Mi<l shells that round lier lie. 

‘ Ealse Noekan shares my l)ecl.’ she weeps ; 

^No Christian mate have 1/ — 

He sings how through tlie billows 
Ho rose to earth again, 

And sought a priest to sign the cross, 

That Neckan Heaven might gain. lO 

He sings how, on an evening, 

Eeneath the bircli tr<M3s cool, 

He sate and j)layd his liarp of gold, 

Beside the river j)ool. 

Beside the pool sate Neckan — 

Tears liH’d his cold blue ey(‘. 

On his white mule, across the bridge, 

A cass()ck'd priest rod<' by. 

^Why sitt’st thou there, O Neckan, 

And play’st thy harp of gtdd ? 

Sooner shall this my staff bear leaves. 

Than thou shalt Heaven behold.’ — 

The cassock M priest rode onwards. 

And vanish’d with liis mule. 

And Neckan in the twilight grey 
Wept by the river pool. 

In summer, on the headlaiid.s, 

Tlui Baltic Sea along, 

>Sits Neckan with iiis hari> of gold, 

And sings this plaintive song. CO 


A DREAM 

[First pulilisliod lSr>.‘5. Ileprintni JS.'ii, 'r>7. ] 

Was it a dream? We sail’d, I thought we sail’d, 
Martin and I, down a green Alpine stream, 

Under o\‘rhanging pines; the morning sun, 

On the wet umbrage of their glossy tops, 

A Dream Swit/crlaiid. III. A Dream ISoi, JS07» 
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On tlie red pinings of their forest floor, 

Drew a warm scent abroad ; behind the pines 
The mountain skirts, with j\ll their sylvan change 
Of bright'leaf’d chestnuts, and moss’d walnut-trees. 
And the frail scarlet-berried ash, began. 

Swiss chalets glitter’d on the dewy slopes, lo 

And from some swarded shelf high up, there came 
Nt>tes of wild pastoral music : over all 
Rang’d, diamond-bright, the (»ternal wall of snow. 
ITpon the mossy rocks at the stream’s edge. 

Rack’d by tlie pines, a jdank-built cottage stood. 

Bright in the sun ; the climbing gourd-plant’s leaves 
Muffled its walls, and on the stone-strewn roof 
Lay the warm golden gourds ; golden, within. 

Under the eaves, pecu’d rows of Indian corn. 

We shotbeiu ath the cottagt* with the stream. 20 

On the brown rude-carv’d balcony two Forms 
C-amo forth — Olivia’s, Marguerite! and thine. 

(dad W(*re thej^ both in white, flowers in their breast ; 
Straw hats bedeck’d their heads, with ribbons blue 
Which wav’d, and ou their shoulders fluttering }>lay’d. 
They saw^ us, they coiiferr’d ; their bosoms heav’d, 
And mole than mortal imjmlse fill’d their f‘yes. 

Their ]i])S mov’d ; their white arms, wav’d eagerly. 
Flash'd nnce, like falling streams : — we rose, wo gaz’d : 
One luoiiient, on the rapid’s top, our l>oat :>0 

Hung pois’d — ^and then the darting River of Life, 

Loud thundering, hore ns hy : swil’t, swift it Ibam’d ; 
351ack under cliffs it rac’d, round headlands shone. 
Soon the i)lank*d cottage ’mid tli3 sun-warm’d pines 
Faded, the im)ss, the rocks ; ns burning Plains 
Bristled w ith cities, us the Sea receiv’d. 


KEQUIESCAT 

[Fir‘-t 185^. K«*i»rinto<i 18-34, '57 ] 

Stiiew on liei- roses, roses. 

And never a sju’ay of yew. 

In quiet she repos€‘S : 

Ah ! w ould that I did too. 


23 breastj breasts 
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Her mirtli iho world required : 

She bath'd it in smiles of f?lee. 

Blit tier lieurt was tired, tired, 

And now they let her be. 

Her life was turning, turning. 

In mazes oi lieat and sound. JO 

But ft>r j>eace her soul was yearnincr, 

And now peace lai>.s lier round. 

Her cabin'd, ample Spirit, 

It tbitti r’d and fail'd for breath. 

To-niglit it doth inhtu-it 
The vasty Hall of Doatli. 


THE SCHOLAK GIPSY 

[First pul»hshe‘l 185.*). 1854, 557] 

Go, for they call you. Shepherd, from the hill ; 

Go, Shepherd, and untie the wattled coles: 

No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, 

Nor hit thy bawling fellows rack tlieir throats, 

Nor the crojip’d grasses shoot another head. 

But when the fields are still, 

And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest, 

And only the white sheep ore sometimes seen 
Cross and recross the strips of moon-blanch’d green ; 
Come, Shepherd, and again renew the quest. 

Hero, where the reai)er was at work of late, 11 

In this high field’s dark corner, where he leaves 
His coat, his basket, and his eartlien cruise. 

And in the sun all morning binds the sheaves, 

Then here, at noon, comes back his stores to use ; 
Here will 1 sit and wait, 

While to my ear from uplands far away 
The Ideating of the folded flocks is borne, 

With distant cries of rea]»ers in the corn — 

All the live murmur of a summer’s day. 


20 
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Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-reap’d field, 
And hero till sun-down, Shepherd, will I he. 

Through the thick corn the scarlet poppies peep, 
And round green roots and yellowing stalks I see 
Pale blue convolvulus in tendrils creep : 

And air-swept lindens yield 
Their scent, and rustle down their perfum’d showers 
Of bloom on the bent grass where I am laid. 

And bower me from the August sun with shade ; 
And the eye travels down to Oxford’s towers: 

And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s book — 31 

Come, let me read the oft -read tale again. 

The story of that Oxford scholar poor 
Of pregnant parts and quick inventive brain, 

Who, tir’d of knocking at Preferment’s door, 

One summor morn forsook 
His friends, and went to learn the Gipsy lore. 

And roam’d the Avorld with that wihl brotherliood, 
And came, as most men deem’d, to little good. 

But came to Oxford and his friends no more. 

But once, years after, in the country lanes, 41 

Two scholars whom at college erst ho knew 
Met liiin, and of his way of life inquir’d. 

Whereat he answer’d, that the Gipsy crow. 

His mates, had arts to rule as they desir’d 
The workings of men’s brains ; 

And they can bind them to what thoughts they will : 
‘ And I,’ he said, ‘ the secret of their art, 

When fully learn’d, will to the world impart : 49 

But it needs heaven-sent moments for this skill.’ 

This said, he left them, and return’d no more, 

But rumours hung about the country side 
That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray, 

Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 

In hat of antique shcape, and cloak of grey, 

The same the Gipsies wore. 

Shepherds had met him on the Hurst in spring ; 

At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moors, 
On the warm ingle bench, the smock-frock’d boors 
Had found him seated at their entering, 60 
21 is] 1804, 1857 misprint in. 50 heaven-sent] happy 1858. 
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But, mid th(‘ir drink and clatter, he would fly : 

And I myself seem half to know thy looks, 

And put the shepherds. Wanderer, on thy trace ; 
And V»oys who in lone wlieatfields scare the rooks 
I ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place ; 

Or in my boat 1 lie 

Moor'd to the cool bank in the summer heats. 

Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills, 
And watch the warm green-muffled Cuniner hills, 
And wonder if thou haunt *st their sliy retreats. 

For most, I know, thou lov'st retired ground. 71 

Thee, at the ferry, Oxford riders blithe. 

Returning home on summer nights, have met 
Crossing the stripling Thames at Bab-lock-hitho, 
Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet. 

As the slow punt swings round : 

And leaning ba(‘k wards in a pensive dream, 

And fostering in thy lap a heap of flowers 
Pluck'd in shy fields and distant W ychwood bowers, 
And thine eyes resting on the moonlit stream : 

And then they land, and thou art, seen no more. Si 
Maidens who from th(> distant hamlets come 
To dance .around the Fyfield elm in Mfi 3 \ 

Oft through tlie darkening fiehls have seen thee roam, 
Or cross a stile into the public wa}". 

Oft thou hast given them store 
Of flowers — the frail-leaf'd, white anemone — 

Dark bluebells drench'd with dews of summer 
eves — 

And purjile orchises witli spotted leaves - 

But none has words she can report of thee. J)0 

And. above Godstow Bridge, when haj'-time 's here 
In June, and many a scj-the in sunshine flames, 

Men who through those wide fields of breezy’ grass 
Where black-wing*<l sw’allows haunt the glittering 
Thames, 

To bathe in the abandon’d lasher pass. 

Have often jiass'd thee near 


79 Wycliwood] ’woodland lSa4. 
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Sitting upon the river bank o ’ergrown : 

Mark'd tliy outlandish garb, ihy figure spare, 

Thy dark vague eyes, and soft abstracted air ; 

But, when they came from bathing, thou wert 
gone. 100 

At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills, 

Where at her open door the housewife darns. 

Thou hast been setui, or hanging on a gate 
To watch the threshers in the mossy barns. 

Children, who early range these slopes and late 
Eor cressc's from the rills. 

Have known thee watehiug, all an April day, 

The springing i)astures and the feeding kine ; 

And mark’d thee, when the stars come out and 
shine, 100 

Through the long dewy gj*ass move slow away. 

In Autumn, on the skirls of Bagley wood, 

Wlu re most tlie Gipsies by the turf-edg’d way 

Pitch their smok’d tents, and evei y busli you s(‘e 
With scarlet jiaiches tagg’d and shreds of grey, 
Above the forest ground call’d Thessaly — 

The blackbird picking food 
S(‘es thee, nor stops liis meal, nor fears at all ; 

8o often lias be known tliee past him stray 
Kaj)!, twirling in thy liainl a witluVd spray, IT.) 
And waiting lor the spark from Hea\en to fall. 

And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 

Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers go, 
Have 1 not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge 
Wrapt in thy cloak and battling with the snow, 

Thy face towards Ilinksey and its wintry ridge? 
And thou liast climb’d the liill 
And gain'd the white brow of tlic Cumner range. 
Turn'd once to watch, while thick the snowflakes 
fall. 

The line of festal light in Christ -Church hall — 
Then sought thy straw in some sequester’d 
grange. 130 
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But what — I dream ! Two hundred years are flown 
Since first thy story ran through Oxford halls, 

And the grave Glanvil did the tale inscribe 
That thou wert wander’d from the studious walls 
To learn strange arts, and join a Gipsy tribe : 

And thou from earth art gone 
Long since, and in some quiet churchyard laid ; 
Some country nook, where o’er thy unknown grave 
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave — 
Under a dark red-fruited yew-tre?e's shade. 140 


— No, no, thou hast not felt the lai)se of hours. 

For what wears out the life of mortal men ? 

'Tis that from change to change their being rolls : 
’Tia that repeated shocks, again, again. 

Exhaust the energy of strongest souls, 

And numb the elastic i)ower3. 

Till having us’d our nerves with bliss and teen, 

And tir’d uj^on a thousand schemes our wit. 

To the Just-pausing Genius we remit 149 

Our worn-out life, and are — what we have been. 

Thou hast not liv’d, why should*st thou perish, so? 
Tliou hadst one aim, one business, o?ic desire : 

Else wert thou long since number’d with the 
dead — 

Else hadst thou spent, like other men, thy fire. 

The generations of thy peers are fled, 

And we ourselves shall go ; 

But thou possessest an immortal lot, 

And W'e imagine thee exempt from age 
And living as thou liv’st oii Glanvil’s page, 159 
Because thou hadst — what we, alas, have not ! 

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
Fresh, undiverted to the world without, 

Firm to their mark, not spent on other things ; 
Free from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt, 

Which much to have tried, in much been baffled, 
bri ngs. 

O Life unlike to ours ! 
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Who fluctuate idly without term or scope, 

Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he 
strives, 1H8 

And (iach half lives a hundred different lives ; 
Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope. 

Thou waitest for the spiirk from Heaven : and we. 
Vague half-believers of our casual creeds, 

Who never deeply felt, nor clearly will'd. 

Whose insight never has borne fruit in deeds. 
Whose Aveak resolves never have been fullill'd ; 
Fur whom each year we see 
Breeds new beginnings, disappointments new ; 

Who hesitate and falter lite away. 

And lose to-morrow the ground won to-day — 

Ah, do not we, Wanderer, await it too? 180 

Yes, wo await it, but it still delays, 

And then we suffer ; and amongst us One, 

W'^ho most has suifer'd, takes dejectedly 
His seat uj>oii the intellectual throne ; 

And all his store of sad experience he 
Lays bare of wretched days ; 

Tells us his misery’s birth and growth and signs, 
And how the dying spark of hope was fed. 

And how the breast was sooth'd, and how the 
head. 

And all his hourly varied anodynes. 190 

This for our wisest : and we others j)ine, 

And Avish the long unhappy dream would end. 

And Avaive all claim to bliss, and tiy to boar, 
With clo.se-lii)p’d Patience for our oidy friend, 

Sad Patience, too near neighbour to Despair: 

But none has hope like thine. 

Thou through the fields and through the woods dost 
stray. 

Roaming the country side, a truant boy, 

Nursing thy project in unclouded joy, 199 

And every doubt long blown by time away. 

172 Yague] Light IS.'jO, 1S54. 175 weak] vague 180:i, 1854. 
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O born in days when wits were fresh and clear, 

And life ran "iiily as the siiarkling Thames ; 

Before this strange disease of modern life, 

With its sick hurry, its divided aims. 

Its lieads o’ertaxM, its palsied liearts, was rife — 
Fly hence, our contact fear ! 

Still hy, plunge deeper in the boweriiig wood ! 
Avei*se, as Dido did witli gesture stern 
From her false friend's approacli in Hades turn. 
Wave us awry, and keep thy solitude. 210 

Still nursing the unconquerable ho]>e, 

Still clutching th<» inviolable shade, 

Witli a free onward impulse brushing through, 

By night, the silver'd branches of the glade — 

Far on the foi’ost skirts, where none j>ursue. 

On some mild j)astoral slope 
Emerge, and resting on the moonlit pales, 

Freshen thy flowers, as in former years. 

With dew, or listen with enchanted ears, 

From the dark dingles, to th.e nightingales. 

But fly our j)aths, <mr feverish contact fly ! 221 

For strong the infection of our mental slrih'. 

Which, though it gives no bliss, yet spoils for rest ; 
And we should win thee from thy own fair life, 

Like us distracted, aiid like us unblest. 

Soon, soon thy cheer would die, 

Thy h<»pes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy powers. 
And iliy clear aims be cross and .shifting made : 
And then th}^ glad perennial youth would fade. 
Fade, and gro\v old at last, and die like ours. 

Then fly our greetings, fly our speech and smiles! 

— As some grave Tyrian trader, from the sea, 232 
Descried at sunrise an emerging prow 
Lifting the cool-hair*d creepers stealthily, 

The fringes of a southward-facing brow 
Among the Aegean isles ; 

And saw ihe merry Grecian coaster come, 

Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine, 
Green bursting flgs, and tunnies steep’d in brine ; 
Apd knew the intruders on his ancient home, 
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Tho young light-heartod Masters of the waves ; 241 

And snatch'd his rudder, and shook out moie sail, 
And day and night held on indignantly 
O'er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 

Betwixt the Syrtc's and soft Sicily, 

To where the Atlantic raves 
Outside the Western Straits, and iinhent sails 

There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets 
of foam, 

Sliy traffickers, the dark Iberians come ; 

And on the beach undid his corded bales. 2r>0 


STANZAS 

JN MEMORY OF THE LATE EDWAUI) C^ITILLINAX, 

[First, jiuFIisIumI K»‘j>rnit<‘d 1854, 

I SAW him sensitive in frame, 

I knew his spirits low ; 

And wish'd liiin health, success, and fame : 

I do not wish it now. 

For these are all their own reward. 

And leave no good behind ; 

Thi*y try us, oftenest make us hard, 

Less nuxlest. jmre, and kind, 

Alas ! Yet to tlie suffering man, 

In this his mortal state, K) 

Friends could not give what Fortune can — 
Health, ease, a lieait elab*. 

But ho is now' by Fortune foil'd 
No more ; and we retain 
The incmiory of a m.an unspoil’d, 

Sw'eet, generous, and humane ; 

With all the fortunate have not — 

With gentle voice and brow. 

Alive, W'e w'ould have chang'd his lot: 

We would not change it now. 


20 
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BALDER DEAD 


AN EPISODE 
[First publislio'l IHoo.] 

I 

SENDING 

So on ilio floor lay Balcl(‘r dead ; and round 
Lay thickly strewn swords axes darts and sj)ears 
Which all the Gods in sport had idly thrown 
At Balder, whom no weapon pierc’d or clovt* ; 

But in his breast stood flxt the fatal bouj^li 
Of mistletoe, wliich Lok the Accuser ^ave 
To Iloder, and unwitting Iloder threw: 

’Gainst that alone had Balder’s life no charm. 

And all the Gods and all the H(‘roes came 

And stood round Balder on the bloo<ly floor 10 

Weeping and wailing; and Valhalla rang 

Up to its golden roof with sobs and cries : 

And on the tables stood the untastod meats, 

And in the horns and gold-rimm’d skulls the wine : 
And now would Night have fall'll, and found them yet 
Wailing ; but otherwise was Odin's will : 

And thus the Father of the Ages spake : — 

^ Enough of tears, ye Gods, enough of wail ! 

Not to lament in was Valhalla made. 

If any here might weep for Balder’s death 20 

1 most might weep, his Father ; such a son 
I lose to-day, so bright, so lov’d a God. 

But lie lias met that doom which long ago 
The Noriiies, when his mother bare him, spun, 

And Fate set seal, that so his end must be. 

Balder has met his death, and ye survive : 

Weep him an hour ; but what can grief avail ? 

For you yourselves, 3 "e Gods, shall meet j^our doom, 
All ye who hear mo, and inhabit Heaven, 

And I too, Odin too, the Lord of all ; 
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But ours we shjill not meet, when that day comes, 
With woman’s tears and weak complaining cries — 
Why should wo meet another's j^ortion so ? 

Rather it fits you, having wept your hour, 

With cold dry eyes, and hearts compos’d and stern, 

To live, as erst, your daily life in Heaven : 

By me shall vengeance on the murderer Lok, 

The Foe, the Acc user, whom, though Ciods, we hate. 
Bo strictly car’d for, in the appointed day. 39 

Meanwhile, to-morrow, when the morning dawns, 
Bring wood to the seashore to Baldor’s sliip, 

And on the deck build high a funeral pile, 

And on the tox> lay Haider's corpse, and ])ut 
Fire to the wood, and send him out to sea 
To burn ; for that is what the dead desire/ 

So having spoke, the King of Gods arose 
And mounted his horse SIei})ner, whom ho rode, 

And from the hall of Heavcui he rode away 
To Lidskialf, and sate upon his throne, ^9 

The Mount, from whc*n< e his eye survt^ys the world. 
And far from Il<5aven he turn'd his shining orbs 
To look on ^lidgard, and the earth, and men : 

And on the conjuring Laj^ps he bent his gaze 
Whom antler'd reindeer pull over the snow ; 

And on the Finns, the gentlest of mankind. 

Fair men, who live in holes under the ground : 

Nor <li<l he look once more to Ida's plain. 

Nor towards Valhalla, and the sorrowing Gods ; 

For well he knew the Gods WMUild heed his Avord, 

And cease to mourn, and thiidv of Balder's i>yre. 60 

But in Valhalla all the Gods Avent back 
From around Balder, all the Heroes went ; 

And left his body stretch'd upon the floor. 

And on their golden chairs they sate again. 

Beside the tables, in the hall of Heaven ; 

And before eacdi the cooks who serv'd them plac'd 
New messes of the boar Serimner’s flesh. 

And the Valkyries crown’d their horns with mead. 

So they, with pent-up hearts and tearless eyes. 
Wailing no more, in silence ate and drank, 70 

While Twilight fell, and sacred Night came on. 
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But the blind Iloder left the feasting Gods 
In Odin’s hall, and went through Asgard streets, 

And past the haven where the Gods have moor’d 
^riieir shii)S, and through the gate, beyond the wall. 
Though sightless, yet his own mind led the God. 

Down to the margin of the roaring sea 

lie came, and sadly went along the sand 

Betw(‘en tlie waves and black o'erlianging cliffs 

Wliere in and ovit the screaming sea fowl fly ; 

lentil he came to Mdiere a gully breaks 

Through the cliff wall, and a fresh stream runs down 

I'rom the liigli moors behind, and meets the sea. 

There in tlu> glen Eensaler stands, tlie liouso 
Of Erea, honour’<l Motlitir of the Gods, 

And sliows its lighted windows to the main. 

Tlioro he went up, and pass'd the open doors : 

And h. the hall he found those women old, 

TIio Prophetesses, who by rite eterno 
On Frea'.s hearth feed high the sacred fire 00 

Both night and day ; and by the inner wall 
Upon her gold-ui chair the Mother sate, 

With fohled hands, revolving things to come : 

To her drew Iloder near, and spake, and said : — 

‘ Mother, a child of bale thou bar'st in me. 

I'or, lii’st, thou barest mo with blinded eyes, 

Bighth'ss and lielpless, wandering weak in Heaven ; 
And, alter that, of ignorant witless mind 
Tliou barest me, and unfore->eeing soul : 

That I alone must take the branch from Lok, 100 

The Foe, the Accuser, whom, though Gods, wo hate, 
And cast it at the dear-lov'd Balder’s breast 
At whom the Gods in sport their weapons threw — 
'Gainst that alone liad B.ilder’s life no charm. 

Now th<‘refore what to attempt, or whither lly? 

For who will bear jny hateful sight in Heaven? — 

Can I, O Mother, bring them Bahler back ? 

Or — for thou know’st the Fates, and things allow’d — 
Can 1 with Hela’s power a compact strike, 

And make exchange, and give my life for his ? ’ 110 

He spoke : the Mother of the Gods replied : — 

* Hoder, ill-fated, child of bale, my son. 
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Sightless ill soul ami eye, what words are these ? 

That one, long portion’d with his doom of death, 
Should change his lot, and fill another's life, 

And Hela yield to this, and let him go ! 

<)n Balder Death hath laid her hand, not thee ; 

Nor doth she count this life a price for that. 

For many Gods in Heaven, not thou alone, 

Would freely die to purchase Balder back, 120 

And wend themselves to Ilela's gloomy realm. 

For not so gladsome is that life in Heaven 
Which Gods and Heroes lead, in feast and fray, 
Waiting Iho darkness of the final times, 

Tlnit one should grudge its loss for Baldor’s sake, 
Bald<T tlieir .joy, so bright, so lov’d a God. 

But Fate witlistands, and laws forbid tliis way. 

Yet in my ssecrot mind one way I know, 

Nor do I judge if it sliall win or fail: 129 

But much must still be tried, wbicb shall but fail.’ 

And lilt! blind Hoder answer'd her, and said : --- 
‘What way is this, U Mother, that thou show’st? 

Is it a mutter wliicli a God might tiy V’ 

And straiglit the Mother of the Gods replied : — 
‘There is a way which leads to Ilela's realm. 
Untrodden, lonely, far from light and Heaven. 

Who goes that wa}' mii.st take no otlier horse 
To ride, but Sleipner, Odin’s horse, alone. 

Nor must he choose that common path of Gods 
Which every day they come and go in Heaven, 14t) 
O'er the bridge Bifrost, where is Jleimdairs watch, 
Past Midgard Fortress, down to Earth and men ; 

But lie must tread a dark uiitra veil’d road 
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and ride 
Nine days, nine nights, towards the northern ice, 
Through valleys deep-engulph’d, with roaring streams. 
And he v ill reach on the tenth morn a bridge 
Which spans with golden arches Giall’s stream, 

Not Bifrost, but that bridge a Damscd keeps, 

Who tells the jiassing troops of dead their way 150 
To the low shore of ghosts, and Hela’s realm. 

And she will bid him northward steer his course : 
Then he will journey through no lighted land, 
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Nor see the sun arise, nor see it set ; 

But he must ever watch the northern Bear 
Who from her frozen height with jealous eye 
Confronts the Dog and Hunter in the south, 

And is alone not dipt in Ocean's stream. 

And straight he will come down to Ocean's strand ; 
Ocean, whose watery ring enfolds the world, KX) 

And on whose marge the iincient Giants dwell. 

But he will r<‘ach its unknown noi thern shore, 

Far, far beyond tho outmt>st Giant's home, 

At the chink’d fields of ice, the waste of .snow: 

And he will fare across the dismal ice 
Northward, until he meets a stretching wall 
Barring his way, and in tlie w’all a grate. 

But then ho must dismount, and on the ice 
Tighten the girths of 81eipner, Odin's horse. 

And make him leap tho grate, and come within. 170 
And he will .see stretch round him Hela’s realm, 

The plains of Nillheim, where dwell the dead, 

And hear the roaring of the streams of Hell. 

And he will see the feeble shadowy tribes. 

And Balder sitting crown’d, and llela's throne. 

Then he must not regard the wailful ghosts 
Who all will flit, like eddying leaves, around ; 

But he must straight accost their solemn Queen, 

And ]>ay her luunago, and entreat with prayer.s, 
Telling her all that grief they have in Ileuven 180 

For Balder, whom she holds by right below : 

If haply he may melt her heart Avith words. 

And mak(^ her yield, and give him Balder back.’ 

She spoke : but lloder answer’d her and said : — 

‘ Mother, a dreadful way is this thou show'st. 

No journey for a sightless God to go.’ 

And straight the Mother of tho Gods replied : — 
‘Therefore tliyself thou shalt not go, mj^ son. 

But he whom first thou meetest when thou coui’st 
To Asgard, and declar’st this hidden way, 190 

Shall go, and I will be his guide unseen.’ 

She spoke, and on her face let fall her veil, 

And bow'd her head, and sate with folded hands. 
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But at the central hearth lliose Women old, 

Wlio while the Mother spake had ceased their toil, 
Began again to heap the sacred lire: 

And Hoder turn'd, and left his mother’s house, 
Fensaler, whoso lit windows look to soa ; 

And came again down to llie roaring waves, 

And hack along tlie Ix^ach to Asgard went, 2oo 

Pondering on tliat which Frea said should ho. 

But ISiglit came down, and darken'd Asgard streets. 
Then from their loathed feast the Gods arose, 

And lighted tor^-hos, and ttjok up the corpse 
Of Balder from the floor of Odin’s hall, 

And laid it on a hier, and hare him home 
Through the fast-darkening streets to his own house 
Ih’oidahlik, on wliose <M>liimn.s Balder grav'd 
3’ho ojichantments, lhat r<*call the dead to life : 

For wise ho was, and many curious arts, 210 

Postur(‘s of runes, and lioaling herbs he know ; 
lhihapi)y : hut that art ho did not know 
To keep his own life safe, and soe tht* sun: — 
ddiero to his hall the Gods brought Balder homo. 

And each hospake him as ho laid l»im down : — 

‘ Would that ourselves, O Balder, we were homo 
Home to our halls, with torchlight, hy our kin, 
thou might'st live, and still delight the Gods.' 

They spake : and each went home to his own house. 
But there was one, tlu* first of all the Gods 220 

For speed, and Hermod was his name in Heaven ; 
Most fleet he was, hut now lie went the last, 

Heavy in heart for Balder, to his house 
Which he in Asgard huilt him, there to dwell, 

Against the harbour, hy the city wall : 

Him the blind IIo<ler met, as ho camo up 
From the sea cityward, and know his step ; 

Nor yet could Hermod set* his hrotlier's face, 

For it grew dark ; hut IJoder touch’d his arm : 

And as a spray of honeysuckle flowers 230 

Brushes across a tired traveller's face 

Who shuffles through the deep dew-moisten’d dust, 

On a May evening, in the darken'd lanes, 

And starts him, that lie thinks a ghost went by — 
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So Hoder brush'd hy Uprmod's side, and said ; — 

* Tak<i Sloii)ner, Hermod, and set forth with dawn 
To llela's kin.trdoin. to ask Balder l)ack ; 

And they shall he thy jjuides. who liiwe the power.’ 

He s]>fike, and brush'd soft by, and disappear'd. 

And Hermod gaz'd into the night, and said : — 240 

‘ Who is it utters througli the dark his host 
So quickly, and will wait for no reply? 

The voice was like the unhappy Iloder’s voice. 
Howbeit I will see, and do his hest : 

For there rang note divine in that command.’ 

So speaking, Ihe fleet-footed Hermod came 
Home, and lay down to sh‘ei> in his own house, 

And all the Gods lay down in their own homes. 

And Hoder too came home, distraught with grief, 
Loathing to meet, at dawn, the other Gods: 250 

And he went in, and shut the door, and fixt 
His sword ui)right, and fell on it, and died. 

But from the hill of Lidskialf Odin rose, 

The throne, from which his eye surveys the world ; 
And mounted Shdpner, and in darkness rode 
To Asgard. And the stars came cuit in H(‘aYcn, 

High over A.sgard, to light liome the King. 

But llercely Odin gallop’d, mov'd in heart ; 

And swift to Asgard, to the gate, he came • 

And terribly tlie hoofs of Sleijmer rang 2(50 

Along the flinty floor <»f Asgard streets ; 

And the Gods trembled on their gr.lden beds 
Hearing the vrrathful Father coining home ; 

For dread, for like a whirlwind, Odin came: 

And to Valhalla's gate he rode, and left 
Sleipner ; and Sleipner went to his own stall : 

And in Valhalla Odin laid him down. 

But in Breidablik Nanna, Balder's wife, 

Came with the Goddesses who wrought her will, 

And stood round Balder lying on his bier : 2/0 

And at his head and feet she station'd Scalds 
Wlio in their lives were famous for their song ; 

These o’er the corpse inton'd a plaintive strain, 
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A dirge ; and Nanria and her train replied. 

And far into the night they wail’d their dirge : 

But when their souls were satisfied with wail, 

Tliey went, and laid them down, and Kanna went 
Into an uj>por chamber, and lay down ; 

And Frea seal'd her tired lids with sleep. 

And ’twas when Night is bordering liard on I>awn, 
When air is chilliest, and fho stars sunk low, ‘JSl 

l^lien Balder's spirit tliroiigli the gloom drew near, 

In garb, in form, in feature as lie was 
Alive, and still the rays were roiiml his head 
Which were his glorious mark in Heaven ; he stood 
Over against the curtain of the bed, 

And gaz’d on Nanna as she slept, and spake : — 

* Poor lamb, ihou sleepest, and forgett’st thy woo. 
Tears stand iijion the lashes of thine eyes, 

Tears wet the pillow by thy <*hf‘ek ; but thou, 2i)0 

Like a young child, hast cried thyself to sleep. 

Sleej) on : I watch tliee, and am here to aid. 

Alive I kej)t not far from thee, dear soul, 

Neither do 1 neglect thee now, though dead. 

For wdth to-morrow's dawn the Gods j>re 2 >ar<» 

To gather wrood, and build a funeral pile 
U]>on iny ship, and l>urn my corpse with fire, 

That sad. sole honour of the dead ; and thee 
They think to burn, and all my choicest w^oalth. 

With me, for thus ordains the common rite : 3e0 

But it shall not be so: but mild, but swift, 

But painless shall a stroke from Frea come, 

To cut thy thread of life, and fr<*e thy soul. 

And they shall burn thy eorjKse W'ith mine, not thee. 
And w’ell I know that by no stroke of death, 

^lardy or swift, wouldst tlK>u be loath to die. 

So it restor’d thee, Nanna, to my side. 

Whom thou so w’^ell hast lov'd ; but I can smooth 
Tliy w ay, and this at least my j)rayers avail. 

Yes, and I fain w^oiild altogether w^ard 310 

Death from thy head, and with the Gods in Heaven 
Prolong thy life, though not by thee desir’d: 

But Right bars this, not only thy desire. 

Yet dreary. Nanna, is the life they lead 
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In that dim world, in Hela's mouldering realm ; 

And doleful lire the ghosts, the troops of dead, 

Whom llelii with austere control presides ; 

For of the rare of Gods is no one tiiere 
Save me alone, and Ilela, solemn Queen : 

And all tlie nobler souls of mortal men 320 

On ))attle-field have met their dealli, and now 
Feast in Valhalla, in my Father’s hall ; 

Only thfi inglorious sort are there Ixdow, 

I'he old, the cowards, and the weak are there. 

Men spent hy sickness, or obscure decay. 

But even there, O Naiina, wo might find 
Some solace in each oth(‘r\s look and speech, 
Wandering together thi'ough that gloomy world. 

And talking of Ihe life we led in Heaven, 

While vve yet liv'd, among the other Gods.’ 330 

He sjiake, and straight his lineaments began 
To fade : and Nanna in her sleep stretch’d out 
Her arms towards him with a cry ; but he* 

Mournfully shook liis lioad, and disappear’d. 

And as the woodman sees a little siiK»ke 
Hang in the air, afield, and disappeai* — 

8o Bakk*r faded in the night away. 

And Nanna on her heil sunk hack : hut then 
Frea, tlie Mother of the Gods, with stroke 
Fain less and swift, set free her airy soul, 340 

Which took, on Balder’s track, the way below : 

And instantly the sacred Morn appear’d. 

II 

.TOXTUNEY TO THE 1)1’ AD 

FoitTii from the East, up the ascent of Heaven, 

Day drove his courser with the Shining Mane ; 

And in Valhalla, from his gable porch. 

The golden-crested Cock began to crow: 

Hereafter, in the blackest dead of night, 

With shrill and dismal cries that Bird shall crow, 
Warning the Gods that foes draw nigh to Heaven ; 
But now lie crew at dawn, a cheerful note, 

To wake the (tods and Heroes to their tasks. 

And all the Gods, and all the Heroes, woke. 
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And from their beds the Heroes rose, and donn’d 
Their arms, and led their horses from the stall, 

And mounted them, and in Valhalla’s court 
Were rang’d ; and then the daily fray began. 

And all day long they there are hack’d and hewn 
'Mid dust, and groans, and limbs loii]»'d off, and blood; 
But all at night return to Odin’s hall 
Woundless and fresh : such lot is theirs in Heaven. 
And the ValkyritJS on their steeds went forth 
Toward Earth and lights of men ; and at their side 10 
Skulda, the youngest of the Nornies, rode : 

And over Bifrost, where is lleirndall's watch, 

Past Midgard Fortress, down to Earth th(‘y came : 
There through some battle-field, where men fall fast, 
’Tlieir horses fetlock-deep in blood, they ride, 

And pick tho bravest warriors out for death, 

Whom they bring back with them at night to H€‘aven, 
To glad the CJods, and feast in Odin’s hall. 

But the G<:»ds went not noAV, as otherwhile, 

Into the Tilt-Yard, where the Heroes fought, 30 

To feast their eyes with looking on tlie fray : 

Nor did they to their Judgement-Place repair 
By the ash Igdrasil, in Ida’s plain, 

Where they hold council, and give laws for men : 

But they went, Odin first, the rest behind, 

To the hall (Eadheim, wliich is built of gold ; 

Where are in circle rang’d twelve golden chairs, 

And in the mi<lst one higher, Odin's throne: 

There all tlio Gods in silence sate them down ; 

And thus the Father of the Ages spake - 40 

Go quickly, Gods, bring wood to the seashore, 
With all, which it beseems the dead to have 
And make a funeral pile on Balder’s ship. 

On the twelfth day the Gods shall burn his corpse. 

But Herinod, tliou, take Sleipner, and ride down 
To Hela's kingdom, to ask Balder back.* 

So said he ; and the Gods arose, and took 
Axes and ropes, and at their head came Thor, 
Shouldering his Hammer, which the Giants know : 
Forth wended they, and drove their steeds before : 50 
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And up the dewy mountain tracks they far’d 
To the dark forests, in the early tlawn ; 

And up and down and side and slant they roam’d : 

And from the ^jflens all day an echo came 
Of crashing falls ; for with his hammer Thor 
Smote ’mid the rocks the lichen-hoarded pines 
And hurst their roots ; while to their tops the Gods 
Made fast the woven ropes, and hal’d tlicni down. 

And lopp'd their houghs, and clove them on the sward, 
And bound the logs behind their steeds to draw, 60 
And drove them homeward ; and the snorting steeds 
Went straining through the crackling brushwood down. 
And by the darkling forest ]>aths the Gods 
Eollow’d, and on their shoulders carried houghs. 

And tliey came out upon the plain, and })assM 
Asgard, and led their hors<‘8 to the beach, 

And loos'd them of their loads on the seash(/re, 

AikI rang’d tlie wood in stacks ))y Balder's ship ; 

And every God went home to his own lu>usc‘. 

But when the Gods were to the forest gone 70 

lltu’mod led Sloipner from Valhalla forth 
And saddled him ; btd'ore that, Sleipner brook’d 
No meaner hand than Odin's on his mane, 

On his broad back no lesser rider bore : 

Yet docile now he stood at Ilermod's side. 

Arching his neck, and ghul to be bestrode, 

Knowing the God tliey went to seek, how dear. 

But Herinod mounted him, and sadly far'd. 

In silence, up the dark untravell'd road 
Which branches from the north of Heaven, and went 
All day ; and Daylight wan’d, and Night came on. 81 
And all that night he rtide, and journey’d so, 

Nine d.ays, nine nights, towards the northern ice, 
Through valleys deep-eiigulph’d, by roaring streams : 
And on the tenth morn he beheld the bridge 
Which spans with golden arches Giall’s stream, 

And on tlie bridge a Damsel watching arm’d. 

In the strait passage, at the further end, 

Where the road issues between walling rocks. 

Scant space that Warder left for passers by ; 

But, as when cowherds in October drive 
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Their kine across a snowy mountain pass 
To winter pasture on the southern side, 

And on the ridge a wagon chokes the way. 

Wedg’d in the snow ; then painfully the liinds 
With goad and shouting urge their cattle past, 
Plunging through deep untrodden banks of snow 
To right and left, and warm st<*am fills the air — 

So on the bridge that Damsel block’d the way. 

And question'd Hermod as he came, and said : — 100 

‘Who art thou on thy black and fiery horse 
lender whose hoofs the bridge o'er Giall's si ream 
Rumbles and shakes? Tell me thy race and home. 
But yestennorn five troops of dead ]iass’d by 
Bound on their way below to llela’s realm. 

Nor shook the bridge so much as thou alone. 

And thou hast tlesh and colour on thy cheeks 
Like men who live and <lraw the vital air : 

Nor look'st tliou pale and wan, like men deceas'd, 

Souls bound below, my daih' jiassers here.’ 110 

And the fleet-footed ITermod answer'd her;- - 
‘ O Damsel, llerniod am 1 call’d, the son 
Of Odin ; ami my high-roofd house is built 
Far henc(*, in Asgard, in the City of Cods ; 

And Sleipner, Odin's liorse, is this I ride. 

And I come, sent this road on Balder 's track : 

Say then, if he hath cross'<l thy bridge or no ? ’ 

ITe spake ; the Warder of the bridge replied : — 

* O Hermod, rarely do the feet of Gods 
t)r of the horses of the Gods resound 120 

Upon my bridge ; and, when they cross, I know. 
Balder hath gone this way. and ta’en the road 
Below there, to the north, toward llela’s realm. 

From here the cold white mist can be discern'd, 

Not lit with sun, but through the darksome air 
By the dim vapour-blotted light of stars, 

Wliicli hangs over the ice where lies the road. 

For in that ice are lost th()se northern streams 
Freezing and ridging in their onward flow, 

Which from the fountain of Vergelmer run, 130 

The spring that bubbles up by Hela's throne. 
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There are the joyless seats, the haunt of ghosts, 

Hela's pale swarms ; and there was Balder bound. 

Ride on ; i)as9 free : but he by this is there/ 

She spake, and stepp’d aside, and left him room. 

And Herniod greeted her, and galloi>’d })y 
Across the bridge ; then she took post again. 

But northward Hermod rode, the way l:)elow : 

And o’er a darksome tract, which knoW's no sun, 

But by the blotted light of stars, ho far’d ; 140 

And he came down to Ocean's northern strand 
At the drear ico, beyond the Oiants* homo : 

Thence on he journey’d o'er the fields of ice 
Still north, until he mt^t a stretching wall 
Barring his way, and in the wall a grate. 

Then he dismounted, and drew light the girths, 

On the smooth ice, of Sleipner, Odin's horse. 

And made him leap the grate, and came within. 

And he beheld spread round him HeLa’s realm, 

The plains of Niflheim, where dwell the dead, IfO 

An<l heard the thunder of the streams of Hell. 

For near the wall the river of Roaring flow’s, 

Outmost : the others near the centre run — 

The Storm, the Abyss, the Ilowding, and the Pain : 
These flow by Ilela's throne, and near their spring. 
And from the dark flock’d up the shadowy tribes : 

And as tlie sw’allows crowd the bulrush-beds 
Of some clear river, issuing from a lake, 

On autumn days, before they cross the sea ; 

And to each bulrush-crest a sw'allow hangs ir>0 

Swinging, and others skim the river streams, 

And their quick twittering fills the banks and shores — 
So around Hermod swarm’d the tw'ittering ghosts. 
Women, and infants, and young men wdio died 
Too soon for fame, wdlh wdiite un graven shields ; 

And old men, kiiow'ii to Glory, but their star 
Betray’d them, and of wasting age they died, 

Not wounds : yet, dying, they their armour wore. 

And now have chief regard in Hela’s realm. 

Behind flock’d wrangling up a piteous crew, 170 

Greeted of none, disfeatur’d and forlorn — 

Cowards, who were in sloughs interr’d alive: 
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And round them still the wattled hurdles hung 
Wherewith they stamp'd them down, and trod them deep, 
To hide their shameful memory from men. 

But all he pass'd unhail’d, and reach’d the throne 
Of Hela, and saw, near it, Balder crown’d, 

And Hela sat thereon, with countenance stern ; 

And thus besi)ake him first the solemn Queen 

‘ Unhappy, how h«ast thou endur’d to leave ISO 

The light, and journey to the cheerless land 
Where idly flit about the feeble shades? 

How didst tliou cross th(‘ bridge o’er Gialfs stream. 
Being alive, and come to Ocean’s shore ? 

Or how o’erleaj) the grate that bars the wall?’ 

She spake : but down off Sleipner Hermod sprang, 
And fell liefore her feet, and clasp’d her knees ; 

And spake, and mild entreated her, and said : — 

‘ O Hela, wherefore should the Gods declare 
Their errands to each other, or the ways 190 

They go ? the errand and the way is known. 

Thou know'st, thou know'st, what grief we liave in 
Heaven 

For Balder, whom thou hold'st b}’^ right below : 
Restore him, for what ])art fulfils he liere ? 

Shall he shed cheer over the cheerless seats, 

And touch the apathetic ghosts with joy ? 

Not for such end, O Queen, thou hold’st thy realm. 

For Heaven was Balder born, the City of Gods 
And Heroes, where they live in light and joy : 

Thither restore him, for his place is there.’ 200 

He spoke ; and grave replied the solemn Queen : — 

‘ Herrnod, for he thou art, thou Son of Heaven ! 

A strange unlikely errand, sure, is thine. 

Do the Gods semi to me to make them blest ? 

Small bliss my race hath of the Gods obtain’d. 

Three miglity children to my Father Lok 
Did Angerbode, the Giantess, bring forth — 

Fenris the Wolf, the Serpent huge, and Me : 

Of these the Serpent in the sea ye cast, 

Who since in your despite hath wax’d amain, 
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And now witli gleaming ring enfolds the world : 

Me on this cheerless nether world ye threw 
And gave mo nine unlighted realms to rule : 

While on his island in the lake, afar, 

Made fast to the bor’d crag, by wile not strength 
Subdu’d, witli limlxji* chains lives Fenris bound. 

Lok still subsists in Heaven, our Father wise, 

Your mate, though loath’d, and feasts in Odin’s hall ; 
But liim too foes await, and nettt'd snares. 

And in a cave a bed of needle rocks, -_0 

And o’er liis visage serpents dro}>ijing gall. 

Yet he shall one day rise, and burst his bonds, 

And with liimself set us liis offspring free. 

Wlien he guides MuspeFs children to their bourne. 

Till then in peril or in pain we live, 

AYrought by the Gods : and ask tlie CJods our aid ? 
Howbeit we abide our day : till then, 

Wo do not as some feebler haters do. 

Seek to afflict our foes with petty pangs, 

Helpless to bettiir us, or ruin them. -30 

Come then ; if Balder was so dear bt‘lov’<l, 

And this is triu*, and such a loss is Heaven s — 

Hear, how to Heaven may Balder be n'stor'd. 

Show ino through all the world the signs of grief: 
Fails but one thing to grieve, here Balder stop.-) : 

Let all that lives and moves upon the earth 
Weep him, and all tliat is without life weej^ : 

Let Gods, men, brutes, beweep him ; plants and stones. 
So shall I know the lost was dear indeed, 2:^9 

And bend my heart, and give liim back to Heaven.’ 

She spakt^ ; and Herniod answer'd In'r, and said : — 

‘ Hela, such as thou .say'st, the leriiis shall he. 

But come, declare me this, and truly tell : 

May I, ere 1 depart, l>id Balder bail ? 

Or is it here withheld to greet the dt^ad ? ' 

He spake ; and straightway Hela answer’d him : — 

‘ Herniod, greet Balder if thou wilt, and hold 
Converse : his speech remains, tliougli lie be dead.’ 

And .straight to Balder Herniod turn'd, and spake : — 
‘ Even in the abode of Death, O Balder, hail ! 25o 
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Thou hoar’st, if hearing, like as speech, is thine, 

Tlie terms of thy releasement hence to Heaven : 

Fear nothing but that all shall be fulfill’d. 

For not unmindful of thee are the Gods 
Who see the light, and blest in Asgard dwell ; 

Even here they seek thee out, in Hela’s realm. 

And sure of all the hnp])iest far art thou 

Who ever have been known in Earth or Heaven : 

Alive, thou Avert of (ilods tin' most belovM : 

And noAV thou sittest crown’d by Hela’s side, 260 

Here, and hast homnir among all the dead.’ 

He sj)ake ; ami Baltler utier’d him ro])!^", 

But feebly, as a voice far oil* ; he said : — 

‘ Hermod thf* nimbh^ gild me not my death. 

Better to livt> a shiA'e, a captur’d man, 

Wlio scatters rushes in a master’s hall, 

Than l)e a crown’d king here, and rule the dead. 

And now I count not of these terms as sate 
To l)e fulfill’d, nor my return as surf‘. 

Though T be lov'd, and many mourn my <leath : 270 

For doubh-mindetl ever Avas the seed 
Of Lok. and double are the gifts they give. 

Howbeit, report thy message ; and therewith, 

To Odin, ti) 1113 ^ Father, take this ring. 

Memorial of me, Avhether sa\"’d or no : 

And tell the IIoa\'en-born Gods how thou hast seen 
Me sitting here below by Hela’s side, 

Crown’d, Inwing honour among all the dead.’ 

He .s]>ake, and rais’d his hand, and gave the ring. 
And with inscrutahle rt'ganl the (,)ueen 2>XI 

Of Hell beheld them, and the gliosts stood dumb. 

But Ilermod took the ring, and yet once more 
Kneel’d and did homage to the sulejiin Queen ; 

Then mounted Sleipner, and set forth to rido 
Back, through the astonish’d tribes of dead, to lIoaA'en. 
And to the Avail he came, and found the grate 
Lifted, and issued on the fields of ice ; 

And o’er the ice he far’d to Ocean's strand. 

And up from thence, a Avet and misty road, 

To the arm'd Damsel’s bridge, and Giall’s stream. 290 
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Worse was that way to go than to return, 

For him : for others all return is barr'd. 

Nine days ho took to go, two to return ; 

And on tho twelfth morn saw the light of Heaven. 

And as a traveller in the early dawn 
To the steep edge of some great valley comes 
Through which a river flows, and s<‘es beneath 
Clouds of white rolling vapours All the vale, 

But o'er them, on the farther slope, descries 299 

Vineyards, and crofts, and pastures, bright w ith sun — 
So Hermod, o’er tho fog between, saw Heaven. 

And Sloipner snorted, for he smelt the air 
Of Heaven : and mightily, as wdngM, he flew. 

And Ilerniod saw the towers of Asgard i-ise : 

And he drew near, and heard no living voice 
111 Asgard ; and the golden halls were dumb. 

Then Hermod knoAV wdiat labour held the Gods : 

And through the empty streets he rode, and pass'd 

Under the gate-liouse to tho sands, and found 

The Gods on the seashore by Balder 's ship. 3iu 

III 

FUNERAL 

The Gods held talk together, group'd in knots, 
Round Balder’s corpse, which they had thither borne ; 
And Hermod came down towards them from the gate. 
And Lok, the Father of tho Serpent, fir.st 
Beheld him come, and to his neighbour spake 

^ See, here is Hermod, who ci>mes single back 
From Hell ; .and shall I tell thee how he seems ? 

Like as a farmer, who hath lost his dog. 

Some morn, at market, in a crowded town — 

Through many streets the poor beast runs in vain, 10 
And follows this man after that, for hours ; 

And, late at evening, spent and })aniing, falls 
Before a stranger's threshold, not his home, 

With flanks a-tremble, and his slender tongue 
Hangs quivering t>ut between his dust-sm ear’d jaws, 
And piteously he eyes the passers by: 

But home his master comes to his own farm. 

Far in the country, wondering w'here he is — 

So Hermod comes to-day unfollow'd home.’ 
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And straight his neighbour, mov’d with wrath, 
replied : — 20 

‘ Deceiver, fair in form, but false in heart, 

Enemy, Mocker, whom, though Gods, we hate — 
Peace, lest our Father Odin hear thee gibe. 

Would I might see him snatch thee in his hand. 

And hind thy carcase, like a bale, with cords, 

And hurl thee in a lake, to sink or swim. 

If clear from plotting Raider’s death, to swim ; 

But deep, if thou devisedst it, to drown, 

And perish, against fate, before thy day !’ 

So they two soft to one another spake. 30 

But Odin look’d toward th<‘ land, and saw 
His messenger ; and he stood forth, and cried : 

And Ilermod came, ami leapt from Sleipner down. 

And in his Fatlu r s liand put Sleipner’s rein, 

And greeted Odin and the Gods, and said : — 

‘Odin, my Father, and y«', Gods of Heaven ! 

Lo, home, liaving perform’d your will, I come. 

Into the joyless kingdom have I been. 

Below, and look'd upon the shadowy tribes 
Of ghosts, and commun’<I with their solemn Queen ; 40 
And to your j)rayer she sends you this rejdy : — 

Show her throwjh all the world the signs of grief : 

Fails hut one thing to grieve, there Balder stops. 

Let Gods, men, brutes, hrweep him, plants and stones. 

So shall she know goiir loss was dear indeed, 

And bend her heart, and give you Balder back.* 

He spoke ; and all the Gods to Odin look’d : 

And straight the Father of the Ages said :~ 

‘Ye Gods, these terms may keep another day. 

But now, put on your arms, and mount your steeds. GO 
And in procession all come near, and weep 
Balder ; for that is what the dead desire. 

When ye enough have wept, then build a pile 
Of the heap’d wood, and burn his corpse with fire 
Out of our sight ; that we may turn from grief, 

And lead, as erst, our daily life in Heaven.’ 
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lie spoke ; and the Gods arm’d : and Odin donn’d 
His dazzling: corslet and his helm of* pold, 

And led the way on Sleipner : and the rest 
Follow'd, in tears, their Father and their King. oo 

And thrice in arms around the dead they rode, 
Weeping ; the sands were wetted, and their arms, 
Witl) their thick-falling tears : so good a friend 
They mourn'd that day, so bright, so lov'd a God. 

And Odin came, and laid his kingly hands 
On Balder's breast, and thus began the wail : — 

‘ Farewell, O Balder, bright and lov’d, my Son ! 

In that great day. the Twilight of tlie Gods, 

AVhen Muspol's children sliall bcileaguer Heaven, 

Then we shall miss thy counsel and thy arm.’ To 

Thou earnest near the next, O Warrior Thor ! 
Shouldering tliy Hammer, in thy chariot drawn. 
Swaying the long-hair’d Goats with silver'd ndn ; 

And over Balder's cori)se these words di<ist say 

‘ Brother, thou dwellest in the darksome land, 

And talkest with the feeble tribes of ghosts, 

Now. and I know not h(»w they prize thee there. 

But here, 1 know, thou wilt be miss’d and mourn'd. 
For haughty spirits and high wraths are rih^ 

Among the G^)ds and Heroes here in Heaven, 80 

As among those, whose joy and work is war : 

And daily strifes arise, and angry words : 

But from thy lips, O Balder, night or daj^ 

Heard no one ever an injurious word 

To God or Hero, but thou keptest back 

The others, labouring to compose their brawls. 

Be ye then kind, as Balder too was kind : 

For we lose him. who smooth'd all strife in Heaven.' 

He spake : and all the Gods assenting wail'd. 

And Freya next came nigh, wdth golden te.irs : 90 

The loveliest Godiless she in Heaven, by all 
Most honour'd after Froa, Odin's wife: 

Her long ago the wandering Oder took 
To mate, but left her to roam distant lands ; 

Since then she seeks him, and weeps tears of gold : 
Names hath she many ; Vanadis on eartli 
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They call her ; Frey a is her name in Heaven : 

She in her hands took Balder’s head, and spake : — 

‘ Balder, my brother, thou art gone a road 
Unknown and long, and haply on that wa 3 ’^ 100 

My long-lost wandering Oder thou hast met, 

For ill tlie paths of Heav«m he is not found. 

Oh, if it be so, tell him w'hat thou wert 
To liis neglected wife, and what he is. 

And wring his heart with shame, to hear thy word. 
For he, my husband, loft me here to pine, 

Not long a wife, when his unquiet heart 
First drove him from me into distant lands. 

Since then I vainly seek him through the world, 

And weei» from shore to shore my goblen tears, IIO 
But neither god nor mt'rtal heeds my pain. 

Thou onlj', Balder, wert for ever kind, 

To take my hand, and wipe my tears, and say : — 

Weep not, O JbWya^ weep no golden tears ! 

One day the wandering Oder will return, 

Or thou wilt find him in thy faithful search 
On some great roady or resting in an inn, 

Or at a ford, or sleeping by a tree , — 

So Balder said ; but Oder, well I know, 

My truant Oder I shall see no more 120 

To the world’s end ; and Balder now is gone ; 

And I am left uncomforted in Heaven.' 

She spake ; and all the Goddesses bewail’d. 

Last, from among the Heroes one came near, 

No God, but of the Hero-troop the chief — 

Regner, who swept the northern sea with fleets, 

And rul’d o’er Denmark and the heathy isles. 

Living ; but Ella captur’d him Jind slew : 

A king, whoso fame then fill’d the vast of Heaven, 
Now time obscures it, and men’s later deeds : 130 

He last approach’d the corpse, and spake, and said : — 

* Balder, there y'et are many Scalds in Heaven 
Still left, and that chief Scald, thy brother Brage , 
Whom we may bid to sing, though thou art gone : 

And all these gladly, while we drink, we hear. 

After the feast is done, in Odin’s hall ; 
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But they harp ever on one string, and wake 
Remembranco in our soul of wars alone, 

Such as on earth we valiantly have wag’d, 

And blood, and ringing blows, and violent death: 140 
But when thou sangest, Balder, thou didst strike 
Another note, and, like a bird in spring, 

Thy voice of joyance minded us, and youth, 

And wife, and children, and our ancient home. 

Yes, and I too remember’d then no more 
My dungeon, where the serpents stung me dead. 

Nor Ella’s victory on the English coast ; 

But I heard Thora laugh in Gothland Isle ; 

And saw my shepherdess, Aslauga, tend 
Her flock along the white Norwegian beach : 150 

Tears started to mine eyes with yearning joy : 
Therefore with grateful heart I mourn thee dead.’ 

So Kogner spake, and all the Heroes groan'd. 

But now the sun had pass’d the height of Heaven, 

And soon had all that day been spent in wail ; 

But then the Father of the Ages said : — 

‘ Ye Gods, there well may be too much of wail. 
Bring now the gather'd wood to Baldor’s ship ; 

Heap on the deck the logs, and build the j>yre.’ 150 

But when the Gods and Heroes heard, they brought 
The w’’ood to Balder’s shiji, and built a pile. 

Full tho dock’s breadth, and lofty ; then the corpse 
Of Balder on the highest top they laid, 

With Nanna on his right, and on his left 
Hoder, his brother, whom his own hand slew. 

And they set jars of wine and oil to lean 
Against the bodies, and stuck torches near. 

Splinters of pine-wood, soak'd with turpentine ; 

And brought his arms and gold, and all his stuff. 

And slew the dogs which at his table fed, 170 

And his horse. Bidder’s horse, whom most he lov’d, 
And threw them on the pyre, and Odin threw 
A last choice gift thereon, his golden ring. 

They fixt the mast, and hoisted up the sails, 

Then they put fire to the wood ; and Thor 
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Set his stout shoulder hard against the stern 
To push the ship through the thick sand : sparks flew 
From the deep trench she plough’d — so strong a God 
Furrow'd it — and the water gurgled in. 

And the Ship floated on the waves, and rock'd : 180 

But in the hills a strong East-Wind arose, 

And came down moaning to the sea ; first squalls 
Ran black o’er the sea’s face, then steady rush’d 
The breeze, and fill'd the sails, and blew the fire. 

And, wreath'd in smoke, tlie Ship stood out to sea. 
Soon with a roaring rose the mighty fire, 

And the pile crackled ; and between the logs 
Sharp (piivering tongues of flame shot out, and leapt, 
Curling and darting, higher, until they lick’d 
The summit of the pile, the dead, the mast, 190 

And ate the shrivelling sails; but still the Ship 
Di’ove oil, ablaze, above her hull, w’ith fire. 

And the Gods stood upon the beach, and gaz'd : 

And, while they gaz’d, the Sun went lurid down 
Into the smoke-wrapt st*a, and Night came on. 

Then the w'ind fidl, with night, and there was calm. 
But through the dark they watch’d the burning Ship 
Still carried o’er the distant waters on 
Farther and farther, like an Eye of Fire. 

And as in the dark night a travelling man 200 

Who bivouacs in a forest 'mid the hills. 

Sees suddenly a spire of flame shoot up 
Out of the black waste forest, far below, 

Which woodcutters have lighted near their lodge 
Against the wolves ; and all night long it flares : — 

So flar'd, in the far darkness, Baldor's pyre. 

But fainter, as the stars rose high, it hiini’d ; 

The bodies were consum'd, ash chok’d the j[)ile : 

And as in a decaying winter fire 209 

A charr'd log, falling, makes a shower of sparks — 

So, with a shower of sparks, the pile fell in, 

Reddening the sea around ; and all was dark. 

Bnt the Gods went by starlight np the shore 
To Asgard, and sate down in Odin’s hall 
At table, and the funeral-feast began. 

All night they ate the boar Serimner’s flesh. 
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And from thoir horns, with silver rimm’d, drank mead, 
Silent, and waited for the sacred Morn. 

And Morning over all the world was spread. 

Then from thoir loathed feast the Gods arose, 220 

And took their horses, and set h)rtli to ride 

O’er the bri<lge Bifrost, where is Ileimdairs watch. 

To the ash Igdrasil, and Ida^s ^dain : 

Thor camo on foot ; the rest on horseback rode. 

And they found Mimir sitting by his Fount 
t)f Wisdom, Mdiich beneath the ashtreo sju'ings ; 

And saw the Nornies watering the roots 
Of that world-shadowing tree with Iloney-dew: 

Tliero came the Gods, and sate thejn down on stones : 
An<l thus the Father of the Ages said : — 230 

Gods, tlie terms ye know, wdiichHermodbrouglit. 
Accept them or reject tliem ; both liave grounds. 
Accept them, and they bind ns, unfultiird, 

To leave for twer Balder in the grave, 

An nnrecover’d i3risoner, shade with shades. 

But how, ye say, should tlie fulfilnK'nt fail ? 

Smooth sound the terms, and light to be fullillM ; 

For dear-belov’d was Babler while he liv’d 
In Heaven and Earth, and who would grudge him tears? 
But from the traitorous seed of Lok they come, 24u 
'Jdies(i t< rms, and I susp<^ct some hidden fraud. 

Bethink ye, (iods, is ther<3 no other way? — 

8j)eak, we it* not this a way, the way for Gods? 

If I, if 0<lin, clad in radiant arms, 

Mounted on Sleipner, with the AVarrior Thor 
Drawn in his car beside mo, and im sons. 

All the strong brood of Heaven, to swell my train. 
Should make iri-iiption into Flela’s realm. 

And set the fields of glt»om abkaze with light, 

And bring in triumph Balder back to Heaven ? ’ 

Ho spake ; and his lieree sons applauded loud. 

But Fi’t^a, Mother of the Gods, arose. 

Daughter and wife of Odin ; thus she said : — 

‘ Odin, tliou Whirlwind, what a threat is this I 
Thou threatenest what transcends thy might, even thine. 
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For of all powers the mightiest far art thou, 

Lord over men on Earth, and Gods in Heaven ; 

Yet even from thee thyself hath been withheld 
One thing ; to undo what thou thyself hast rul’d. 

For all which hath been fixt, was fixt b^^' thee : 260 

In the beginning, ere the Gods were ])orn, 

Before the Heavens wore builded, thou didst slay 
The Giant Ymir, whom the Abyss brought forth, 

Thou and thy brethren fierce, the Sons of Bor, 

And threw his trunk to choke the abysmal void : 

But of his flesh and members thou didst build 
The Ear til and Ocean, and above them Heaven : 

And from the flaming world, where Muspel reigns. 
Thou stiiit’fot and fetched’st fire, and madest lights, 

Sun Moon and Stars, which thou hast hung in Heaven, 
Dividing clear the paths of night and day : 271 

And Asgard thou didst build, and Midgard Fort : 

Then mo thou mad’st ; of us the Gods were horn : 
Then, walking hy the sea, thou foundesi spars 
Of ^^ood, and framed’st men, who till the earth, 

Or on the eoa, the fleld of pirates, sail : 

And all the race of Ymir thou didst drown, 

Save one, Bergelmer ; he on shi]>board tied 
Thy deluge, and from liim the Giants sprang ; 

But all that brood thou bast remov’d far ofl', 280 

And set by Ocean’s utmost marge to dwell : 

But Hela into Niflheim thou throw'st, 

And gav'st her nini* unliglited Avorlds to ruh\ 

A Queen, and einjiire over all the dead. 

That empire wilt thou now invade, light up 
Her darkness, from her grasp a subj('ct tear? — 

Try it ; but I, for one, will not apjilaud. 

Nor do I merit, Odin, thou sbould'si slight 
Me and my words, though thou be first in Heaven : 
For I too am a Goddess, born of thee, 290 

Thine eldest, and of me the Gods are sprung ; 

And all that is to come 1 know, but lock 
In my own breast, and have to none reveal’d. 

Come then ; since Hela holds by right her prey, 

But offers terms for his release to Ileaven, 

Accept the chance thou canst no more obtain. 

Send through the w^orld thy messengers : entreat 
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All living and unliving things to weep 

For Balder ; if thou haply thus niay'st melt 

llela, and vv^in the lov'd one hack to Heaven.’ 300 

She sj)ake, and on her face let fall her veil. 

And bow'd lier head, and sate with folded hands. 

Nor did the all-ruling Odin slight her word ; 
Straightway he spake, and thus address'd the Gods : 

^Go quickly forth through all the world, and pray 
All living and unliving things to wee]) 

Balder, if hai)ly he may thus V>e won.’ 

When the Gods heard, they straight arose, and took 
Their horses, and rode forth thivuigh all the world. 
North south east west they .struck, and n)amVl the 
world, 330 

Entreating all things to weep Balder's d<!ath : 

And all that liv’d, and all without life, we])l. 

And a.s in wintc-r, when the frost breaks u]), 

At winter’s end, before the spring begins, 

And a warm west wind blows, and th.aw sets in — 
After an hour a drij)})ing sound is heard 
In all the forests, and the soft-strewn snow 
Under the trees is dibbled thick with holes. 

And from the ]>oughs the snowloads shullle down ; 
And in iiolds slo])ing to the south dark plots 320 

Of grass peej) out amid surrounding snow. 

And widen, and the poa.sant's heart is glad — 

So through the world was heard a dripj)ing 7ioise 
Of all things weeping to bring Balder back : 

And there fell joy uj)on the Gods to hear. 

But llerinod rode with Niord, whom he took 
To show him .spits and beaches of the .sea 
Far off, where some unwarn’d might fail to weo]) — 
Niord, the God of storms, whom fishers know : 

Not born in Heaven ; he was in Vanheim rear’d, 330 
With men, but lives a hostage with the Gods : 

He knows each frith, and every rocky creek 
Fring'd with dark pines, and sands where seafowl 
scream : — 

They two scour’d every coast, and all things wept. 

And they rode home together, through the wood 
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Of Jarnvid, wliich to eixst of Midgard lies 
Bordering the Giants, where the trees are iron ; 

There in the wood before a cave they came 
Where sate, in the cave’s mouth, a skinn}^ Hag, 
Toothless and old ; she gibes the passers by : 340 

Thok is she call’d ; but now Lok wore her shape : 

She greeted them the first, and laugh’d, and said : — 

‘ Ye Gods, good lack, is it so dull in Heaven, 

That yo como pleasuring to Thok’s Iron Wood ? 
liovers of change ye are, fastidious sprites. 

Look, as in some boor’s yard a sweet-breatli’d cow 
Whose manger is stuff’d full of good fresh hay 
Snuffs at it daintily, and stoops her head 
To chew the straw, her litter, at her feet — 349 

So ye grow squeamish, Gods, and sniff at Heaven.’ 

She spake ; but Hermod answer’d her and said : — 
*Thok, not for gibes we come, we come for tears. 
Balder is dead, and Hela holds her prey, 

But will restore, if all things give him tears. 

Begrudge not thine ; to all was Balder dear.’ 

But, with a louder laugh, the Hag replied : — 

* Is Balder dead ? and do ye come for tears ? 

Thok with dry eyes will weep o’er Balder’s pyre. 

Weep him all other things, if weep they will — 

I weep him not : let Hela keep her prey ! ’ 360 

She sjiake ; and to the cavern’s depth she fled, 
Mocking : and Hermod knew their toil was vain. 

And as seafaring men, who long have wrought 
In the great deep for gain, at last come home. 

And towards evening see the headlands rise 

Of their own country, and can clear descry 

A fire of wither’d furze which boys have lit 

Upon the cliffs, or smoke of burning weeds 

Out of a till’d field inland ; — then the wind 

Catches them, and drives out again to sea : 370 

And they go long days tossing up and down 

Over the grey sea ridges ; and the glimj^se 

Of port they had makes bitterer far their toil — 

So the Gods’ cross was bitterer for their joy. 
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Then, sad at heart, to Niord Hermod spake : — 

* It is the Accuser Lok, who flouts us all. 

Ride back, and tell in Heaven this heavy news. 

I must again below, to llela's realm.’ 

He spoke ; and Niord set forth back to Heaven. 

But northward Hermod rode, the way below ; 380 

The way he knew : and travers'd Giall’s stream, 

And down to Ocean grop’d, and cross’d the ice, 

And came beneath the wall, and found the grate 
Still lifted ; well was his return foreknown. 

And once more Hermod saw around him spread 
The joyless plains, and heard the streams of Hell. 

But as he enter’d, on the exiremest bound 
Of NilUieim, he saw one Ghost come near. 

Hovering, and stopping oft, as if afraid ; 

Hoder, the unhai>py, whom his own hand slew : 300 

And Hermod look'd, and knew his brother's ghost, 
And call’d him by his name, and sternly said : — 

‘ Hoder, ill-fated, blind in heart and €*yes ! 

Why tarriest thou to plunge thee in the gulph 
Of the deej) inner gloom, but flittest here, 

In twilight, on the lonely verge of Hell, 

Far from the other ghosts, and Hela's ihrorio ? 
Doubtless thou fearest to meet Balder's voice. 

Thy brother, whom through folly thou didst slay.' 

He spoke ; but Hoder answer’d him, and said : — 

‘ Hermod the nimble, dost thou still pursue 401 

The unhappy with reproach, even in the grave ? 

For this I died, and fled beneath the gloom, 

Not daily to endure abhorring Gods, 

Nor with a hateful presence cumber Heaven — 

And canst thou not, even hero, i>ass }>itying by ? 

No less than Balder have I lost the light 
Of Heaven, and communion Avith rny kin: 

I too had once a wife, and once a child. 

And substance, and a golden house in Heaven : 410 

But all I left of my own act, and fled 
Below, and dost thou hate me even here ? 

Balder upbraids me not, nor hates at, all, 

Though he has cause, have any cause ; but he, 
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When that with downcast looks I hither came, 
Stretch’d forth his hand, and, with benignant voice, 
Welcome^ he said, if there he tvelcoyne here. 

Brother and fellow-sport of Loh with me. 

And not to ofiend thee, Ilermod, nor to force 
My hated converse on thee, came I up 420 

From tlie deep gloom, wliere I will now return ; 

But earnestly I long’d to hover near, 

Not too far off, when that thou earnest by, 

To feel the presence of a brother God, 

And hear the ]>assage of a horse of Heaven, 

For the last time : for hei-e thou coin’st no more.’ 

He spake, and turn’d to go to the inner gloom. 

But Herinod stay’d him with mild words, and said : — 

‘Thou doest well to chide me, Hoder blind. 

Truly thou vsay’st, the jdanning guilty mind 430 

Was Lok’s ; the unwitting hand alone was thine. 

But Gods are like tlie sons of men in this — 

When they have woo, they blame the nearest cause. 
Ilowbeii stay, and be appeas’d ; and tell— - 
Sits Balder still in pomp bj’’ Hela’s side, 

Or is he mingled with the unnumber’d dead ?’ 

And tl le blind Hoder an.swer’d him and spake: — 

‘ His place of state reniain.s by Ilela’s side, 

But empty : for his wife, for Nanna came 
Lately below, and join’d him ; and the Pair 440 

Frequent the still recesses of the realm 
Of Hela, and hold converse undisturb'd. 

But they too doubtless, will have breath’d the balm 
Which floats before a visitant from Heaven, 

And have drawn upwards to this verge of Hell.’ 

He spake ; and, as he ceas’d, a puff of wind 
Roll’d heavily the leaden mist aside 
Round where they stood, and they beheld Two Forms 
Make towards them o’er the stretching cloudy plain. 
And Ilermod straight perceiv’d them, who they were, 
Balder and Nanna ; and to Balder said : — 451 

‘ Balder, too truly thou foresaw’s t a snare. 

Lok triumphs still, and Hela keeps her prey. 
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No more to Asgarcl slialfc thou come, nor lodge 
In thy own house, Breidablik, nor enjoy 
The love all bear towards thee, nor train up 
Dorset, thy son, to })e V>elov’d like tlu^e. 

Here must thou lie, and wait an endless age. 

Therefore for the last time, O Balder, hail ! ’ 4r>9 

He spake ; and Balder answer’d him and said : — 

' Hail and farewell, for here thou com'st no more. 

Yet mourn not for me, Ilerinod, when thou sitt’st 
In Heaven, nor let the other Gods lament. 

As wholly to be pitied, quite forlorn : 

For Nanna hath rejoin’d me, who, of old. 

In Heaven, was seldom parted from my side ; 

And still the acceptance follows me, which crown'd 
My former life, and cheers mo even hero. 

The iron fri)wn of Hela is relax'd 

When I draw nigh, and the W'an tribes of dead 470 
Trust me, and gladly bring for my award 
Their ineffectual feuds and feeble hates. 

Shadows of hates, but they distress them still.’ 

And the fleet-footed Hermod made re]>ly : — 

^ Thou hast then all the solace death allows, 

Esteem and function : and so far is W'elL 
Yet here thou liest. Balder, underground, 

Rusting for ever : and the years roll on, 

The generations pass, the ages grow, 

And bring us nearer to the flnal day 480 

When from the south shall march the Fiery Band 
And cross the Bridge of Heaven, with Lf>k for guide, 
And Fenris at his heel with broken chain : 

While from the east the Giant Ryrner steers 
His ship, and the great Serpent makes to land ; 

And all are marshall'd in one flaming .scpiare 
Against the Gods, upon the plains of Heaven. 

I mourn thee, that tliou canst not help us then.’ 488 

He spake ; but Balder answer’d him .and said : — 

‘ Mourn not for me : Mourn, Ilermod, for the Gods: 
Mourn for the men on Earth, the Gods in Heaven, 
Who live, and with their eyes shall see that day. 

The day will come, when Asgard’s towers shall fall. 



BALDER DEAD 


267 


And Odin, and his Sons, tho seed of Heaven : 

But wliat were I, to save them in that hour ? 

If strengtli could save tliem, could not Odin save, 

My Father, and his }>ride, the Warrior Thor, 

Vidar the Silent, the Impetuous Tyr ? 

I. what were I, when these can naught avail ? 

Yet, doul)t]ess, when the day of battle comes, CO'J 

And tlie two Hosts are niarshallM. and in Heaven 
The golden -crested Cock shall sound alarm, 

And his black Brother-Bird from hence reply. 

And Imcklers clash, and spears begin to pour — 
Longing will stir witliin my breast, though vain. 

But not to mo so grievous, as, I know, 

'IV) other Gods it were, is my enforc'd 
Absence from fields where 1 could nothing aid : 

For I am long since weary of your storm 
Of carnage, and find, Hermod, in your life r)10 

Something too much of war and broils, which make 
Life one iierpetual fight, a bath of blood. 

Mine eyes are dizzy with the arrowy hail ; 

Mine ears are stunn'd with blows, and sick for calm. 
Inactive therefore let me lie, in gloom, 

Unarm’d, inglorious : I attend tho course 
Of ages, and niy late return to light, 

In times less alien to a spirit mild, 

In new-recovor’d seats, the hapi>ier day.’ f>ll* 

He spakt* ; and tho fleet Hermod thus replied : — 

*’ Brother, wliat seats are these, what happier day ? 
Tell me, that I may ponder it when gone.’ 

And the ray-crowned Balder answer’d him : — 

‘Far to the south, beyond The Blue, there spreads 
Another Iloaven, The Boundless : no one yet 
Hath reach'd it : there hereafter shall arise 
The second Asgard, with another name. 

Thither, whim o’er this present Earth and Heavens 
The tempest of the latter days hath swept, 520 

And they from sight have disappear’d, and sunk, 

Shall a small remnant of the Gods repair : 

Hoder and I shall join them from the grave. 

There re-assembling we shall see emerge 
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From the bright Ocean at our feet an Earth 
More fresh, more verdant than the last, with fruits 
Self-springing, and a seed of man preserv'd, 

Wlio ilien shall live in peace, as now in war. 

But we in Heaven shall find again with joy 
The ruin'd jialaces of Odin, seats 

Familiar, halls where we have supp’d of old ; 040 

Tife-entor them with wonder, never fill 

Our eyes with gazing, and rebuild with tears. 

And we shall tread once more the well-known plain 

Of Ida, and among the grass shall find 

Tlie golden dice with which we play'd of yore ; 

And that will bring to mind the former life 
And pastime of the Gods, the wise discourse 
Of Odin, the delights of other days. 

0 Ilermod, pray that thou mayst join us then ! 

Such for the future is my hope : meanwhile, .^50 

1 rest the thrall of llela, and endure 

Death, and the gloom which round mo even now 
Thickens, and to its inner guli)h recalls. 

Farewell, for longer speech is not allow’d.' 

He spoke, and wav'd farewell, and gave his hand 
To Naiina ; and she gave their brother blind 
Her hand, in turn, for guidance ; and The Three 
Departed o’er the cloudy plain, and soon 
Faded from sight into the interior gloom. 

But Ilermod stood beside his drooping horse, 6G0 

Mute, gazing after them in tears: and fain. 

Fain had he follow’d their receding steps, 

Though they to Death were bound, and he to Heaven, 
Then ; but a Power ho could not break withheld. 

And as a stork which idle boys have tra 2 >p'd. 

And tied him in a 5 ’^ard, at autumn sees 
Flocks of his kind pass flying o'er his head 
To wanner lands, and coasts that keep the sun ; 

He strains to join tlieir flight, and, from liis shed, 
Follows them with a long complaining cry — 570 

So Hermod gaz’d, and yearn'd to join liis kin. 

At last he sigh’d, and set forth back to Heaven. 
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[Firht publisliod 1855.] 

Stop — Not to me, at tliis Litter departing, 

Sj->eak of tlie sure consolations of Time. 

Fresh be the wound, stilLrenew'd be its smarting, 

So but thy image endure in its prime. 

But, if the stedfast commandment of Nature 
Wills that remembrance should always decay ; 

If the lovM form and the deejvcherish’d featiire 
Must, when unseen, from the soul fade away— 

Me let no lialf-effac’d memorie.s cumber ! 

Fled, fled at once, be all vestige of thee — 10 

J)e(>p be tlie darkness, and still be the slumber — 

Bead be tlio Past and its phantoms to me ! 

Then, wlien we mM, and thy look strays towards me, 
Scanning my face and the changes wrought there, — 

Who, let nu* say, is this Stranger regards me, 

With the grey eyes, and the lovely brown hair ? 


Separation - Td/cl Faded Leavea. III. Separation i-S55. 
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STANZAS TKOM THE GKANDE CIIAKTREUSE 

[First publislioil in Fiaser^s MtKtazitir, Ajh'iI, liS5r>. 
]l<‘j)rinted ISiJT.] 

Turtouaii Alpine in<;adows soft-siifl’usod 
With rain, where thick the crocus hluws, 

]^ast the dark forges long disused. 

The mule-track from Saint Laurent goes. 

The bridge is cross'd, and slow we ride, 

Through forest, uj) the mountain-side. 

The autumnal evening darkens round, 

The wind is ui>, and drives the rain ; 

While hark ! far down, with strangled sound 
Doth the Dead Guiers* stream comidain, 10 

Where that wet smoko among the woods 
Over his boiling cauldron broods. 

Swift rush the spectral vapours white 
Past limestone scars with ragged pines, 
Showing— then blotting from our sight. 

Halt ! through the cloud-drift something shines ! 
High in the valley, wet and drear, 

The huts of Courrerie appear. 

SiriJee leftward! cries our guide ; and higher 
Mounts up the stony forest-way. 20 

At last the encircling trees retire ; 

Look ! through the showery twilight grey 
What pointed roofs are these advance ? 

A palace of the Kings of France ? 

Approach, for what we seek is here. 

Alight and sparely sup and wait 
For rest in this outbuilding near ; 

Then cross the sward and reach that gate ; 


13 Swift] Fast Fraser 1S55. 
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Knock ; pass the wicket ! Thou art come 

To the Carthusians’ world-famed home. 30 

The silent courts, where night and day 
Into their stone-carved basins cold 
The splashing icy fountains play, 

The humid corridors behold, 

Wlioro ghostlike in the deef>ening night 
Cowl'd forms brush by in gleaming white. 

T1 le chapel, where no organ's peal 
Invests the stern and naked prayer. 

'With penitential cries they kneel 

And wrestle ; rising then, with bare 40 

And white ui)lifted faces stand, 

Passing the Host from hand to hiind ; 

Each takes ; and then his visage wan 
Is huried in liis cowl once more. 

The cells — the suffering Hon of Man 
Upon the wall ! the kneo-worn floor ! 

And, where they sleep, that wooden bed, 

Which shall their colfin be, when dead. 

The library, where tract and tome 

Not to feed priestly pride are there, fJO 

To hymn the conquering march of Rome, 

Nor yet to amuse, as ours are ; 

Tliey paint of souls the inner strife, 

Their drops of blood, their deatli in life. 

The garden, overgrown — yet mild 
Those fragrant herbs are flowering there I 
Strong children of the Alpine wild 
Whose culture is the brethren’s care ; 

Of human tasks their only one, 

And cheerful works beneath the sun. 60 

Those halls too, destined to contain 
Each its own ]>ilgrini host of old, 

From England, Germany, or Spain — 

All are before me ! I l>ehold 

The House, the Brotherhood austere I 

And what am I, that I am here? 
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For rigorous teachers seized my j’^outh, 

And purged its faith, and trimin’d its lire, 

Showed me the high white star of Truth, 

There hade me gaze, and there asj>ire ; 70 

Even new their whispers pierce the gloom : 

What (lost thou hi this living tomb ? 

Forgive me, masters of the mind ! 

At whose hehest I h>ng ago 
So mucli unlearnt, so much resign'd ! 

I come not here to l^e your foe. 

1 seek these ancliorites, not in ruth. 

To curse and to deny your truth : 

Not as their friend or cdiild I sj)eak ! 

But as on some far northern strand, 80 

Thinking of his own Gods, a Greek 
In pity and mournful awe might stand 
Before some fallen Runic stone — 

For both were faiths, and both are gone. 

Wandering between two worlds, one dead. 

The other powerless to be born. 

With nowhere yet to rest my head. 

Like these, on earth 1 wait forlorn. 

Their faith, my tears, the world deride ; 

I come to shed them at their side. 00 

Oh, hide me in your gloom profound, 

Ye solemn seals of holy pain ! 

Take me, cowl’d forms, and fence me round, 

Till 1 i)ossess my soul again ! 

Till free my thoughts l>efore me roll, 

Not chafed by hourly false control. 

For the world cries your faith is now 
But a dead time’s exploded dream ; 

My melancholy, sciolists say, 

Is a pass’d mode, an outworn thome — 100 

As if the world had ever had 
A faith, or sciolists been sad. 

68 purged . . . trimm’d] prun’d . . . quench’d Fraser 1855. 

09 high white] pale ct)ld Fraser 1855. 

93 Invest me, steep me, fold me round, Fraser 1855. 

101 ever] ever Fraser 1855. 
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Ah, if it he pass’d, take away, 

At least, the restlessness — the pain ! 

Be man henceforth no more a prey 
To these out-dated stings again ! 

The nobleness of grief is gone — 

All, leave us not tlie fret alone ! 

But, if you cannot give us ease, 

Last of the race of them who grieve 110 

Here leave us to die out with these 
Last of the people who believe ! 

Silent, while years engrave the brow ; 

Silent — the best are silent now. 

Achilles ponders in his tent. 

The kings of modern thought ar<^ dumb ; 

Silent they are, though not conienl, 

And wait to see the future come. 

They have the grief men had of yore, 

But they contend and cry no more. 120 

Our fathers water'd with their tears 
This sea of time w'hereon we sail ; 

Their voices were in all men’s ears 
Who pass’d within their jiuissant Jiail. 

Still the same Ocean round us raves, 

Blit we stand mute and -watch the waves. 

For -wliat avail’d it, all the noise 
And outcry of the former men ? 

Say, have their sons obtain’d more joys ? 

Say, is life lighter now than then ? 130 

The sufferers died, they left their pain ; 

Tlie pangs which tortured them remain. 

What helps it now, that Byron bore, 

With haughty scorn which mock’d the smart, 
Through Europe to the Aetolian shore 
The pageant of his bleeding heart ? 

That thousands counted every groan, 

And Europe made his woe her own *? 

108 frot] pang Fraser 7855. 121 Our] Their Fraser 1858, 

126 we] they J^ra«er 129 obtain’d] achiev’d i^raser 
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What boots it, Shelley ! that the breeze 
Carried thy lovely wail away, 140 

Musical tliroiigli Italian trees 
That frin^^e thy soft blue Spezzian bay ? 

Inheritors of thy distress 

Have restless h€*arts one throb tlu^ less ? 

Or are we easier, to have read, 

O Obermann ! the sad, stern page, 

Wliich tells us how thou liidd’st thy head 
From the fierce tempest of thine age 
In the leno brakes of Fontainebleau, 

Or chal(‘ts near the Alpine snow ? 150 

Ye slumber in your silent grave ! 

I'he worhl, which for an idle day 
(lirace tt) your mood c>f sadness gave, 

Long since hath flung her weeds away. 

The eternal trifler breaks your spell ; 

But we - we learnt your lore loo well ! 

There may, ]>erhaps, yet dawn an age, 

Mor(' fortunate, alas ! than we. 

Which without hardness will be sage, 

And gay without frivolity. JOO 

Sons of the worhl, oh, haste those years ; 

But, till they rise, allow our tears ! 

Allow them ! We admire with aw^e 
The exidting thunder of your race ; 

You give the universe your law. 

You triumph over time and space. 

Your j)ride of life, your tireless powers, 

We mark them, but they are not ours. 

We are like children rear'd in shade 
Beneath some old-world abbey wall 170 

Forgotten in a forest-glade 
And secret from the eyes of all ; 

Deep, deep the greenw'ood round them waves, 
Their abbey, and its close of graves. 

142 dark Fraser ir>l Ye . . . your] They . . . 

ihelr Fraser lSo5. 152, 15.5, 15G your ] tlieir i'Vdser iS55. 154 
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But where the road runs near the stream, 

Oft through the trees they catch a glance 
Of passing troops in the sun^s beam- 
Pennon, and i>lume, and flashing lance! 

Forth to the world those soldiers faro, 

To life, to cities, and to war. 

And through the woods, another way, 

Faint bugle-notes from far are borne, 

Wliere hunters gather, staghounds bay. 

Round some old forest-lodge at morn ; 

Gay dames are there in sylvan green. 

Laughter and cries — those notes between ! 

T1 le banners flashing through the tiees 
Make their blood dance and chain their eyes ; 

That bugle-music on the breeze 

Arrests them with a charm'd surprise. IDO 

Banner by turns and bugle woo : 

Vc shfj reduscs, follow too ! 

O cliildren, wliat do ye reply? — 

‘ Action and pleasure, will y<i roam 
Through these secluded dells to cry 
And call us? but too late ye cojiie ! 

Too late for us your call ye blow 
Whose bent w’as taken long ago. 

‘ Long since we pace this shadow’d nave ; 

We watch those yellow taj>ers shine, 200 

Emblems of hope over the grave, 

In the high altar's dex>th divine ; 

The organ carries to our ear 
Its accents of another sphere. 

‘ Fenced early in this cloistral round 
Of reverie, of shade, of prayer, 

How should we grow in other ground ? 

How should we flow<'-r in foreign air? 

Pass, banners, pass, and bugles, ceas3 ! 

And leave our desert to its peace ! ’ 210 

179 the world those soldiers] tlic mighty world they tVaser 
7855. SiOl hope over] light above IVastr J855. 210 desert] 

forest Fraser 1855. 
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IIAWOKTII CHURCHYARD 
APUii., 1855 

[First puhlishod in ?'raser*s Mugazitir. May, 1855.] 

WiiKHK, niKlei* liOiighrigg, the streiiin 
Of Rotha sparkles, the fields 
Are green, in the lioiise of one 
fViendly and gentle, now dead, 

Wordsworth’s son-in-law, friend — 

Four years since, on a mark'd 
Evening, a meeting 1 saw. 

Two friends met there, two fam’d 
Gifted women. The t>ne, 

Rrilliant with recent renown, 10 

Young, unpractised, had told 
With a Master's accent her feign’d 
Story of passionate life : 

The otlier, maturer in fame. 

Earning, she too, her praise 
First in Fiction, had since 
Widen'd her sweej), and survey'd 
Histoiy, Ptilitics, Mind. 

They met, held conver.se : they wrote 
In a book which of glorious souls ‘JO 

Held memorial : Bard, 

Warrior, Statesman, had left 
Their names : — chief treasure of all, 

Scott had consign'd there his last 
Breathings of song, with a pen 
Tottering, a dc^ath -stricken liand. 

I heh<dd ; the obscure 
Saw the famous. Alas ! 

Years in number, it seem'd, 

Lay before both, and a fame 30 

Heighten’d, and multiplied power. 

Behold ! Tlie elder, to-day. 

Lies expecting from Death, 

In mortal weakness, a last 
Summons : the younger is dead. 
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Fii’st to the living we pay 
Mournful homage : the Muse 
Gains not an earth-deafen'd ear. 

Hail to the steadfast soul, 

Which, unflinching and keen, 40 

Wrought to erase from its depth 
Mist, and illusion, and fear ! 

Hail to the spirit which dar'd 
Trust its own thoughts, before yet 
Echoed her back by the crowd ! 

Hail to the courage which gave 
Voice to its creed, ere the creed 
Won consecration from Time ! 

Turn, O Death, on the vile, 

Turn on the foolish tlie stroke 50 

Hanging now o'er a head 
Active, beneficent, pvire ! 

But, if the prayer bo in vain — 

But, if the stroke must fall ■ - 
Her, whom we cannot save, 

What might we say to console ? 

She will not see her country lose 
Its greatness, nor the reign of fools prolong’d. 

She will behold no more 

This ignominious spectacle, 60 

Power dropping from the liand 
Of pariilytic factions, and no soul 
To snatch and wield it : will not see 
Her fellow people sit 

Helplessly gazing on their own decline. 

Myrtle and rose fit tlie young, 

Eaurel and oak the mature. 

Private aftections, for thes<-*, 

H,ave run their circle, and left 

Space for things far from themselves, 70 

Thoughts of the general weal, 

Country, and public cares : 
l^ublic cares, which move 
Seldom and faintly the dejith 
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Of youiig'or passionate souls 
Plung’d in themselves, who demand 
Only to live by the heart, 

(Inly to love and be lov’d. 

How shall we honour the younj?, 

The ardent, the gifted? how mourn? 80 

C-onsole we cannot ; her ear 
Is deaf. Far northward from here, 

In a churchyard liigh mid the moors 
Of Yorkshire, a little earth 
Stops it for ever to praise. 

Where, behind Keighley, the road 
Up! -o the heart of the moors 
Between heath-clad showery hills 
Runs, and colliers’ carts 

Poach the deeji ways coming down, ‘jO 

And a rough, grim'd race have their homes — 
There, on its slo^ie, is built 
The mooiland town. But the church 
Stands on the crest of the hill, 

Lonely and bleak ; at its side 
The i^arsonage-house and the graves. 

See ! in the desolate house 
The childless father ! Alas 
Age, whom the most of us chide, 

Chide, and }uit back, and delay — IvX? 

Come, un upbraided for once ! 

Lay thy benumbing hand, 

Gratefully cold, on this brow ! 

Shut out the grief, the desi>air ! 

Weaken the sense of his loss ! 

Deaden the infinite pain ! 

Another grief I see, 

Younger: but this the Muse, 

In pity and silent awe 

l^evering what she cannot soothe, 110 

With veil’d face and bow’d head, 

Salutes, and passes by. 
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Strew with roses the grave 
Of the early-dying. Alas ! 

Early she goes on the path 
To the Silent Country, and leaves 
Half her laurels unwon, 

Dying too soon : yet green 
Laurels she had, and a course 

Short, hut redoubled by Fame. 120 

For him who must live many years 
That life is best which slips away 
Out of the light, and mutely ; wliich avoids 
Fame, and her less-fair followers. Envy, Strife, 
Stupid Detraction, .lealousy. Cabal, 

Insincere Praises:- - which descends 
The mossy quiet track to Ago. 

But, when immature^ Death 
Beckons too early the guest 

I^'rom the half-tried Banquet of Life, 130 

Young, in the bloom of his days ; 

Loav'es no leisure to press, 

Slow and surely, the sweet 
Of a tranquil life in the shade — 

Fuller for him be the hours ! 
tJive him emotion, though pain ! 
liot liim live, let him feel, 1 hat>c liv^d. 

Heap u]> his moments with lifc^ ! 

(Quicken his pulses with Fame ! 

And not friendless, nor yet 140 

Only with strangers to meet, 

Faces ungreeting and cold. 

Thou, O Mourn'd One, to-day 
Enterest the House of the Grave. 

Those of tliy blood, whom thou luv'dst, 

Have preceded thee ; young. 

Loving, a sisterly band : 

Some in gift, some in art 
Inferior ; all in fame. 

They, like friends, shall receive 150 

This comer, greet her with joy ; 

"Welcome the Sister, the Friend ; 

Hear with delight of thy fame. 
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Round thee they lie ; the grass 
Blows from their graves toward thine. 

Sh^, whose genius, though not 
Puissant like thine, was yet 
Sweet and graceful : and She — 

(How .shall I sing her?) — whose soul 

Knew no fellow for might, 160 

Passion, vehemence, grief. 

Daring, since Byron died. 

That world -fain M Son of Fire ; She, who sank 
Baffled, unknown, solf-consum'd ; 

Whose too hold dying song 
Shook, like a clarion-blast, my soul. 

Of one too I have heard, 

A Brother - sleeps he here? — 

Of all his gifted race 

Not the least gifted ; young, 170 

Unhappy, beautiful ; the cause 
Of many lu)i)es, of many tears. 

O Boy, if hero thou sleep'st, sleep well 1 
On thee too did the Muse 
Bright in thy cradle smile: 

But some dark Shadow came 
(I know not what) and interpos'd. 

Sleep, O cluster of friends. 

Sleep ! or only, when May, 

Brought by the West Wind, returns 180 

Back to your native heath.s, 

And the plover is hoard on the moors, 

Yearly awake, to behold 
The opening summer, the sk}', 

The shining moorland ; to hear 
The drowsy b<*e, as of old. 

Hum o’er tlio tljyine, the grouse 
Call from the heather in bloom; 

Sleep : »>r only for this 
Break your united repose. 


100 
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EPILOGUE 

[1877] 

So 1 sang ; but tlie Muse, 

Shaking her head, took the harp — 
Stern interrupted my strain, 

Angrily smote on the chords. 

April showers 

Rush o’er the Yorkshire moors. 
Stormy, through driving mist, 

Loom the blurr'd hills ; the rain 
Lashes the newly-made grave. 

Unquiet souls I 

— In the dark fermentation of earth, 
In the never idle workshop of natxire. 
In the eternal movement, 

Ye shall find youi-selves again ! 


POEMS, TniRD EDITION, 1857 

TO MARGUERITE 

[First jmblislK'd 1857.] 

We were apart : yet, day by day, 

I bade my heart more constant be ; 

I bade it keep the world away. 

And grow a home for only thee : 

Nor fear’d but thy love likewise grew, 

Like mine, each day more tried, more true. 

The fault was gr.ave : I might have known, 
What far too soon, alas, I learn ’d — 

The heart can bind itself alone, 

And faith is often unreturn’d. — 

Self-sway ’d our feelings ebb and swell : 

Thou lov’st no more : Farewell ! Farewell I 

To Marguerite TUlt'] Switzerland. VT. To M.arguoriio JS57. 
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Farewell ! and thou, thou lonely heart, 

Which never yet without remorse 
Even for a moment did'st dej^art 
From tliy remote and sphered course 
To Iiaunt the place where ]\assions reign, 

Back to thy solitude again ! 

]k‘ick, with the conscious thrill of shame 
Which Luna felt, that summer night, 20 

Flash through lior pure immortal frame, 

When she forsook the starry height 
To liang over Endymion's sleep 
Upon the pine-grown Latmian stoop ; — 

Yet she, chaste Queen, had never prov'd 
How vain a thijig is mortal love, 

Wandering in Heaven, far remov'd. 

But thou hast long had place to prove 
This truth — to prove, and make thine own : 

Thou hast heenj shalt hi\ art, alone. :^o 

Or, if not (juito alone, yet they 
Which touch thee are unmating things — 

Ocean, and Clouds, and Night, and Hay ; 

Lorn Autumns and triumphant Spi’ings ; 

And lif(‘, and others’ joy and pain, 

And love, if love, of hapider men. 

Of happier men— for they, at least, 

Have dream' d two human hearts Jiiight blend 
In one, and were through faith releas’d 
From isolation without end 40 

Prolong’d, nor knew, although not less 
Alone than thou, their loneliness. 



MEJtOPE. A TRAGEDY. 1858 

^ikoKoXov^f^v fJi€T* cirreXctas 
[First published 1858.J 


TKEFACE 

I AM not about todefond myself for having taken the 
story of the following tragedy from classical anti(iuity. 
On this subject I have already said all Avhich apjiears 
to me to bo necessary. For those readers to whom my 
tragedy will give pleasure, no argument on such a 
matter is required : one critic, whose tine intelligence 
it would have been an honour to convince, lives, alas ! 
no longer : there are others, upon whom no arguments 
which I could pi»ssil)ly use would produce any im- 
pression. The Athenians lined Phryniclius for repre- ic 
sonting to them their own sufferings : there arc critics 
who would fine us for rejiresentiiig to them any- 
thing else. 

But, as often as it has happened to me to be blamed 
or praised for my supposed addiction to the classical 
school in poetrjq T have thought, with real humilia- 
tion, how little any works of mine wore entitled to 
rank among the genuine works of that school ; how 
little they were calculated to give, to readers unac- 
quainted with the groat creations of classical antiquity, 20 
any adequate impression of their form or of their spirit. 
And yet, whatever the critics may say, there exists, 

I am convinced, even in England, even in this strong- 
hold of the romantic school, a wide though an ill- 
informed curiosity on thesubjectof the so-called classical 
tochool, meriting a more complete satisfaction than it 
has hitherto obtained. Greek art- the antique — clas- 
sical beauty — a nameless hope and interest attaches, 

I can often see, to these words, even in the minds of 
those who have been brought up among the productions 80 
of the romantic school ; of those who have been taught 
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to consider classicalism as inseparable from coldness, 
and the antique as another phrase for the unreal. So 
immortal, so indestructible is the power of true beauty, 
of consummate form : it may be submerged, but the 
tradition of it survives : nations arise which know it 
not, which liardly believe in the report of it ; but they, 
too, are liaunted with an indefinal Je interest in its 
name, with an inexplicable curiosity as to its nature. 

But however tho case may be with regard to the 
10 curiosity of tlio public, I hfive long had tho strongest 
desire to attempt, for my own satisfaction, to come 
to closer (piarters with tlie form wliich produces such 
grand effects in the hands of the Greek masters ; to try 
to obtain, through the medium of a living, familiar 
language, a fuller and more intense feeling of that 
beauty, which, even when apprebondod through the 
medium of a dead language, so powerfully affected me. 
In bis delightful JJ/e of Goethe, Mr. Lewes lias most 
truly observed that Goethe's Iphigcncia enjoys an ines- 
20 timable advantage in being written in a language which, 
being a modern language, is in some sort our own. Not 
only is it vaiiito expect that the vast majority of mankind 
will over undertake the toil of masbu’ing adead language. 
a}>ove all, a dead language so diflicult as the Greek : 
but it may bo doubted whether even those, whose en- 
thusiasm shrill ks from no toil, can ever so thorouglily 
press into the intimate feeling of works com]>osed in a 
dead language as their enthusiasm would desire. 

I desired to try, therefore, how much of the effec- 
80 tiveness of the Greek poetical forms I could retain in 
an English poem constructed under the conditions of 
those forms ; of those forms, too, in their severest 
and most definite expression, in their application fo 
dramatic poetry. 

1 thought at first that I might accomplish my ob- 
ject l)y a translation of one of the great works of 
Aeschylus or Stiphocles. But a translation is a work 
not only inferior to the original by the whole dif- 
ference of talent between the first composer and Ids 
40 translator : it is even inferior to the best which the 
translator could do under more inspiring circum- 
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stances. No man can do his best with a subject which 
does not penetrate him : no man can be penetrated by a 
subject which he does not conceive independently. 

Should I take some subject on which we have an 
extant work by one of the great Greek poets, and treat 
it independently ? Something was to ])e said for such 
a course : in antiquity, the same tragic stories were 
handled all the tragic poets: Voltaire says truly 
that to see the same materials differently ti-eated by 
different j>oets is most interesting; accordingly, weio 
have an Ordtjnis of Corneille, an Ocdipns of Voltaire : 
innumeral)le are the Aflame muons, tJie T'dretraSy the 
Anti(jO}ics, of the French and Italian j)oets from the 
sixteenth to the nineteenth century. But the s:ime 
disadvantage which we have in translating clings to us 
in our attempt to treat tlu'se subjects independently : 
their ireatiiieiit by the ancient masters is so over- 
whelmingly great and pow<‘rful that wo cari lientH^- 
forth conceive them only as they are there treatiid : an 
independent con<*<'])tion of them has become impossible ‘20 
for us : in woi’king upon them we are still, therofoi-e, 
subject to conditions under which no man can do his 
best. 

It remained to select a subject from among those 
which luul be(*n considered to jjossess the trut; requi- 
sites of good tiagic subjects ; on wiiich great works 
had been comiH)>.ed, but had not survived to chill 
emulation by their grandeur. Of such subjects there 
is, fortunately, iio lack. In the writhigs of Hyginus, 
a Latin mythograj)hei‘ of uncertain date, we iK)Ssess a 30 
largti stock of them. The heroic stories in Hyginus, 
Mallei, the lefornier of the Italian theatre, imagined 
rightly or wrongly to bo tho actual summaries of lost 
Greek dramas: they are, at any rate, subjects on 
which b)st dramas w'ere founded. Mallei counsels 
the poets of his nation to turn from tho inferior sub- 
jects on wdiich they w’oro employing thejiiselves, to 
this ‘ udnicra di inujiri (trtiomcuiiy^ this rich mine of 
subjects for tragedy. Lessing, the great German critic, 
echoes Maffei's counsel, but adds a warning. * Yes,’ he 40 
cries, ‘the great subjects are there, but they await an 
intelligent eye to regard them : they can be handled, 
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not by the p;reat majority of poets, but only by the 
small minority.’ 

Among these subjects presented in the collection 
of Ilyginus, there is one which has long attracted niy 
interest, from tlie t(‘stimony of llie ancients to its 
excellence, and from the results which that testimony 
has called forth from the emulation of the moderns. 
That subject is the story of Merope. To the effec- 
tiveness of the situations which this story offered, 
10 Aristotle and l^lutarch have borne witness: a cele- 
brated tragedy upon it, probably by Eurij>ides, existed 
in antiquity. ^ The Crcsphnufrs of J'luri])i<h‘s is lost,* 
exclaims the leviewer of Voltaire's Mcropr, a Jesuit, 
and not unwilling to conciliate the terrible ]>uj)il of 
his order; U,ho Crcsphontes of Eiirii)ides is lost: 
M. do Voltaire has restored it to ns.* * Aristot](\* says 
Voltaire, * Aristotle, in his immortal work on I*oetry, 
does not hesitate to aifirin that the recognition between 
Merope and her son was the most interesting moment 
20 of the (Ireek stage/ Aristotle altirms no such thing ; 
but bo docs say that the story of Merope, like the 
stories of Iphigenoia and Antiope, su 2 >plies an example 
of a recognition of the most alfecting kind. And 
Plutarch says; *Look atMero 2 )ein the tragedy, lifting 
up the axe against her own son as being the murderer 
of lier own son, and (*,rying — • 

uatcuTfpav 5t) rr/yS’ tyce SiScufii aoi 
vXrjyqv 

A more Jiisl stroke than that thou gav’st iny .scm, 

OQ Tak».* 

What an agitation she makes in the tboatre ! liow she 
tills the spectators with terror lest she should be too 
quick for the old man who is trying to stoj) her, and 
should strike the lad ! * 

It is singular that neither Aristotle nor Plutarch 
names the author of the tragedy : scholiasts and other 
late writers quote from it as from a w’ork of Euripides ; 
but the only writer of authority who names him as 
its author is Cicero. About fifty lines of it have come 
40 down to us: the most important of these remains are 
the passage just quoted, and a choral address to Peace ; 
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of these I have made use in my tragedy, translating the 
former, and of the latter adopting the general thought, 
that of rejoicing at the return of peace : the other 
fragments consist chiefly of detached moral sentences, 
of which I have not made any use. 

It may bo interesting to give some account of the 
more celebrated of those inodorn works which have 
been founded uj)onthis subject. But before I proceed 
to do this, I will state what accounts we have of the 
story itself. 10 

TJiese proceed from three sources — Apollodorus, 
Pausanias, and Hyginus. Of thoir accounts that of 
Aj)ollodorus is the most ancient, that of Pausanias the 
jnost historically valuable, and that of Hyginus the 
fullest. 1 will Ijegiii with the last-named W’riter. 

Hyginus says : — 

* Merope sent away and concealed her infant son. 
Polyphonies sought for him everywhere, and promised 
gold to whoever should slay him. He, when he grew 
up, laid a i)lau to avenge the murder of his father and 20 
hrothers. In pursuance of this plan he came to king 
Polyphontes and asked for the promised gold, saying 
that he had slain the son of Oresphontes and Merope. 
The king ordered him to be hospitably entertained, 
intending to in(|uire further of him. He, being very 
tired, went to sleep, and an old man, who was the 
channel through whom the mother and son used to 
communicate, arrives at this moment in tears, l)ringing 
word to Merope that her son had di&a]>peared from his 
protector's house. Merope, believing that the sleeping 30 
stranger is the murderer of her son, comes into the 
guest-chaml^er witli an axe, not knowing that he 
whom she would slay was her son : the old man 
recognized him, and withheld Merope from slaying 
him. After tlie recognition had taken place, Merope, 
to prepare the way for her vengeance, aftectod to be 
leconciled with Polyphontes. The king, overjoyed, 
celebrated a sacrifice : his guest, iiretending to strike 
the sacrificial victim, slew the king, and so got back 
his father’s kingdom.’ 40 

Apollodorus says : — 

‘ Cresphontes had not reigned long in Messenia when 
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he was murdered together with two of his sons. And 
Polyphonies reigned in his stead, he, too, being of the 
family of Hercules ; and he had for his wife, against 
her will, Merope, the widow of the murdered king. 
But Meroj)e had borne to Cresphontes a third son, 
called Aepytus ; him she gave to her own father to 
bring up. He, when he came to maivs estate, returned 
secretly to Messenia, and slew Polyphonies and the 
other murderers of his father.’ 

10 Pausanias adds nothing to the facts told by Apol- 
lodorus, except that ho records the proceedings of 
(Vesphontes which had provoked the resentment of 
his Dorian nobles, and led to his murder. Ilis state- 
ments on this point will be found in the Historical 
Introduction which follows this Preface. 

The account of the modern fortunes of the story of 
Merope is a curious chapter in literary history. In the 
earl)'’ age of the French theatre this subject attracted 
the notice of a great man, if not a great poet, the 
20 cardinal Richelieu. At his theatre, in the Palais 
Royal, was brought out, in 1G41, a tragedy under the 
title of Telephonic^ the name given by Ilygiiius to the 
surviving son of Merope. This piece is said by 
Voltaire to have contained about a hundreil lines by 
the great cardinal, who had, a.s is well known, more 
bent than genius for dramatic composition. There his 
vein appears to have dried up, and the rest is by an 
undistinguished hand. This tragedy was followed 
by anotiier on the same subject from the resident 
30 minister, at Paris, of the celebrated Christina of 
Sweden. Two pieces with the title of Merope , besides 
others on the same story, but with different names, 
were brought out at Paris before the Merope of Voltaire 
appeared. It seems that none of them created any 
memorable impression. 

The first eminent success was in Italy. There too, 
as in France, more than one Merope was early ))ro- 
duced : one of them in the sixteenth century, by a 
Count Torelli, composed with choruses : but the first 
40 success was achieved by Maffei. Scipio Maffei, called 
by Voltaire the Sophocles and VaiTo of Verona, was 
a noble and cultivated person. He became in middle 
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life the historian of his native place, Verona ; and 
may claim the honour of having partly anticipated 
Niebuhr in his famous discovery, in the Capitular 
library of that city, of the lost works of Gains, the 
Roman lawyer. He visited France and England, and 
received an honorary degree at Oxford. But in earlier 
life he signalized himself as the reviver of the study 
of Greek literature in Italy; and with the aim 
to promote that study, and to rescue the Italian 
tlu^atre from the debasement into which it had fallen, 10 
he brought out at Modena, in 1718, his tragedy of 
Mcropc, 

The eifect was immense. ‘ Let the Greek and 
Roman writers give place : here is a greater pro- 
duction than the Oedipus ! ’ wrote, in Latin verso, an 
enthusiastic admirer. In the winter following its 
a])pearance, the tragedy kept constant possession of 
the stage in Italy ; and its reputation travelled into 
France and England. In England a play was produced 
in 1781, by a writer cnllod Jeffreys, professedly taken 20 
from the Mcrope of Maff'ei. But at this period a love- 
intrigue was considered indispensable in a tragedy : 
Voltaire was even compelled by the actors to introduce 
one ill his Oedipus : and although in Maffei’s work 
there is no love-intrigue, the English adapter felt 
liimself bound to supply the deficiency. Accordingly 
he nuikes, if we may trust Voltaire, the unknown son 
of Merope in love with one of her maids of honour : 
he is brought before his mother as his own supposed 
murderer : she gives him the choice of death by the 30 
dagger or by poison : he chooses the latter, drinks off 
the j)oison and falls insensible : but reappears at the 
end of the tragedy safe and sound, a friend of the 
maid of honour having substituted a sleeping-draught 
for the j>oison. Such is Voltaire’s account of this 
English Merope, of wliich I have not been able to 
obtain sight. Voltaire is apt to exaggerate ; but the 
work was, without doubt, sufficiently absurd. A better 
English translation, by Ayre, aj>peared in 1740. I have 
taken from Maffei a line in my tragedy — 40 

Tyrants think, him they murder not, they spare, 
h 
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Maffei has — 

E<‘cm il don dei tiranni : a lor rassembra, 

Morto non dando alt, mi, di dar la vita. 

Maffei mak^^s some important cliarif;es in the story 
as told )iy its ancient relaters. In his tragedy the 
unknown prince, Merope’s son, is called Egisto: Merope 
herself is not, as the ancients represented her, at the 
time of her son’s return the wife of Polyphontes, but 
is repelling the im])ortiinate offer of his hand by her 
10 husband’s inurderer : Egisto does not, like Orestes, 
know liis own parentage, and return secretly to his 
own home in order to wreak vengeance, in concert 
with liis iiKjther, upon his father's murderer; he 
imagines himself the son of Messenian parents, but 
of a rank not royal, entrusted to an old man, Polidoro, 
to be }»rought ui> ; and is driven by curiosity to quit 
his j>rotector and visit liis native land, llo enters 
Mossenia, and is attacked by a robber, whom he kills. 
The blood upon his dress attracts the notice of some 
20 soldiers of Polyphontes whom he falls in with ; he is 
seized and brought to the royal palace. On hearing 
his story, a suspicion seizes Merope, who has heard 
from Polidoro that her son has quitted him, that the 
slain ]>erson must have been her own son. The sus- 
picion is confirmed by the sight of a ring on the finger 
of Egisto, which had belonged to Cresphontes, and 
which Merope supposes the unknown stranger to have 
taken from her murdered son : she twice attempts his 
life : the arrival of Polidoro at last clears up the 
30 m^^stery for her ; but at the very moment when she 
recognizes Egisto, they are separated, and no interview 
of recognition takes place betw€K?n the mother and 
son. Finally, the prince is made acquainted with his 
origin, and kills Polyphontes in the manner described 
by Hyginus. 

This is an outline of the story as arranged by Maffei. 
This arrangement has been followed, in the main, by 
all his successors. His treatment of the subject has, 
I tliink, some grave defects, which I shall presently 
40 notice : but his work has much nobleness and feeling ; 
it seems to me to possess, on the whole, more merit 
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of a strictly poetical kind than any of the subsequent 
works upon the same subject. 

Voltaire’s curiosity, which never slumbered, was 
attracted by the success of MafTei. It was not until 
1786, however, when his interest in Mafllei's tragedy 
had been increased by a }>ersonal acquaintance with 
its autlior, that his own Meropc was composed. It 
was not brought out ujam the stage until 1748. It 
was received, like its Italian j)redecessor, with an 
enthusiasm wdiich, assuredly, the English Mcropc will 10 
not excite. From its exhibition dates the i>ractice of 
calling for a successful author to appear at the close 
of his piece : the audience were so much enchanted 
W'ith Voltaire's tragedy, that they insisted on seeing 
the man Avho had given them such delight. Tt> Cor- 
neille had been j)aid the honour of reserving for him 
the same seat in the theatre at all representations ; but 
neither he nor Racine were ever ‘called for.’ 

Voltaire, in a long complimentary letter, dedicated 
his tragedy to Matlei. Jle had at first intended, he -0 
buys, merely to translate the JMerope of his predecessor, 
which he so greatly admired : he still admired it ; 
above all, he admired it because it possessed sfmpltcdn ; 
that sijnplicity which is, he says, liis own idol. But 
he has to deal with a Parisian audience, with an 
audience who have been glutted with masterpieces until 
their delicacy has become excessive ; until they can 
no longer support the simj)le and rustic air, the details 
of country life, which Maffei liad imitated from the 
Grec^k theatre. The audience of Paris, of that city in 30 
which some thirty thousand spectators daily witnessed 
theatrical performances, and thus acquired, by con- 
stant practice, a severity of tastti, to which the ten 
thousand Athenians who saw tragedies hut four times 
a year could not pretend — of that terrible city, in 
which 

El putTi nasuiii rliuiocerotis habent : 

this audience loved simplicity, indeed, but not the 
same simj)licity which was loved at Athens and imi- 
tated hy Maffei. ‘I regret this,’ says Voltaire, ‘ for 40 
how fond I am of simple nature ! hut, ilfaut seplier au 
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gout tVimc nation, one must accommodate oneself to the 
taste of one’s countrymen.' 

lie does himself less than justice. When he objects, 
indeed, to that in Maflfei’s work which is truly ‘naif et 
rusti(jue,’ to that which is truly in a Greek spirit, he 
is wroiiLj. His objection, for instance, to the passage 
in which the old retainer of Crosphontes describes, in 
the language of a man of his class, the rejoicings which 
celebrated his master’s accession, is, in my opinion, 
10 perfectly groundless. But the wonderful penetration 
and clear sense of Voltaire seizes, in general, upon 
really weak points in Maffoi’s work : upon points 
wdiicli, to an Athenian, would have seemed as weak 
as they seemed to Voltaire. A IVoik Ii audience, he 
says, would not have borne to witness Poly]>liontes 
making love to Merope, whose husband he had 
murdered : neither would an Athenian audience have 
borne it. To hear Polyphontos say to Merope ‘/o 
ftimo/ even though he is but feigning, for state i>ur- 
20 poses, a love which he has not really, shucks the 
natural feeling of mankind. Our usages, says 
Voltaire, would not permit that Merope should twice 
rush upon her son to slay him, once with a javelin, 
the next time witli :in axo. The French dramatic 
usages, then, would on this point have perfectly agreed 
W’ith the laws of reason and good taste : this repetition 
of the same incident is tasteless and unmeaning. It 
is a grave fault of art, says Voltaire, that, at the critical 
in omen t of recognition, not a word i)as.ses between 
30 Merope and her son. He is right ; a noble oi)portunity 
is thus thrown away. He objects to MalToi's excessive* 
introduction of conversations between subaltern i)er- 
sonagos: these conversations are, no doubt, tiresome. 
Other points there are, with respect to which we iiifiy 
say that Voltaire’s objections would have been i>erfocUy 
sound had MatTei reallj^ done what is imputed to him : 
but he has not. Voltaire has a talent for misrepresen- 
tation, and he often uses it unscruiailously* 

He never used it more unscrupulously than on tliis 
40 occasion. The French public, it ap]>ears, took Vol- 
taire’s expressions of obligation to Mallei somewhat 
more literally than Voltaire liked : they imagined 
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that the French Merope was rather a successful adapta- 
tion of the Italian Merope than an original work. It 
was necessary to undeceive them. A letter appeared, 
addressed by a M. de La Lindelle to Voltaire, in which 
Voltaire is reproached for his excessive praises of 
MafFei’s tragedy, in which that work is rigorously 
analysed, its faults remorselessly displayed. No merit 
is allowed to it : it is a thoroughly bad piece on 
a thoroughlj^ good subject. Lessing, who, in 1768, in 
his J{(Wi}mr(jische Dmmaturfjh', reviewed Voltaire’s 10 
Merope at great length, evidently lias divined, what is 
file truth, that M. <le La Lindelle and Voltaire are one 
and tlie same iiersoii. It requii*ed indeed but little of 
the great Lessing’s sagacity to divine tliat. An unknown 
M. de La Lindelle does not write one letter in that 
style of unmatched incisiveness and animation, that 
style coiiiparod to which the style of Lord Macaulay is 
tame, and the style of Isocrates is obscure, and then 
l^ass for (‘ver from tiie human stage. M. de La Lindelle 
is Voltaire ; but tliat does not hinder Voltaire from 20 
replying to him with jierfect gravity. ‘You terrify 
me ! ’ he exclaims to his correspondent- that is. to 
himself: ‘you terrify me! you areas hypercritical as 
8(;aliger. AVhy not fix your attention rather on the 
))eanti(‘s of M. Maffei’s work, than on its undoubted 
defects ? It is iny sincere opinion that, in some points, 

M. Matfei’s Merope is superior to my own.' The ti*ans- 
action is one of the most signal instances of literary 
sharji ]»ractic(i on record. To this day, in the ordinary 
editions of Voltaire, M. de La LindelJe's letter figures, 30 
in the correspondence prefixed to the tragedy t)f Merope ^ 
as the letter of an authentic person ; altliough the true 
history of the i)roceeding has long ))een W'dl known, 
and Voltaire’s conduct in it was severely blamed by 
La irarj)e. 

Voltaire had said that his Merope was occasioned by 
that of Mafiei. * Oerashned/ says Lessing, * is too 
weak a word : M. de Voltaire’s tragedy ow vs every 
to that of M. MafTei.’ This is not just. We have seen 
the faults in Maffei's work ijointed out by Voltaire. 40 
Some of these faults he avoids : at the same time he 
discerns, with masterly clearness, the true difficulties 
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of the subject. * Comment se prendre/ he says, ‘ pour 
faire periser a Merope (jue son fils est I'assassiii de son 
fils memo?* That is one problem; here is another: 
* Comment trouver des motifs necessaires pour que 
Polyjdionte veuille epouser Meropo V ^ Let us see 
which of Maflei’s faults Voltaire avoids : let us see 
how far he solves the problems which he himself has 
enunciated. 

The story, in its main outline, is the same with 
10 Voltaire as with Matfoi ; but in some jjarticiilars it is 
altered, so as to liave more 2 >robability. Like Maffei's 
Egisto, Voltaire's ICgistho does not know his own 
origin : like him, youthful curiosity drives him to 
quit his aged protector, and to re-enter Messenia. 
Like liirn he lias an encounter with a stranger, whom 
he slays, and whose blood, sbiining his clotlK‘s, leads 
to his apj)rehension. Put this stranger is an emissary 
of Polyphontes, sent to etfect the young i)rince's 
murder. Tliis is an imjirovement U))Oii the rohber of 
20 Maflei, wlio has no connexion whatever with the 
action of the luece. 8 us 2 )icion falls ui)on I'igi>.ilie on 
the same grounds as those on which it fell Ui>on 
Egisto. The sus])icion is confirmed in flgistlufs case 
by the apjiearance of a coat of armour, as, in Kgisto's 
case, it was confirmed by the appearance of a ring. 
In neither case does Meroj^e seem to have sullicient 
cause to believe the unknown youth to he her son’s 
murderer. In Voltaire's tragedy, Merope is ignorant 
until the end of the Hard act that Polyiihontos is her 
SO husband's murderer; nay, shebelievesthutCres])hoiites, 
murdered by the brigands of Pylos, has been avenged 
by Polyjjhontes, who claims her gratitude on that 
ground. lie desires to marry her in order to strengthen 
his j^ositioii. ‘ Of interests in the state,’ he says, 

‘11 Ilf resste .'lujourd’hui qm* lo vulrf ot If niifii : 

Nous devons 1 uu a I’liut rf un mutufl soutifii.’ 

Voltaire thus departs widely from the tradition : hut 
he can represent Merope as entertaining and discuss- 
ing the tyrant's offer of marriage without shocking 
40 our feelings. The style, however, in which Voltaire 
makes Polyphonies urge his addresses, would some- 
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tinK^s, J think, have wounded a Greek’s taste as much 
as Miiffei's To fa mo — 

J<‘ s.'iis quo VOS appas, cnoor dans lo printeinps. 

I'ourraiont s’oifarouoher do I’hivor do inos an.s. 

What an address from a stern, care-haunted ruler to 
a wido>ved queen, the mother of a grown-up son ! 
Tlie tragedy proceeds ; and Morope is about to slay 
]ier S071, when his aged guardian arrives and makes 
known to her who tlie youth is. Tliis is as in Maflei's 
piece ; but Voltaire avoids the absurdity of tlie double 10 
attorn j)t by Merojie on her son s life. Yet he, too, 
permits flgisthe to leave the stage without exchanging 
a word with liis mother : the very fault which lie 
justly censures in Maffei. Egistbe, indeed, does not 
even learn, on this occasion, that Mei'ojie is his mo- 
ther : the recognition is thus cut in half. The second 
half of it comes afterwards, in the presence of Poly- 
phonies ; and Iris juvsonce imposes, of course, a re- 
straint upon the mother and son. Meroy>e is driven, 
by fear for her son’s safety, to consent to marry 20 
I^olyydiontes. although his full guilt is now revealed 
to her ; but she is saved by her son, who slays 
the tyrant in the manner told in the tradition and 
followed by Maffei. 

What is the real merit of Voltaire’s tragedy ? We 
must forget the rhymed Alexandrines ; that metre, 
faulty Jiot so much liecause it is disagreealde in itself, 
as localise it has in it sometliing which is essentially 
unsiiited to perfect tragedy ; that metro which is so 
indefensible, and which Voltaire has so ingeniously 30 
laboured to defend. He takes a noble ]>assage from 
Eacine's 2*hf'dre, alters words so as to remove the 
rhyme, and asks if the passage now produces as good 
an effect as before. But a fine passage which we are 
used to W’e like in the form in which we are used to it, 
with all its faults. Prose is, undoubtedly, a less 
noble vehicle for tragedy than verse ; yet we should 
not like the fine passages in Goethe’s prose tragedy of 
Kgmo'id the better for having them turned into verse. 
Besides, it is not clear that the uiirhymed Alexandrine 40 
is a better tragic metre than the rhymed. Voltaire 
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says that usage has now establislied the metre in 
France, and that the dramatic poet has no escape from 
it. For liim and his contemporari(‘s this is a valid 
plea ; hut how much one regrets that the poetical 
feeling of the French nation did not, at a period when 
such an alteration was still possible, change for a better 
this unsuitable tragic metre, as the Oreeks, in the 
early j>eriod of their tragic art. changed for the more 
fitting iambus their trochaic tetrameter. 

]0 To return to Voltaire’s Meropc. It is admirably 
constructed, and must have been most effective on the 
stage. One feels, as one reads it, that a poet gains 
something by living amongst a population who have 
the nose of the rhinoceros : his ingenuity ]>ecomes 
sharjKjned. Tliis work has, besides, that stamj) of 
a prodigious talent which none of Voltaire’s works 
are without ; it has vigour, clearness, rapid movejiHUit ; 
it has lines wliich are models of terse observation — 

Le prfmitT qui fut. roi fut iin aoldsit houroiix . 

20 (^ui sort bipn son pays n’ji f)as >>osoiri d’jiicux. 

It has liiH‘S whicli are models of ])owerful, animated 
rhetoric -- 

M KROPK 

Courons u I’olyplnmto — imph>rons son appui. 

N A UK AS 

N’imploioz quc 1«‘S dienx, et n<‘ craigiio/. qne Ini. 

What it wants is «a charm of poetical feeling, which 
Racine’s tragedies j>ossess, and which lias given to 
them the decisive superiority over those of Voltaire. 
30 He has managed his story with great adroitness ; but 
he has departed from the original tradition yet further 
than Matfei. He has avoided several of MatToi's 
faults : why has he not avoided his fault of omitting 
to introduce, at the moment of recognition, a scene 
between the motlier and son ? Lessing thinks that 
he wanted the double rcHJognition in order to enable 
him to till his i)rescribed space, that terrible ‘carriere 
de cinq actes ’ of which he so grievously complains. 
I believe, rather, that he cut the recognition in two, in 
40 order to j)roduce for his audience two distinct shocks 
of surprise : for to inspire surprise^ Voltaire considered 
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the dramatic poet's true aim ; an opinion which, as 
we sliall hereafter see, sometimes led him astray. 

Voltaire’s was adapted for the English stage 

by Aaron Hill, a singular man ; by turns, poet, soldier, 
theatrical manager, and Lord Peterljorough’s private 
secretary ; but always, and above all, an indefatigable 
projector. lie originated a beoch-oil company, a Scotch 
timber company, and a plan to colonize Florida. He 
published Essays on Reducing the Price of Coals, on 
Itepairing Dagenham Broach, and on English Gi'ape 10 
Wines ; an epic poem on Gideon, a tragedy called 
The I'dtal Vi.svon, or I'dU of Stam^ and ,a translation of 
Voltaire's Zotre. His JMeropc was his last work. It 
a})]»eared in 1749 with a dedication to Lord Bolingbroke ; 
it was ])rought on tho stage with great success, Garrick 
acting in it; and Hill, who was at this t ime in poverty, 
and who died soon aft(^r, received a considerable sum 
from his benefit nights. I have not seen tliis work, 
which is not included in tlie Jnchhald collection of 
actc*d ])lays. Wart on calls Aaron Hill an affected and 20 
fustian writer, and this seems to have been his lejmta- 
tion among his contemporaries. His Zara, which I 
have seen, lias <he fault of so much of English literature 
of th(‘ second class- -an incurable defect of 

One other Merojic remains to be noticed — the Merope 
of Alfieri. In this tragedy, which a]>peared in 17W3, 
Alfieri has entirely followed Maffei and Voltaii-e. He 
seems to have followed Mallei in tlie lirst half of it ; 
Voltaire in the second. His Polyphonies, however, 
does not make love to Merope : desiring to obtain her 30 
hand, in order by this marriage to make the Messenians 
forget their attachnu'iit to Oresphontes, he api)eals to 
her self-interest. ‘You are miserable,’ he says; ‘but 
a tlirone is a great consolation. A tliroue is — 

la Sola 

Non Vile anirncnda, che al fallir inio resti.' 

Egisto, in Alfieri' s piece, falls under suspicion from the 
blood left on his clothes in a struggle with a stranger, 
whom he kills and throws into the river Pamisus. 
The suspicion is confirmed by the appearance qf a 40 
girdle recognized by Merope as having belonged to her 
son ; as it was confirmed in Maffei’s piece by the 
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appearance of a ring, in Voltaire’s, by that of a coat of 
armour. Tlie rest is, in the main, as witli Voltaire, 
excej)t that Alfieri makes Poly))hontes perish upon the 
stage, under circumstances of considerable improba- 

Tliis work of Alfieri has the (diaracteristic merit, 
and tlie characteristic fault, of Alfieri’s tragedies : it 
lias the merit of elevation, and the fault of narrowness. 
jXarrow elrvatton ; tliat seems to me exactly to exjiress 
10 the qiudity of Alfieri’s ]>oetry : he is a noble-minded, 
4le<‘[)ly interesting man, but a monotonous poet. 

A mistake, a grave mistake it seems to me, in the 
treatment of their subject, is common to Mallei, 
Voltaire, and Alfieri. They have abandoned the tra- 
dition where tliey had better have followed it ; they 
liave followed it, where they had better have aban- 
doned it. 

The tradition is a great matter to a poet ; it is an 
unspeakable supjiort; it gives him the feeling that he 
20 is treading on solid ground. Aristotle tells the tragic 
poet that he must not destroy the received stories. 
A noble and accomplished living poet, M. Manzoiii, 
has, in an admirable dissertation, develo 2 >ed this 
thesis of the importance to the poet of a basis of 
tradition. Its importance I feel so strongly, that, where 
driven to invent in the false story told by Merope’s son, 
as by Orestes in the yAccira, of his own death, 1 could 
not satisfy myself until I discovered in Pausanias a 
tradition, which I took for my basis, of an Arcadian 
?0 hunter drt»wned in the lake Stymjdialus, down one of 
those singular Katabothra, or chasms in the limestone 
rock, so well known in Greece, in a manner similar to 
that in whicli Aepytus is rejuesented to have perished. 

MafVei <lid right, I tliink, in altering the ancient 
tradition where it lepresents Merope as actually the 
wife iif Polyphoiites. It revolts our feeling to consider 
her as married to her husband’s murderer ; and it is no 
great departure from the tradition to represent her as 
sought in marriage by him, but not yet obtained. 
-10 But why did Mafl'ei (for he, it will be remembered, 
gave the story its modern arrangement, which Voltaire 
and Alfieri have, in all its leading points, followed), 
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why (lid Mafiei abandon that part of the tradition 
which represents Aepytus, the Messenian prince, as 
acquainted with his own origin? Why did lie and his 
followers prefer to attribute to curiosity a return 
which the tradition attribut(‘d to a far more tragic 
motive? Why did they compel themselves to invent a 
machiniuy of rohliers, assassins, guards, rings, girdles, 
and I know not what, to effect that which the tradition 
effects in afar simpler manner, to place Aepytus before 
his mother as liis own murderiu-? Lessing imagines JO 
that Maffei, wlio wished to depict, above all, the 
maternal anxietj" of Merope, conceived that this anxiety 
would he more naturally and jiowerfully awakened hy 
the thought of her cliild reared in hardsliip and 
obscurity as a poor man’s son, than hy the thought of 
iiim reared in sj)lendour as a ]>rince in the palace of liei* 
(^wn father. But what a conception of the sorrow of a 
([ueen, whose husband has been murdered, and who.sc^ 
son is an exile from liis inheritance, to su})i)OS<^ tliat sucli 
a sorrow is enhanced hy the thought that her child is 20 
rudely housed and plainly fed ; to assume that it 
would take a less tragic complexion if she knew tliat 
he lived in luxury! No; the true tragic motive of 
Mero]H*'s sorrow is elsewhere: the tradition amply 
suj»plied it. 

Here, tlien, the moderns have invented amiss, lie- 
cause they liave invented needlessly; ])ecause, on this 
jioiiit, the tradition, as it stood, alforded iierfect ma- 
terials to the tragic poet : and, hy Matfei’s change, not 
a higlier tragic complication, but merely a greater 3 ) 
jiuzzle and intricacy is produced. I come now to a 
point on which the tradition might with advantage, as 
I tliink, liave been set aside ; and that is, tlie character 
of J^olyphontos. 

Yet, on this point, to speak i^isetthig aside the tradition 
is to speak too strongly ; for the tradition is here not 
complete. Neither Pausanias nor Apollodorus mention 
circumstances which definitely fix the character of 
Polyphonies : Hyginus, no doubt, represents liiin as a 
villain, and, if Hyginus follows Euripides, Euripides 40 
also thus represented him. Euripides may possibly 
liave done so ; yet a purer tragic feeling, it seems to me, 
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is produced, if Polyphontes is represented as not 
wholly black and inexcusable, than if he is represented 
as a mere monster of cruelty and hypocrisy. Aristotle’s 
profound remark is well known, that the tragic person- 
age whose ruin is represented, should be a personage 
neithc^r eminently good, nor yet one brought to 
ruin by sheer ini(pii(y ; nay, that his character should 
incline rather to good than to bad, but that ho should 
have some fault which impels him to his fall. For, as 
10 he Cixplains, the two graiid tragic feelings, pity and 
terror, which it is the business of tragedy to excite, 
will not be excited by the spectacle of the ruin of a mere 
villain ; since pity is for those who suffer undeservedly, 
and such a man suffers deservedly : terror is excited 
by the fall of one of like nature with ourselves, and we 
feel that the mere villain is not as ourselves. Aristotle, 
no doubt, is here speaking, above all, of the Prota- 
gonist, or principal j>ersonage of the drama ; but the 
noblest tragic ])oets of Greece rightly extended their 
20 application of the truth on which his remark is based 
to all the personages of the drama : neither the Croon 
of Sophocles, nor the Clytemnestra of Aeschylus, are 
wholly inexcusable ; in none of the extant dramas of 
Aeschylus or 8oj)hocles is there a character which is 
entirely bad. For such a character we must go to 
Euripides ; we must go to an art — wonderful indeed, 
for I entirely dLssent from the unreserved disj)arager8 
of this great poet -but an art of less moral significance 
than the art of Sophocles and Aeschylus ; we must go to 
30 tragedies like the Hecuba^ for villains like Polymestor. 

What is the main draiinitic difficulty of the story of 
Meroi^e, as usually treated ? It is, as Alfieri rightly 
saw, that the interest naturally declines from the 
moment of Meroj)e’s recognition of her son ; that the 
destruction of the tynmt is not, after this, matter of 
interest enough to affect us deeply. This is true, if 
Polyphontes is a mere villain. It is not true, if he is 
one for the ruin of whom we may, in spite of his 
crime, feel a profound compassion. Then our interest 
40 in the story lasts to the end : for to the veiy end we 
are inspired with the powerful tragic emotions of com- 
miseration and awe. Pausanias states circumstances 
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which suggest the possibility of representing Poly- 
phonies, not as a mere cruel and selfish tyrant, but as 
a man whose crime was a truly tragic fault, the error 
of a noble nature. Assume such a nature in him, and 
the turn of circumstances in the drama takes a new 
aspect : Merope and her son triumph, but the fall of 
their foe leaves us awestruck and compassionate : the 
story issues trar/icaUf/, as Aristotle has truly said that 
the best tragic stories ought to issue. 

Neither Maffei, nor Voltaire, nor A1 fieri have drawn 10 
J^olyphontes with a character to inspire any feeling 
])ut aversion, with any traits of nobleness to mitigate 
i>ur satisfaction at liis death. His cliaracter being 
such, it is difiicult to render his anxiety to obtain 
Merope’s hand intelligible, for Merope’s situation is 
not such as to make her enmity really dangerous to 
Polj’^phontes ; he has, therefore, no sullicient motive of 
self-interest, and the nolder motives of reparation and 
pacification could have exercised, on such a cliaracter, 
no force. Voltaire accordingly, wliose keen eye no 20 
weak place of this kind escaped, felt his difliculty. 

‘ Neither M. Mafiei nor I,' confesses, Miave assigned 
any sufficient motives for the desire of Polyphonies to 
marry Merope.’ 

To criticize is etisier than to create ; and if I have 
been led, in this review of the fortunes of my story, to 
find fault with the works of others, I do not on that 
account assume that I have myself produced a work 
wliich is iU)t a thousaml times more faulty. 

It remains to say something, for those who are not 30 
familiar witli the Greek dramatic forms, of the form 
in which this tragedy is cast. Greek tragedy, as is 
well known, took its origin from the songs of a chorus, 
and the stamp of its origin remained for over impressed 
upon it. A chorus, or band of dancers, moving around 
the altar of Bacchus, sang the adventures of the god. 

To this band Thespis joined an actor, who held 
dialogue with the chorus, and who was called vnoKfitri/^, 
the answerer, because he answered the songs of the 
chorus. The drama thus commenced ; for the dia- 40 
logue of this aotor with the chorus brought before 
the audience some action of Bacchus, or of one of the 



302 


MEROPE 


heroos ; this action, narrated hy the actor, was com- 
mented on in sonij:, at certain intervals, ]>y the chorus 
alone. Aeschylus added a second actor, thus making 
the character of the representation more dramatic, for 
the chorus was never itself so much an actor as a hearer 
and observer of the actor : Sophocles added a third. 
Th(*sp three actors Tiiight successively personate several 
(diameters in the .same piece ; but to tliree actors and 
a (horns the dramatic poet limited himself: only in 
10 a single piece of Sojdiocles, not brought out until after 
his tl(!ath, was the (unployment of a fourth actor, it 
appears, necessary. 

The chorus consisted, in the time of Soj)hocles, of 
fifteen iiersoiis. After their first entrance they r(^- 
maim^d before the spectator*-, without withdrawing, 
until the end of the piece. Their jdace was in the 
orchestra ; that of the actors was upon the stag(\ The 
orchestra was a circular space, like the pit of our 
theatres: the chorus arrived in it by side-entrances, 
20 and not ]>y the stag(*. In the centre of the orchestra 
was the altar of Bac(dm.s, around which the chorus 
originally danced ; but in dramatic representations 
th(*ir ])lace was hetw'eeii this alhir and the stage ; here 
they stood, a little lower than the p(*r.soiis on the stage, 
but looking towards them, and holding, thnmgh their 
leaders, conversation with them : then, at juiuses in 
the action, the united chorus sang songs expressing 
their feelings at what was hapjiening upon the stage, 
making, as they sang, certain measured stately move- 
30 inents between the .stage and the altar, and occasionally 
standing still. Steps led from the orchestra to the 
stage, and the chorus, or some members of it, iiiiglit 
thus, if necessary. Join the actors on the stage ; but 
this seldom liap]>ened, the proj)er place for the chorus 
was the orche.stra. The dialogue of the chorus with 
the actors on the stage pas.s€'d generally in the ordinary 
form of dramatic dialogue ; but, on occasions where 
strong feeling was excited, the dialogue took a lyrical 
form. Long dialogues of this kind sometimes took 
40 place between the leaders of the chorus and one of the 
actors upon the stage, their burden being a lamentation 
for the dead. 
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The Greek theatres were vast, and open to tlie sky ; 
the actors, masked, and in a somewhat stiff tragic 
costume, were to bo regarded from a considerable 
distance : a solemn, clearly marked style of gesture, 
a sustained tone of declamation, were thus rendered 
necessary. Under these conditions, intricate by-play, 
rapid variations in the actit>n, requiring great mobility, 
ever-changing shades of tone and gesture in the actor, 
were impossible. Broad and simple effects were, under 
these conditions, above all to be aimed at ; a profound 10 
and clear impression was to be effected. Unity of }»lan 
in the action, and symmetry in the treatment of it, 
were indis]>onsable. The action represented, iht‘i-efore, 
was to be a single, rigorously developed action ; tlie 
masses of the composition were to l)e l>alanced, each 
bringing ovit the other into stronger and distiucter 
relief. In the best tragedies, not only do the divisions 
of the full choral songs accurately correspond to one 
iinoth(‘r, but the divisions of the lyrical dialogue, nay, 
even the divisions of the regular dramatic dialogue, 20 
form corresp()iiding members, of wdiich one member 
is the answer, the counter-stroke to the other ; and 
an indescribable sense of distinctness and depth of 
iiiipn^ssioii is thus produced. 

From what has been said, the reader will see that 
the Greek tragic forms were not clioson as being, in 
tlie nature of things, the l>est tragic forms ; such 
would be a wholly false conception of them. They 
are an ada]>tiitioii to dramatic purposes, under ct'rtain 
theatrical conditions, of forms previously existing for ao 
other purposes ; that adaptation at which the Greeks, 
after several stages of im}>rovement, finally rested. 
The laws of Greek tragic art, therefore, are not exclusive ; 
they are for Greek dramatic art itself, but they do not 
pronounce other modes of dramatic art unlawful ; they 
arc, at most, prophcrics of the improbaOdilt/ of dramatic 
sui ccas under other conditions. ‘ Tragedy," says Aristotle, 
in a remarkable passagt^, ‘ after going through many 
changes, got the nature which suited it, and there 
it stopped. Whether or no the kinds of tragedy are 
yet exhausted,' he i>resently Jidds, ‘tragedy being 
considered either in itself, or in respect to the stage, 



304 


MEROPE 


I shall not now inquire.* Travelling in a certain path, 
the spirit of man arrived at Greek tragedy ; travelling 
in other paths, it may arrive at other kinds of tragedy. 

But it cannot )>e denied that the (xreek tragic forms, 
although not ttie t»nly possible tragic forms, satisfy, in 
tiie most i)GrfGct manner, some of the most urgent 
demands of the liuman spirit. If, t)n the one hand, 
the liurnan spirit demands variety and the widest 
possible range, it equally demands, on the other hand, 
10 depth and concentration in its impressions. Powerful 
thought and emotion, flowing in strongly marked 
channels, make a stronger impression : this is the 
main reason why a metrical form is a more eflbctive 
veliicle for them than prose : in prose there is more 
freedom, hut, in the metrical form, the very limit gives 
a sense of precision and emphasis. This sense of 
emphatic distinctness in our impressions rises, as the 
thought and emotion swell higher and liigher without 
overflowing tlieir boundaries, to a lofty sense of the 
liO mastery of the liuman spirit over its own stormiest 
agitations ; and this, again, conducts us to a state of 
feeling "which it is the highest aim of tragedy to pro- 
duce, to a seniiment of suhUme acyuiestrnrc in the course 
offa((\ (Did hi the dispensations of human Ife. 

What has ]>een said explains, I think, the reason of 
tlie eftectivenoss of the severe forms of Greek tragedy, 
with its strongly marked boundaries, with its recur- 
rence, even in the most agitating situations, of mutually 
r<q)lying masses of metrical arrangement. Sometimes 
30 tlie agitation hocoines overwhelming, and the corre- 
spoiidence is for a time lost, the torrent of feeling 
flows for a space without check : this disorder amid 
the general order ]>roduces a }>owerful effect ; hut the 
balance is restored before the tragedy closes : the final 
sentiment in the mind must be one not of trouble, but 
of ac((uiescence. 

This sentiment of acquiescence is, no doubt, a sen- 
timent of repose; and, therefore, I cannot agree with 
Mr. Eewes when he says, in his remarks on Goethe’s 
40 Iphigcncia, that ‘ the Greek Drama is distinguished by 
its absence of repose ; by the currents of passion being 
for ever kept in agitation.’ I entirely agree, however, 
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in his criticism of Goethe's tragedy ; of that noble 
poem which Schiller so exactly characterized when he 
said that it was ‘ full of soul ’ : I entirely agree with 
him when he says that ‘ the tragic situation in the 
story of Iphigeneia is not touched by Goethe ; that his 
tragedy addresses the conscience rather than the 
emotions.* But Goethe does not err from Greek 
ideas when he thinks that there is roj)ose in tragedy : 
he en s from Greek practice in the mode in which he 
strives to produce tliat repose. Sophocles does not 10 
1> reduce the sentiment of rej>ose, of .acquiescence, by 
inculcating it, by avoiding .agitating circumstances : he 
produces it by exhibiting to us the most agitating 
matter under tlie conditions of tlie severest form. 
Goethe has truly recognized that this sentiment is the 
grand final effect of Greek iragc'dy : but he produces 
it, not in the manner of Sophocles, but, as Mr. Lewes 
has most ably pointed out, in a manner t>f Ids own ; 
he produces it by inculcating it ; by avoiding agitating 
matter ; by keeping himself in the domain of the soul 20 
and conscience, not in that of the passions. 

I have now to speak of the chorus ; for of this, as of 
the other forms of Greek tragedy, it is not enough, 
considering how Greek tnigody arose, to show that the 
Greeks used it; it is necessary to show that it is 
effective. Johnson says, th.at ‘it could only be by 
long ])rejudice and the bigotiy of learning that Milton 
could ])refer the ancient tragedies, with their encum- 
brance of ,a cliorus, to the exhibitions of the French 
and English stages : ’ and his tragedy of Irene suffi- 30 
ciently proves that he himself, in his practice, adopted 
Greek art as arranged at Paris, by those 

Jiigea plus ecljiiros quo ooux qui dans AtlioiiH 

Firont naitro et flourir les lois do Melpomene ; 

.as Voltaire calLs them in the prologue to his Kryphile. 
Johnson merely calls the chorus an oncumbraiice. 
Voltaii’e, who, in his Oedipus^ had made use of the 
chorus in a singular manner, argued, at a later period, 
against its introduction. Voltaire is always worth 
listening to, because his keenness of remark is always 40 
suggestive. ‘ In an interesting piece the intrigue 
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generally requires/ says Voltaire, ‘that the principal 
actors should have secrets to tell one another — J^Ji! le 
}noycn de dire son secret a tout un pcaple. And, if the 
songs of the chorus allude to what has already hap- 
j)ened, they must/ he says, ‘be tiresome; if they 
allude to what is about to happen, their ellWt will 
be to deroticr le plaisir de hi sujpnse.^ How ingenious, 
and h<»w entiredy in Voltaire’s manner ! The sense to 
be appealed to in tragedy is euriosdn ; the impression 

10 to be awakened in us is surprise. But the Greeks 
thought dillerently. For them, the aim of tragedy 
was profound moral i}npressum : and the ideal S])ec'tator, 
as Schlegel and Muller have called the chorus, was 
designed to enable the actual spectator to feel his own 
irnjiressions more distinctly and more dc^eply. The 
cliorus was, at eac.h stage in the action, to collect and 
weigh the impressions which the action would at that 
stage naturally make on a pious and thoughtful mind ; 
and was at last, at the end of the tragedy, when the 

20 issue of the action a])pe.*ired, to strike the final balance. 
If the feeling witii which the actual spectator rtigarded 
the course of the tragedy could be deepened by remind- 
ing liim of what was j>ast, or by indicating to him 
what was to come, it was the province of the ideal 
spectator so to deei)eii it. To combine, to harmonize, 
to detqien for the s])ectator the feelings naturally 
excited in him by the sight of what was passing upon 
the stage — this is one grand effect produced by the 
chorus in Greek tragedy, 

:^0 There is another. Coleridge obsei'ves that Shake- 
speare, after one of his grandest scenes, often }>lunges, 
as if to relax and relieve himself, into a scene of 
buffoonery. After tragic situations of the greatest 
intensity, a desire for relief and relaxation is no 
doubt natural, both to the poet and to the s]>ectator ; 
but th(‘ liner feeling of the Greeks found this relief, 
not in buffoonery, but in lyrical song. The noble and 
natural relief from the emotion produced by tragic 
events is in the transition to the emotion produced by 

40 lyric poetry, not in the contrast and shock of a totally 
opposite order of feelings. The relief afforded to ex- 
cited feeling by lyrical song every one has experienced 
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at the opera : the delifrht and facility of this relief 
r(‘iiders so univei'sal the popularity of the opera, of 
this ‘ hea}i rnovstni,^ which still, as in Voltaire time, 
'(Honffc ^lelpomcnr' But in the opera, the lyrical 
element, the element of feeling and relaxation, is in 
excess : the dramatic element, the element of intellect 
and labour, is in defect. In the Ix^st Greek tragedy, 
the lyrical element occupies its true place ; it is the 
relief and solace in the stress and conflict of the 
action ; it is not the substantive business. 10 

Few can have read the Samson Atjonistrs of Milton 
witliout feeling that the chorus imparts a peculiar and 
noble effect to that poem ; but 1 regret that Milton 
determined, induced jn'obably by liis i)reference for 
Eurii)ides, to adopt, in the songs of the chorus, ‘ the 
measure,' as he himself says, ‘called by the Greeks 
Monostrophic, or mther Apolel^nnenon, witliout regard 
had to Strophe, Antistrophe, or Epode.' In this 
relaxed form of the later Greek tragedy, the means 
are sacrificed by which the chorus could produce, -0 
within tlie limits of a single choric song, tlie same 
effect which it was their business, as we have seen, to 
produce in the tragedy as a whole. The regular 
correspondence of i>art with part, the antithesis, in 
answering stanzas, of thought to thought, feeling to 
feeling, with the balance of the whole struck in one 
indep<*ndent final stanza or epode, is lost ; something 
of the peculiar distinctness aiul symmetry, which con- 
stitute the vital lorce of the Greek tragic forms, is thus 
forfeited. The story of Samson, although it has no 
mystery or complication, to inspire, like tragic stories 
of the most perfect kind, a forelx>ding and anxious 
gloom in tlie mind of him who hears it, is yet a truly 
dramatic and noble one; but the forms of Greek tra- 
geily, which are founded on Greek manners, on the 
practice of chorus-dancing, and on the ancient habitual 
transaction of affairs in the open air in front of the 
dwellings of kings, are better adapted to Greek stories 
than to Hebrew or any other. These reseiwes being 
made, it is impossible to praise the Samson Affonistes 
too highly : it is great with all the greatness of Milton. 
Goethe might well say to Eckermann, after re-reading 
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it, that hardly any work had been composed so entirely 
in the spirit of the ancients. 

Milton’s drama has the true oratorical flow of ancient 
tragedy, produced mainly, I think, by his making it, 
as the Greeks made it, the rule, not the exception, to 
put the pause at the end of the line, not in the middle. 
Shakespeare has some noble passages, particularly in 
his Hirhfird the Thirds constructed with this, the true 
oratorical rhythm ; indeed, that wonderful poet, who 
10 has so much besi<les rhetoric, is also the greatest 
poetical rhetorician since Euripides : still, it is to the 
Elizabethan poets that we owe the bad habit, in dra- 
matic poetry, of perpetually dividing the line in the 
middle. Italian tragedy has the same habit : in 
A1 field’s plays it is intolerable. The constant occur- 
rence of sucli lines produces, not a sense of variety, 
hut a sense of perpetual interruption. 

Some of the measures used in the clioric songs of 
my tragedy are ordinary measures of English verse : 
20 otliers are not so ; but it must not be supposed that 
these last are the rejiroduction of any Greek choric 
measures. So to ada})t Greek measures to English 
verse is impossible : what 1 have done is to try to 
follow rhythms wliich j»roduced on my own feeling 
a similar imijression to that produced on it by llie 
rhythms of Greek choric poetry. In such an endeavour, 
when the ear is guided solely by its own feeling, there 
is, I know, a continual risk of failure and of ofYence. 
I believe, however, that there are no existing English 
30 measures which produce the same effect on the ear, 
and therefore on the mind, as that produced by many 
measures indispensalile to the nature of Greek lyric 
poetry. He, therefore, who would obtain certain effects 
obtained by that poetry, is driven to invent new 
measures, whether he will or no. 

Pope and Drydeii felt this. Pope composed two 
choruses for tlie Duke of Buckingham’s HriiUis, a 
tragedy altered from Shakespeare, and performed at 
Buckingham House. A short specimen wnll show what 
40 these choruses were — 

Lovo'a purer flanies the Gods approve : 

The Gods and Brutus bend to love ; 
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Brutus for absent Portia sighs, 

And sterner Cassius melts at Junia’s eyes. 

In this style he proceeds for eight lines more, and 
then the antistrophe duly follows. Pope felt that the 
peculiar effects of Greek lyric poetry were here missed ; 
the measure in itself makes them impossible : in his 
ode on St. Cecilia's day, accordingly, he tries to come 
nearer to the Greeks. Here is a portion of his fourth 
stanza ; of one of those stanzas in which Johnson 
thinks that ‘ we have all that can be }>erformed by 10 
sweetness of diction, or elegance of versification : * — 

Dreadful gh'ains, 

Dismal st reams, 

Fires that glow, 

Shrieks of woe, 

Sullen moans, 

Hollow groans, 

And cries of tortured gliosts. 

Horrible ! yet how dire must have been the necessity, 
how strong the feeling of the inadequacy of existing 20 
metres to produce effects demanded, which could drive 
a man of Pope’s taste to such prodigies of invention ! 
Dryden in his Alexander's I^'cast deviates less from 
ordinaiy English measures ; but to deviate from them 
ill some degree he was compelled. My admiration for 
Dryden ’s genius is warm : my delight in this in- 
comparable ode, the mighty son of his old age, is 
unbounded : but it seems to me that in only one 
stanza and chorus of the Alexander's Feast, the fourth, 
does the rhythm from first to last completely satisfy 30 
the ear. 

I must have wearied my reader's piitienee : but I 
was desirous, in laying liefore him my tragedy, that 
it should not lose what benefit it can derive from the 
foregoing explanations. To his favourable reception 
of it there will still be obstacles enough, in its un- 
familiar form, and in the incapacity of its author. 

How much do I regret that the many poets of the 
present day who possess that cai)acity which I have 
not, should not have forestalled me in an endeavour 40 
far beyond my powers ! How gladly should I have 
applauded their better success in the attempt to enrich 
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with what, in thp forms of the most perfect! y-formf^d 
literature in the world, is most perfect, our nolde 
English literal ure; to extend its boundaries in the 
one direction, in which, with all its force and variety, 
it has not yet advanced ! They would liave lost 
nothing by such an attempt, and English literature 
would have gained much. 

Only their silence could have eniboldened to under- 
take it one with inadequate time, inadecjuate know- 
30 ledge, and a talent, alas ! still more inade<|uate : one 
who brings to the task none of the requisite qualifica- 
tions of gcuiiiis or learning : nothing hut a passion 
for tlie great Masttu-s, and an effort to study them 
witliout fancifulnoss. 

London : Dewmlicr, 1857. 
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In the foregoing Preface the story of Mt'roj>c is dctjiile<i : what 
is hcic added may serve to explain alhisioiis wiiicli oceiir in tlio 
course of the tragedy, and to illustrate the situation of its chief 
i!0 jH isonagos at tli« nioincnt when it commences. 

'Phe events on which the action turns belong to (lie period 
of transition fr<*iii tho lieroic and fabulous to the human and 
historic ago ot Groeoo. 'J'he hero Hercuh*s, tJie ancestor of th^^ 
Mosseiiian Aepytus, belongs to fable : but the invasion of Pelo- 
poiin<*sus hy tJic Dorians under chiefs elaiming to bo descended 
from Hercules, and tlieir settlement in Argos, Lacedaoinoii, ami 
Mossenia, belong to Jiistory. Aepytus is descended on the 
father's side from Hercules, Perseus, and the kings of Argos : 
on the mother's side from Pelasgiis, and the aboriginal kings 
30 of Arcadia. Callisto, the tlaughter of the wicked Lycaon, and 
the mother, hy Zeus, of Areas, from wlioni the Areadians took 
their name, was tlie graml-daughter of Pelasgus. The birth 
of Areas brouglit upon Callisto the anger of the virgin-Coddess 
Artemis, whose service slio followed : she was clianged into 
a she-bear, and in this form was chased by Iier own son, grown 
to manhood. At tho ciitical moment Zeus interposed, and tlie 
mother and son were removed from the earth, and placed 
among the stars : Callisto became the famous constellation of 
the Great Bear ; lier son became Areturiis, Arctophylax, or 
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Bo6tcs. From liiiri, CypsoluK, tlu* maternal grajidfatlier of 
Aepyt.us, and the children of Cypselus, LaiuH and Meroj,) 0 , were 
lintially descended. 

The events of the life of Hercules, the paternal ancestor of 
Aepytus, are so well known that il is liardly necessary to record 
them. It is sufficient to remind the reader, that, although 
entitled It) the throne of Argos hy right of descent from Perseus 
and Danuiis, and to the tlironos of Sparta and Messenia hy 
rigid, of conquest, lie yet jiassed his life in labouis and wan- 
derings, subjected hy the decree of fato to the commands of his 10 
tar inferior kinsman, tlio feeble and malignant Eurystheus. 
Hercules, who is represented with the vndeiico as well as the 
virtues of an adventurous « ver-w'arriiig hero, attacked and slew 
Eurytus, an Euhoean king, W'ltli whom ho had a quariel, and 
carru‘d off the daughter of Eurytus, the beautiful loh . Tlio 
W'lfe of IltM'cuh's, Deiaiielra, soi/.<‘<l willi jealous anxiety, re- 
inenihered that long ago the centaur Nessus, dying by the 
ptjisoned arrows of Hercules, had assured her that the blood 
llowdng from bis mortal wound wouhl prove an infallible love- 
charm to wun back th#* affections of lier husband, if she should ‘JO 
ever lose tliem. Wu h this philtre Heiaiieira uow' anointed 
a robe of triiinifdi, wdiich she sent to her victorious liiisband : 
lie received it when ab<»ut to offer public .saiuiOee, and im- 
niediiitely pnt it on : but the sun's rays called into activity the 
jioisoned blood with which the rtibe was smeared : it clung 
to the flesh of the hero and consumed it. In dreadful agonies 
Hen jules causeil liirnself to bi' transported from Euboea to 
Mount Oeta : there, under the crags of Trachis, an immense 
tuiier<il ]iile w'as constnii'ted, Kocognizing the divim^ will in 
the fate which lia<l overtaken him, tJie hero ascended the pile, SO 
and called <ui bis children and followers to set it on fire. 'I'licy 
refused ; but the office was performed by I'oeas, the fatlier of 
Pjiih*ctctes, who, ]):issing near, Avas attracted by the concourse 
round the pile, and who receiv'eil the bow and arrows of 
ilerculos for his reward. The flames arose, and the apotheosis 
of Hercules was consummated. 

He hcqueatlied to his offspring, the Ileracleidae, his own 
claims to tlie kinizdoms of Pelop(»nnesiis, and to the jiersecution 
of Eurystheus. They at first sought shelter with Ceyx, king of 
TracJiis : he w.is too W’eak to protect them ; and tliey then 40 
took refuge at Athens. The Athenians ndused to deliver them 
up at the demand of Eurystheus : he invaded Attica, and 
a battle was fought near Marathon, jii which, after Macaria, 
a daughter of hlercules, had devoted herself for the jn-eserva- 
tion ot her liouse, Eurysl liens fell, and the Ileracleidae and 
their Atlienian pndectors w«'re victorious. The memory of 
Ma<;aria’s sel f- sac. 1 1 lice was j>erpetuated by the name of a spring 
of water on the plain of Maratiioii, the spring Macaria, Tlie 
Ileracleidae tJien endeavoured to effect their return to Pelopon- 
nesus. llyllus, tlie eldest of them, inquired of tlie oracle at 50 
Delphi respecting their return ; he was told to return hy the 
narrow paf>ha(/c, and in the third fiarvikt. Accordingly, in the 
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third yt'ar from that time, Ilyllus led an army to the Isthmus 
of Corinth ; hut there he was oneountored by an army of 
Acliaians and Areadiaiis, and fell in single combat with 
Echeinus, king of Tegea. Upon this defeat the Ileraeleidao 
retired to JVortliern Greece : tliore, after much wandering, 
they finally took rcluge with Aegimius, king of the Dorians, 
who appears to liave been tho fastest friend of their liouse, and 
whoso Dorian warriors formed th<‘ army wliich at last achieved 
their return. Hut, fora hundred years from the date of their 
10 first attempt, the lloracleidae were defeated in their successive 
invasions of Peloponnesus. Cleolaus and Aristornaelius, tlie 
son and grandson of Ilyllus, fell in unsuccessful expoditif)ns. 
At lengtli the sons of Ari stomach ns, Temenus, Cresidiontcs, 
and Aristodemus, wlieri grown up, repaired to Didphi and 
taxed the oracle with the non-fulAlment of the promise nuule 
to their ancestor Ilyllus. But Apollo replied that Ins oracle 
had been misunderslood ; for that by the thnd harvat lie had 
meant the tliird generation, and by the 7iarivw j)a.is>agi' lie bad 
meant tlie straits of tho Corinthian Gulf. After tin’s explana- 
20tion tlvo sons of Aristomachus built a fleet at Nauj>aclus ; and 
finally, in tho liundnultli year from the deatli of PJyllus, and 
the eightiotli from the fall of Troy, the invasion was again 
attempted, and was tliis time suc<*essful. Tho sou of Orestes, 
Tisnmenus, who ruled both Argos and Lacedaemon, fell in 
battle; many of liis vanquisheil subjects left tlioir liornes and 
retired to Achala. 

The spoil was now to be divided among the conquerors. 
Aristodemus, the youngest of the sons of Aristomachus, did 
not survive to enjoy his sliare. He was slain at Delphi by 
30 tlie sons of Pyladi-s and Elect ra, flie kinsmen of the house of 
Agamemnon, that house wliich the lleracleidac with their 
Dorian army di.sjiossessed., The claims of Aristodemus de- 
scended to his two sons, Procles and Eurystliencs, children 
under the guardianship of their maternal uncle, Theras. 
Temenus, tlie eldest of the sons of Aristomachus, took tlie 
kingdom of Argos; for tho two remaining kingdoms, that of 
Sparta and that of Mosaenia, his two nephews, wlio were to 
rule jointly, and their undo Cresphontes, were to cast lots. 
Crosphonies wished to have tho fertile Mc'ssonia, and induced 
40 his brother to acqui<-sco in a trick which secured it to him. 
Tho lot of Cresphontes and that of his two nephi'ws wore to 
be ])laced in a water-jar, and thrown out. Messenia was to 
belong to him whose lot came out first. With the connivance 
of Teinemia, Cresphontes marked as his own lot a pellet com- 
])osed of baked clay ; as the lot of his nephews, a pellet of 
unbaked clay : the unbaked pellet was of course dissolved in 
the water, wliile the brick pellet fell out alone. Messenia, 
therefore, was assigned to Cresphontes. 

Jde.ssonia >va8 at this time ruled by Melanthus, a descendant 
50 of Neleus. This ancestor, a prince of the groat house of Aeolus, 
had come from Thessaly, and succeeded to tho Messenian 
throne on the failure of the previous dynasty. Melanthus and 
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his race were thus foreigners in Messenia, and were unpopular. 
His subjects offered little or no opposition to the invading 
Dorians : Melanthus abandoned his kingdom io Cresphontes, 
and retired to Athens. 

Cresphontes married Merope, whose native country, Arcadia, 
was not affected by tlie Dorian invasion. This nuiniage, tho 
issue of whicli was three sons, conneeted liim with the native 
])opnliit ion of Peloponnesus. He built a new capital of Messenia, 
Stenychiros, and transferred thither, from Pylos, tlio seat of 
government : he at first proposed, it is said liy Paiisanias, to 10 
divide Messenia into live states, and to confer on tlie nati\e 
Messenians equal privileges with tluir Dorian conquerors. 
Tlie Dorians complained that his administration unduly 
favouicd the vanquished people: liis chief magnates, headed 
by Polyphontes, himself a descendant of lleicules, formed 
a cabal against liim, in which lie was slain with his two eldest 
sons. The youngest son of Crespliontes, Aepytus, then an 
infant, was saved by bis mother, who sent him to her father, 
Cypselus, tlie king of Arcadia, uiuler whose protection ho was 
brought up. 20 

U'Jie drama begins at the moment when Aepytu**, groAvn to 
manhood, returns secretly to Messenia to tako vengeam-e on his 
father's murdeiers. At tins period Temenus was no longer 
reigning at Argos • lie had b(*en murdered by his sons, jealous 
of their hrother in-law, Deiphoides : the sons of Aristodenius, 
I'rocles and Kurystlieiies, at variance with their guardian, 
were reigning at Sparta. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA 

LaIAS, uyicUi of An’\T«rs, hrathrr of Mi-KOI'K 
AkI'Y'IVS, tf MkUOI'K ayitl fULSlMIONlKS 

IVn.YI'HONTKS, knuj nj MeSSKN*IA 

Meropf, Widow of CKEsriioNifs, tho murdvrod Lit, g of Messenia. 
The Ciiour^, of Messenian in<ii(i‘'ti^. 

Auca’^, iin old tiKiii of MEfuH’h’s hov'ief'old 
Messenoeu 

UVAllVS, AtI'I' NDAN'IH, S^r. 

Thv Sietit‘ is Ihjote Ifn- rotful palwo tn Stlnyclaros, the tapdal of 
Me^sENIA. Jti the foreground is the tomi> of Cresphonteis. The 
action cornme trees at day-break. 
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1.AIAS. AEPYTUS 
Laias 

Son of Cresphoiit.es, wo have loach’d ilio goal 
Of our night-journey, and thou see’st thy home. 

Roll old tliy lioritage, thy father's realm ! 

This is that fruitful, fjuii'd Messeniaii land. 

Wealthy in corn and flocks, which, wlion at last 
Tlie late-relenting Gods vvitli victory brought 
Tlie Ileracleidae l)ack to I^elops’ isle. 

Fell to thy father's lot, the second prize. 

Before thy fet^t this recent city sprt^ads 
Of Stenyclaros, which ho built, and nifide 10 

Of his fresh-ooiicpier’d rt'alm tlie royal seat, 

Degrading Pylos from its ancient rule. 

There stands the temple of thine ancestor, 

(ireat Hercules ; and, in that jaiblic place, 

Zeus hath his altar, where thy father fell. 

Thence to the south, behold those snowy peaks, 
Taygetus, Jjaconia's bor<ler-wall : 

And, on this side, those confluent streams wliich make 
Painisus watering the Messenian }>iain : 

Then to tlie north, Ijvcaeus and the liills LO 

Of ])astoral Arcadia, where, a l>aho 

Snatch'd from the slaughter of tliy father’s house, 

"J'hy mother’s kin receiv’d thee, and rear’d up. — 

Our journey is well made, the work remains 
Which to ]>erform ^\e made it ; means for that 
Let us consult, before this palace sends 
Its inmates on their daily tasks abroad. 

Haste and advise, for day comes on apace. 

Aepytus 

O brother of my mother, guardian true, 

And second father from that hour when first 30 

My mother’s faithful servant laid me down, 

An infant, at the hearth of Cypselus, 

My grandfather, the good Arcadian king — 
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Thy part it were to advise, and mine to obey. 

But let us keep that purpose, which, at home. 

We judg’d tlie best ; chance finds no better way. 

Go thou into the city, and seek out 

Whate’er iu tlie Messenian city stirs 

Of faitlifid fondness towards their former king 

Or hatred to their j)resent ; in this last 40 

Will lie, my grandsire said, our fairest chance. 

For tyrants make man good beyond himself ; 

Hate to tlieir rule, which else would die awav. 

Their daily-practis'd chafings keep alive. 

Seek this ; revive, unite it, give it hope ; 

Bid it rise boldly at the signal given. 

Meanwhile within my father’s palace I, 

An unknown guest, will enter, bringing word 

Of my own death ; but, Laias, well 1 hoj>e 

Through that pretended death to live and reign. .50 

[Tiik Chokus cow cs forth. 

Softly, stand back ! — .see, tow’rd the palace gates 
Wh.at black i>roc<\ssion slowly makes api>roach ? — 
Sad-chanting maidens clad in mourning robes, 

With pitchers in their hands, and fresh-i)uird flowers; 
Doubtless, they boar them to my father’s tomb. - 

[Mekope comes forth. 

And see, to meet them, that one, grief-plung’d Form, 
Severer, paku', statelier than the}’^ all, 

A golden edrehd on her queenly brow.— 

O Laias, Laias, let the heart speak here ! 

Shall I not greet her ? shall I not leap ft>rth ? fK) 

[PoEYPiiONTEs comes forth.folJoo'iiHj Merope. 

Laias 

Not so : thy heart would pay its moment’s sj^eech 
By silence ever after ; for, behold I 
The King (1 know him, even through many years) 
Follows the issuing Queen, who stoj>s, as cair<l. 

No lingering now ! straight to the city I ; 

Do tliou, till for thine entrance to this house 
The hapj)y moment comes, lurk here unseen 
Behind the slielter of thy father’s tomb : 

Remove yet further off, if aught comes near. 
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But, here while harbouring, on its margin lay, 70 

Sol© offering that thou hast, locks from thy head : 

And fill thy leisure with an earnest prayer 
To his avenging Shade, and to the Gods 
Who under e:ii*th watch guilty deeds of men. 

To guide our effort to a prosperous close. 

[ Laias (foes out. PonYruoNTEs, Meroi*e, and The 
Chorus ('onic forward. As they advance,, Aepytus, 
who at firat conceals himself behind the tomb, moves 
off the stage. 

POLYUHONTES (To ThE ChoRUS) 

Set <lown your j)it<*hers, maidens ! and fall back ; 
Suspend your melariclioly rites awhile : 

Shortly ye shall resume them with your Queen. — 

{To Meropk) 

I sought thee, Meroj>e ; I find thee thus, 

As 1 liave evei found thee ; ]>ent to keep, 80 

By sad observances and public grief. 

A mournful feu<l alive, which else would die. 

I blame thee not, I do thy heart no wrong : 

Thy deep seclusion, thine unyielding gloom. 

Thine attit ude of cold, estrang'd reiu’oach. 

These punctual funeral honours, year by year 
Repeated, are in tliee, I well believe, 

Courageous, faithful actions, nobly dar'd. 

But, Mc ropo, the eyes of other men 

K(‘ad in these actions, innocent in thee, 90 

Perpetual promptings to rebellious ho})e, 

War-cries to faction, year by year renew'd, 

Beacons of vengeance, not to be let die. 

And me, believe it, wise men gravely blame, 

And ignorant men despise me, that 1 stand 
Passive, permitting thee what course thou wilt. 

Ye s, the crowd mutters that romonseful fear 
And paralysing conscience stop my arm. 

When it should pluck thee from thy hostile way. 

All this I bear, for, what I seek, I know ; 100 

Peace, peace is what I seek, and public calm : 

Endless extinction of unhappy hates : 

Union cemented for this nation’s ^^©al. 
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And even now, if to behold me here, 

This day, amid these rites, this black-rob'd train, 
Wakens. C) (^ueen ! remembrance in tliy heart 
Too wide at variance with the peace I seek — 

I will not vitdate thy noble grief. 

The jirayer I came to urge I will defer. 

Tliis <lay, to-morrow, yesterday, alike 130 

I am, I shall ]>e, liave lM‘eii, in niy mind 
Tow’rds thee ; towards thy silence as thy speech. 
8j)eak, therefore, or keep silence*, which tliou wilt. 

Poi.Yi*noNTi:s 

Hear mo, then, speak ; and let this mournful day. 

The twentieth anniversary of strife. 

Henceforth l)e honour’d as the date peace. 

Yes. twenty years ago this day beheld 

The king Cr<*s[)hont<'s, thy great huslmnd, fall: 

It needs no yearly ollerings at his tomb 

To keep alive that memory in iny heart ; 12(I 

It lives, and, whih* I see the light, will live. 

For we were kinsmen — more than kinsmen frie nds : 
lk>gether we had sprung, togeihc*!’ liv'd ; 

Together to this isle of l^elops came 
To take the inheritance of Hercules ; 

Together won this fair Messeniaii land — 

Alas, that, how to rule it, was our broil ! 

He bad his counsel, 2 )arty, friends — I mine ; 

He stood by what be wish’d for — I the same* ; 

T smote him, when our wishes clash’d in arms : 130 

He had smit me, had he been swift as I. 

But while I smote liim, Queen, I lionour'd liini ; 

Me, too, had he prevail’d, he ha<l not scorn’d. 

Enough of this ! -since then, I liave maintain’d 
The sceptre— not remissly let it fall — 

And I am seated on a prosperous tlirone : 

Yet still, for I conceal it not, ferments 
In the Messeniaii people what remains 
Of thy dead husband's faction ; vigorous once. 

Now crush’d but not quite lifeless by his full. 

And these men look to thee, and from thy grief — 
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Something too .studiously, forgive me, shown — 

Infer thee their accomplice ; and they say 
That thou in secret nurturest up thy son, 

Him whom thou hiddest when thy husband fell, 

To avenge that fall, and bring them back to power. 
Such are their hopes — I ask not if by thee 
Willingly fed or no — their most vain hoj)e.s ; 

For I have kept conspiracy fast-chain VI 

Till now, and 1 have strength to <‘hain it still. 150 

But, Meropo, the years advance ; — 1 stand 

Upon the threshold of old age, alone. 

Always in arms, always in face of foes. 

The long rej^ressive attitude of rule 
Leavers me austere r, sU^rner, than I would ; 

Old age is more suspicious than the free 
And valiant lieart of youth, or manlojod’s firm, 
Unclouded reason ; I would not decline 
Into a jealous tyrant, scourgVl with fears, 

Closing, in blood ami gloom, his sullen reign. 1(>0 

The cares which might in me with time, I feel, 

Beget a cruel temper, help me quell ; 

Tlie breach between our parties help mo close ; 

Assist me to rule mildly : let us join 

Our hands in solemn union, making friends 

Our factions with the friendship of thedr chiefs. 

Let us in marriage. King and Queen, unite 
Claims ever hostile else ; and set thy .son — 

Ko more an exile fed on empty hoj>es, 

And to an unsubstantial title heir, 170 

But j)rince adopted by the will of power. 

And future king — before this peoi>Ie's eyes. 

Consider liiiii ; con.sider not old hates : 

Consider, too, this people, who were clear 
To their dead king, thy husband — yea, too dear, 

For that destroy’d him. Give them peace ; thou 
can'st. 

O Me rope, how many noble thoughts, 

How many precious feelings of man’.s heart, 

How many loves, how many gratitudes, 

Do twenty years wear out, and see expire ! 180 

Shall they not wear one hatred out as well ? 
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Merope 

Thou hast forgot, then, who I am who hear, 

And who thou art who spoakest to me ? I 
Am Merope, thy murder'd master s wife . . . 

And thou art Polyphonies, first his friend, 

And then ... his murderer. These offending tears 
That murder draws . . . tliis hreacli that thou would’st 
close 

Was by that murder open’d . . . that one child 
(If still, indeed, lie lives) whom thou would'st seat 
Upon a throne not thine to give, is heir 190 

Because thou slew’st his brothers with their father. . . 
Who can patch union here? . . . What can tliere l)e 
But everlasting horror ’twixt us two, 

Gulfs of estranging blood ? . . . Across that chasm 
Who can extend their hands ? . . . Maidens, take hack 
These offerings home ! our rites are spoil’d to-day. 

POLYPHONTES 

Not so : let those Messenian maidens nuirk 
The fear’d and blacken’d ruler of their race, 

Albeit with lips unapt to self-excuse, 

Blow off the spot of murder from his name. — 200 

Murder! — but what is murder? When a wretch 
For private gain or hatred takes a life. 

We call it murder, crush him, brand his name : 

But when, for some great public cause, an arm 
Is, without love or hate, austerely rais’d 
Against a I’ower exempt from common checks. 
Dangerous to all, to he hut thus annull’d — 

Ranks any man with murder such an act ? 

With grievous deeds, perhaps ; with murder — no ! 
Find then such cause, the charge of murder falls 
Be judge thyself if it abound not here. — 211 

All know how weak the Eagle, Hercules, 

Soaring from his death-pile on Oeta, left 
His puny, callow Eaglets ; and what trials — 

Infirm protectors, dubious oracles 
Construed awry, misplann'd invasions — us'd 
Two generations of his offspring up ; 

Hardly the third, with grievous loss, regain’d 
Their fathers’ realm, this isle, from Pelops nam’d. — 
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Who made that triumph, though deferred, secure? 

Who, but the kinsmen of the royal brood 221 

Of Hercules, scarce Heracleidae less 

Than they ? those, and the Dorian lords, 'whose king 

Aegimius gave our outcast house a home 

When Tlie])os, when Athens dar'd not ; who in arms 

Thrice issued with us from their pastoral vales. 

And shod thc'ir blood like water in our cause? — 

Such were tlie dispossessors : of what stamp 
AVore they we dispossessed ? — of us 1 speak, 

AViio to Messenia with thy husband came — l30 

I speak not now of Argos, where his brother. 

Not now of Sparta, where his nejdiews reiguM : - 

AVhat we found here mcu-o tril>es of fame obscure, 

Much turbulence, and little constancy, 

Precariously rul’d by foreign lords 
From the Aeolian stock of Neleus sprung, 

A house once grc'at, now dwindling in its sons. 

Such were the con<|uer'd, such the concpierors : who 
Had most thy husband’s confidence? Consult 
His acts ; the wife he chose was — full of virtu<?s — 

But an Arcadian princess, more akin 241 

To his new subjects than to us ; his fricmds 
Were tlio Messeniari chic^fs ; the laws lie fram'd 
AAh^re aim'd at tluur ])romotioii, our decline ; 

And, finally, this land, then half-subdued, 

Wliich from one central city’s guarded seat 
As from a fastness in the rocks our scant 
Handful of Dorian conquerors might liavo curb'd, 

He parcel I’d out in live confederate states, 

Sowing his victors thinly through them all, 260 

Mere prisoners, meant or not, among our foes. 

If this was fear of them, it sham’d the king : 

If jealousy of us, it sham’d the man. — 

Long we refrain’d ourselves, submitted long, 

Construed his acts indulgently, rever’d, 

Though found perverse, the blood of Hercules : 
Reluctantly the rest ; but, against all, 

One voice preach’d i^atieiice, and that voice w'as mine. 
At last it reach’d us, that he, still mistrustful, 
Deeming, as tyrants deem, our silence hate, 260 

Unadulating grief conspiracy, 
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Had to ibis city, Stenyclaros, call’d 
A general assemblage of Ihe realm, 

With compact in that concourse to deliver, 

For death, his ancient to his new-made friends. 
Patience was thenceforth self-destruction. I, 

I liis chief kinsman, I his pioneer 

And champion to the throne, I honouring moat 

Of men the lino of Hercules, preforrVl 

Th(‘ many of that lineage to the one : 270 

What his foes dar’d not, 1, his lover, dar’d : 

I, at that altar, wliere mid shouting crowds 
He sacrific'd, our ruin in his heart, 

To Zeus, before lie struck his blow, struck mine: 
Struc'k once, and aM'’d his mob, and sav’d this realm. 
Murder let others call this, if tlioy will ; 

I, self-defence and righteous execution. 

Merope 

Alas, how fair a colour can liis tongue, 

Who self-excul pates, lend to foulest deeds. 

Thy trusting lord didst thou, his servant, slay ; 280 

Kinsman, thou slew’st thy kinsman; friend, thy friend: 
This were enough ; but let me tell thee, too, 

Thou hadst no cause, as feign'd, in his misrule. 

For ask at Argos, ask in Lacedaemon, 

Whose ]ieo])le, when the Heracleidae came. 

Were hunted out, and to Achaia fled, 

Whether is better, to abide alone, 

A wolfish band, in a dispeopled realm. 

Or conquerors with conquer’d to unite 

Into one puissant folk, as he design’d ? 290 

These sturdy and unworn Messenian tribes. 

Who shook the fierce Neleidae on their throne, 

Who to the invading Dorians stretch’d a hand. 

And half bestow’d, half yielded up their soil — 

He would nut let his savage chiefs alight, 

A cloud of vultures, on this vigorous race ; 

Ravin a little while in spoil and blood, 

Then, gorg'd and helpless, be assail'd and slain. 

He would have sav'd you from your furious selves, 

Not in abhorr’d estrangement let you stand ; 300 

He would have mix’d you with your friendly foes, 
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Foes dazzled with your prowess, well inclin’d 
To reverence your lineage, more, to ol)ey : 

So would have built you, in a few short years, 

A just, therefore a safe, supremacy. 

For well he knew, what you, his chiefs, did not — 

How of all human rules the over-tens<i 

Are apt to snap ; the easy-stretch’d endure. — 

O gentle wisdom, little understood ! 

O arts, above the vulgar ty rant’s reach ! 310 

0 policy too subtle far for sense 

Of heady, masterful, injurious men ! 

This good he meant you, and for this he died. 

Yet not for this else might thy crime in part 
Bo error deem'd — but that pretence is vain. 

For, if ye slew him for supj>os’d inisnih', 

Injustice to his kin and Dorian friends, 

Wliy with the offending father did ye slay 
Two nnotfeiiding ))abes, his innocent sons? 

Why not on them have plac’d the forfeit crown. 3*0 
Rul’d in their name, and train’d them to your will? 
Had thcu misrul’d? had they forgot their friends? 
Forsworn their blo#d ? ungratefully liad they 
PrefVuT’<l Messenian serfs to Dorian lords? 

No : but to thy amhitioii their x)oor li\es 
Were bar ; and tliis, too, was their father’s crime. 

That thou might'st leigii he died, not for his fault 
Even fancied ; ami his ileath thou wrvmghtest chief. 
For, if the other lords desir’d his fall 

Hotlier tlian thou, and were by thee kej>t. back, 330 
Why dost thou onl}^ death ? 

Thy crown condemns thee, Avhile thy tongue absolves. 
And now to mo thou tenderest friendly league, 

And to my son reversion to th}'' throne : 

Short answer is sufficient ; league Avith tliee, 

For me I deem such impious ; and for him, 

Exile abroad more safe than heirship here. 

PoLYPIlONTES 

1 ask thee not to apyirove thy husband’s death, 

No, nor expect thee to admit the grounds, 

In reason good, Avhich justified my deed : 840 

With Avomen the heart argues, not the mind. 



324 


MEROPE 


But, for thy children's death, I stand assoil'd : 

I siiv’d them, meant them honour : but thy friends 
Rose, and with fire and sword assailed my house 
By niglit ; in that blind tumult they were slain. 

To chance impute their deaths, then, not to me. 

Mekoi'E 

Such chance as kill'd the father, kill'd the sons. 

POLYPIIONTES 

One son at least I spar'd, for still he lives. 

Merope 

Tyrants think him they murder not they spare. 

PoLYPHONTES 

Not much a tyrant thy free speech disi)lays me. 
Merope 

Thy shame sc^cures my freedom, not thy will. 

POLYPJIONTES 

Shame rarely checks the g€uiiiine tyrant's will. 

Meroi'E 

One merit, then, thou hast : exult in that. 

PoLYPHONTES 

Thou standost out, I see, repellest peace. 

Merope 

Thy sword repell'd it long ago, not L 
POLYPIIONTES 

Doubtless thou reckonest on the hope of friends. 
Merope 

Not help of men, although, perhaps, of Gods. 

PoLYPlIONTES 

What Gods? the Gods of concord, civil weal? 

Merope 

No r the avenging Gods, who punish crime. 
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POLYPHONTKS 

Beware ! from thee upbraid ings I receive 360 

With pit 3 % nay, with reverence ; yot, beware ! 

I know, I know liow liard it is to think 
That riglit. that conscience pointed to a deed, 

Where interest seems to have enjoin’d it too. 

Most men are led l)y interest ; and the few 
Who are not, expiate tlie general sin. 

Involv’d in one suspicion with the base. 

Dizzy the j>atli and perilous the w'ay 
W^hich in a deed like mine a just man treads, 

But if is sometimes trodden, oh ! believe it. 370 

Yet liow canst thou Ixdieve it? therefore thou 
Hast all impunity. Yet, lest thy friends, 

EiiiboldenM by my lenience, think it fear. 

And count on like impunity, and rise, 

And have to thank thee for a fall, })eware ! 

To rule this kingdom I intend: with sway 
Clement, if may )>o, but to rule it : there 
Exi)ect no wjivering, no retreat, no change. — 

And now I leave thee to these rites, esteem’d 
Pious, but im]>ious, surely, if their scope 380 

Be to foment old memories of wrath. 

Pr.‘iy, as thou pour’st libations on this tomb, 

To be delivered frcjin thy foster’d hate, 

Unjust suspicion, and erroneous fear. 

[PoLYPHONTEs (jocs itUo iJic pulacc. The Chorus and 
Merope a}yi)roa(:h the tomb loith their offerings. 

The Chorus 

Draw, draw near to tlie tomb. strophe. 

Lay honey -cakes on its marge, 

Pour the libation of milk, 

Deck it with garlands of flowers. 

Tears fall thickly the wlule ! 

Behold, O King, from the dark 390 

House of the grave, what we do. 

O Arcadian hills, antistrophe. 

Send us the Youth whom ye hide, 

Girt with his coat for the chase, 

With the low broad hat of the tann’d 
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Hunter o'ersliadowing^ his brow: 

Grasping firm, in liis hand 
Adviinc'd, two javelins, not now 
Dangerous alone to the deer. 

Merope 

What shall I hear, O lost sir. 1. 400 

Hiishand and King, to tliy grave? — 

INire libations, and fresh 
Flowers? Hut thoii, in the gloom, 

Discontented, perhaps, 

Demandest vengeance, not gri<‘r? 

Sternly re([uirest a man. 

Light to s]>ring up to thj^ race ? 

The CiiOKiTs 

Vengeance, O Qiie<*n, is liis due, 

His most just prayer: yet liis race 
If that might soothe him below — 

Prosperous, mighty, came back 
In the third generation, the way 
Order'd by Fate, to their home. 

And now, glorious, secure. 

Fill the wealtli-giviiig thrones 
Of their lieritage, Pelops’ isle. 

Merope 

Suffering sent them, Death 
March’d with them. Hatred and Strife 
Met them entering their halls. 

For from the <lay when the first 
Iteracloidao receiv’d 
That Deljdiic best to return, 

What hath involv'd them but blind 
Error on error, and blood ? 

The Chorus 

Truly I hear of a Maid ant. 2. 

Of that stock born, who bestow'd 
Her blood that so she might make 
Victory sure to her race, 

Wlien the fight hung in doubt: but she now, 


ant. 1. 

420 


St7\ 2. 
410 
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Honour’d and sung of by all, 430 

Far on Marathon plain 
Gives lier name to the spring 
Macaria, blessed Child. 

Meropjc 

She led the way of death. str. 3. 

And the plain of Togea, 

And the grave of Orestes — 

Wliere, in secret seclusion 
Of his VI n reveal’d tomb, 

Bleeps Agamemnon’s unhappy, 

Matricidal, world-famVl, 440 

Seveii-ciibit-fatatur’d son- 

Sont fortli Ecliemus. the victor, the king. 

By whose liand, at the Isthmus, 

At the Fate-donied Straits, 

Fcdl the eldest of the sons of Hercules, 

Ilyllus, the chief of his house. — 

Brotlier follow’d sister 
Tlie all-wept way. 

Tiif. Chorus 

Ves ; but his son’s seed, wiser-coiinseH’d, 449 

Sail'd by the Fate-meant Gulf to their conquest ; 
Slew tlieir eiH‘mies’ king, Tisamenus. 

'Wherefore accept that hapi)ier omen ! 

Yet shall restorers ap]>€;ar to the race. 

Mekope 

Tliree brotliers won the held, ant. 3. 

And to two did Destiny 

Give the thrones that they conquer’d. 

But the third, what delays him 
From his unattaiii’d crown? . . . 

Ah Py lades and Electra, 

Ever faithful, untir’d, 460 

Jv^alous, blood -ex acting friends ! 

Ye lie watching for the foe of your kin, 

In the passes of Delphi, 

In the temple-built gorge. — 
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There the youngest of the band of conquerors 
Perish’d, in siglit of the goal. 

Grandson follow'd sire 
Tlie all-we]>t way. 


Tiik Chokus 


Thou tellest the fate of the last sfr. 4. 

Of the flirtie lleracleidae. 47u 

7*^ot of him, of Ch-esj>liontes thou shared'st the lot. 

A king, a king was lie while he liv'd, 

Swaying the sceptre with predestin’d hand. 

And now, minister lov'd, 

Holds rule 


Mekope 


Ah me . . . Ah . . . 


’IhlE ClltlRUS 

For the awful Monarchs below. 


Mekope 

Thou touchest the worst of my ills. sir. 5. 

Oh had ho fallen of old 

At the Isthmus, in fight with liis foes, 

lly Achaian, Arcadian spear ! 480 

Then had his sejuilchre risen 

On the high sea-bank, in the sight 

Of either Gulf, and remain'd 

All-regarded afar, 

Noble memorial of worth 
Of a valiant Chief, to his own. 

The Chorus 

There rose up a cry in the streets ant. 4. 

From the terrified people. 

From the altar of Zeus, from the crowd, came a wail. 
A blow, a blow was struck, and he fell, 400 

•‘bullying his garment with dark-streaming blood : 
AVhile stood o’er him a Form — 

Some Form 

Merope 

Ah me . . . Ah 
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The Chorus 

Of a dreadful Presence of fear. 

Meroi*e 

More }uercing the second cry rang, anL 5. 

Wail’d from the palace ^vithin, 

From the Children. . . . The Fury to them, 

Fresh from their father, draws near. 

Ah hloody axe ! dizzy blows ! 

In tlieso ears, they thiinder, they ring, 500 

These j>oor ears, still : — and these eyes 
Niglit and day see them fall, 

Fiery phantoms of death, 

On the fair, curl’d heads of my sons. 

The Chorus 

Not to thee only hath canne str. 6. 

Sorrow, () Queen, of mankind. 

Had not J']hM;ti*a to haunt 
A palace defilM by a death unaveng'd, 

For years, in sihmce, devouring her heart? 

3:Jut lieu* nursling, her hope, came at last. 510 

Thou, too, rearest in joy, 

Far ’mid Arcadian hills, 

Somewhere, in safety, a nursling, a light. 

Yet, yet shall Zeus bring him home ! 

Yet shall he dawn on this land ! 

Merope 

Him 111 secret, in tears, sir. 7. 

Month after month, through the slow-dragging year, 
Longing, listening, I wait, I implore. 

But he comes not. What dell, 

O Fryman thus ! from sight 620 

Of liis mother, which of thy glades, 

O Lycaeus ! conceals 
The hapi>y hunter ? He hasks 
In youth’s pure morning, nor thinks 
On the Idood-stain’d lioine of his hirth. 

The Chorus 

Give not tliy Ijeart to despair. ant. 6. 

No lamentation can loose 
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Prisoners of death from the grave : 

But Zeus, who accoiinteth thy quarrel his own, 

Still rules, still watches, and numbers the hours 530 
Till the sinner, the vengeance, be ri|^>e. 

Still, by Acheron stream, 

Terrible Deities thron’d 

Sit. and make ready the serpent, the scourge. 

Still, still the Dorian boy. 

Exil’d, remembers his home. 

Mkkopk 

Him if high-ruling Zeus 
Bring to his mother, the rest I commit, 

Willing, patient, to Zeus, to his care. 

Blood I ask not. Enough 
Sated, and more than enough. 

Are mine eyes with blood. But if this, 

O my comforters ! strays 
Amiss from Justice, the Gods 
Forgive my folly, and w^ork 
What they will ! — but to me give my son ! 

ThK ClTOltlTS 

Hear us and lielji us, Shade of our King ! sir. 8. 

Mekope 

A return, O Father ! give to thy boy ! sir. 9. 

The Chorus 

Send an avenger, Gods of the dead ! anf. 8. 

Merope 

An avenger I ask not : send me my son ! ant. 9, 550 

The Chorus 

O Queen, for an avenger to appear. 

Thinking that so I pray’d aright, I })ray’d: 

If I pray’d wrongly, I revoke the j>rayer. 

Merope 

Forgive me, maidens, if 1 seem too slack 
In culling vengeance on a murderer’s head. 


ant. 7. 

640 



MEROPE 


331 


Impious I deem the alliance which he asks ; 

Requite him words severe, for seeming kind ; 

And righteous, if he falls, I count his fall. 

With this, to those unbrib'd inquisitors. 

Who in man’s inmost bosom sit and judge, C60 

The true avengers these, 1 leave his deed, 

By him sliown fair, but, I believe, most foul. 

If these condemn him, let them j>abs his doom ! 

Tliat (loom obtain effect, from Gods or men ! 

So Ixi it ! yet will that more solace bring 
To th<‘ chaf’d heart of Justice than to mine. — 

To hear anotlier tumult in these streets, 

’fo have another murder in these lialls. 

To see another mighty victim bleed — 

There is small comfort for a woman here. 570 

A woman, O ij)y fritaids, has one desire — 

To see secure, to live with, those slie loves. 

Can 'S’^engeaiice give me back the murdered? no ! 

(,’an it bring homo my child? Ali, if it can, 

I pray tlio Furi<»&’ (‘ver-r<istless band. 

And pray the Gods, and ]>ray the all-seeing Sun — 

‘ 8un, who careerest through the height of Heaven, 
Wlien o'er the Arcadian forests thou art come, 

And seest my stripling hunter there afield, 

I^ut tightness in tliy gold-embossed rein, 580 

And check thy fnuy steeds, and, leaning hack, 

Throw him a pealing word of summons down, 

To come, a late avenger, to the aid 

Of til is ])oor soul who bore him, and his sire.* 

If this will bring him back, be this my prayer ! — 

But Vengeance travels in a dangerous Avay, 

Double of issue, full of i>its and snares 
For all who pass, pursuers and pursued - ■ 

That way is dubious for a mother’s jirayer. 

Rather on thee I call, Husband belov’d ! — 590 

May Hermes, herald of the dead, convey 
My words below to thee, and make tlii*e hear. — 

Bring back our son ! if may be, without blood ! 

Install him in thy throne, still without blood ! 

Grant him to reign there wise and just like thee, 

More fortunate than thee, more fairly judg’d ! 

This for our son : and for myself I pray. 
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Soon, having once V>elield him, to descend 
Into the quiet gloom, where thou art now. 

Tliese words to thine indulgent ear, thy wife, 600 

I send, and these libations pour the while. 

[^I'hcy make their offerings at the tmnb. Mekope 
then goes toivards the palace. 

The Chorus 

The de^ad hath now his offerings duly j)aid. 

35ut wliither go’st thou hence, O (^ueen, away? 

Me ROPE 

To receive Areas, who to-day should c<»me, 

Bringing me of my boj*^ the annual news. 

The Chorus 

No certain news if like tlie rest it run. 

Me ROPE 

Certain in this, that 'tis uncertain still. 

The Chorus 

What keeps him in Arcadia from return? 

M ER01*E 

Ilis grand&ire and his uncles fear the risk. 

The Chorus 

Of what ? it lies with them to make risk nom*. 610 
Meroi’E 

Discovery of a visit made by stealth. 

The Chorus 

With arms then they should send him, not by stealth. 
Merope 

With arms they dare not, and by stealth they fear. 
The Chorus 

1 doubt their caution little suits their ward. 

Merope 

The heart of youth I know ; that most 1 fear. 
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The Chorus 

I augur thou wilt hear some bold resolve. 

Merope 

I dare not wish it ; hut, at least, to hear 
That my sou still survives, in health, in hloom ; 

To hear that still he loves, still longs for, me ; 

Yet, with a light un careworn spirit, turns 620 

Quick from distressful thought, and floats in joy — 
Thus much from Areas, iny old servant true. 

Who sav'd him from thest' murderous halls a hahe. 
And since has fondly watch’d him night and day 
Save for this annual charge, I hope to hear. 

If this be all, I know not ; but I know, 

Thesti many years I live for this aloiie. 

[Merope ffors in. 

The Choiujs 

Much is there wliich the Sea .s(r. 1, 

Conceals from man, who cannot jdurnb its depths. 

Air to his un wing’d form denies a way, Olid 

And keeps its licpiid solitudes unseal’d. 

Even Earth, whereon he treads, 

So feeble is his march, so slow, 

Holds countless tracts untrod. 

But, more than all unplumb’d. 

Unseal'd, untrodden, is the heart of Man. 

More than all secrets hid, the way it keeps 
Nor any of our organs so obtuse, 

Inaccurate, and frail. 

As those with which we try to test 
Feelings and motives there. 

Yea, and not only have wo not explor’d sir. 2. 

That wide and various world, the heart of others, 

But even our own heart, that narrow world 
Bound( d in our own breast, we hardly know, 

Of our own actions dimly trace the causes. 

Whether a natui-al obscureness, hiding 
That region in jwrpetual cloud, 

Or our own want of effort, be the bar. 


ant. 1. 


6-10 
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Therefore — while acts are from their motives judg’d, 

ant, 2, 650 

And to one act iiiiiny most unlike motives, 

This })ure, that guilt'’^, niay have each im|>eird — 
Power fails us to try clearly if that cause 
Assign’d us by the actor be the true one : 

Power fails the man liimself to fix distinctly 
Tli<‘ cause wliich drew liim to his deed. 

And stamp himself, thereafter, bad or good. 

The arc bady wise men liave said. str. 3. 

Jjct the best ridCy they say again. 

The best, then, to dominion have the rigid. (>60 

Rights unconceded and denied. 

Surely, if rights, may be by force asserted — 

May be, nay should, if for the general weal. 

The best, then, to the throne may carve his way, 

And hew (►pposers down. 

Free from all guilt of lawlessness. 

Or seltish lust of personal power ; 

Bent only to serve Virtue, 

Bent to diminish wrong. 

And truly, in this ill-rul’d world, ant. 3. 670 

Well sonndimes may the good desire 
To give to Virtue her dominion due. 

Well may they long to interrupt 
The reign of Folly, usurpation ever, 

Though fenc’d by sanction of a thousand years. 

Well thirst to drag the wrongful ruler down. 

AWdl purpose to pen back 
Into the narrow path of right. 

The ignorant, headkuig multitude, 

Who Idindly follow ever C80 

Blind leaders, to their bane. 

But who can say, without a fear, str. 4, 

That best, ivho ought to ndcj am I ; 

The moby who ought to obey, air these ; 

I the one righteous, they the many bad ? — 

Who, without check of conscience, can aver 
That he to power makes way by arms. 
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Sheds blood, imprisons, banishes, attaints, 

Commits all deeds the guilty oftenest do. 

Without a single guilty thought, 690 

Arm’d for right only, and the general good ? 

Therefore, with censure unallay’d, ant. 4, 

Therefore, wiUi unexcepting ban, 

Zeus and pure-thouglited Justice brand 
Imperious self-asserting Violence. 

Sternly condemn the too bold man, v/ho dares 
Iillect himself Heaven’s destin'd arm. 

And, knowing well man’s inmost heart infirm. 
However noble the committer be, 

His grounds however si>ocious shown, Too 

Turn with averted eyes from deeds of blood. 

Thus, though a woman, I was school'd epode. 

By those whom I revere. 

Whether I learnt th(*ir lessons well, 

Or, liaving learnt them, well apply 
To what hath in this house befall'n, 

If in tho event he any proof. 

The event will quickly show. 

I Aepy^ us comes in. 

AErvTtTs 

Maidens, assure me if they tohl mo tine 

Who told mo that tho royal house was here. 710 

The Chorus 

Rightly they told thee, and thou art arriv’d. 

Aepytus 

Here, then, it is, wVierc Polyphontes dwells ? 

The Chorus 

He doth : thou hast both house and master right. 
Aepytus 

Might some one straight inform him he is sought? 
The Chorus 

Inform him that thyself, for here he comes. 
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[PoLYPHONTEs comes forth ^ with Attendants 

and Guards. 


Aepytus 


O all hail ! I come with weighty news: 

Most likely, grateful ; but, in all case, sure. 


PoLYPllONTES 

speak them, that I may judge their kind myself. 
Aepytus 

Accept them in one word, for good or liad : 

Aepytus, the Messenian prince, is dead ! 720 

PoLYI*IIONTES 

Dead! — and when died he? wher(» ? and by what 
hand ? 

And who art thou, who bringest me such news V 
Aepytus 

He p<‘rish\l in Arcadia, wher<» he liv’d 
With Oypselus ; and two days since lie <lied. 

One of the train of (^ 3 ’^psc‘lu.s am I. 

PoLYPlIONTES 

Instruct mo of the manner of his death. 


Aepytus 

That will I do, and to this end I came. 

Por, l>eing of like age, of birth not mean, 

The son of an Arcadian noble, I 

Was chosen his companion from a boj'^ ; 730 

And on tin* hunting-rambles which his heart, 

Unquic*t, drove him over to pursue. 

Through all the lordships of the Arcadian dales. 

From chief to chief, I wander’d at his side, 

The captain of his squires, and his guard. 

On such a him ting- journey, three morns .sinc»*, 

AVitli beaters, hounds, and huntsmen, he and I 
Set forth from Tegea, the ro^^al town. 

The prince at start seem’d sad, but liis regard 
Clear'd with blithe travel and the morning air. 

We rode from Tegea, through the woods of oaks, 


740 
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Past Arne spring, where Rhea ga\o the babe 

Poseidon to the shepherdd>oys to liide 

From Saturn’s search among tlie iiew-yeaii‘d lani)>s, 

To Mantinea, with its unbak’d Avails ; 

Thence, by tlie Sea-God’s Sanctuary, and the tomb 
Wiiitlmr from Avintry Maenalus Avcre brought 
The bones of Areas, AAdiencc our race is nam'd, 

On, to the marshy Orchomenian plain, 

And the Stone Coffins ; — then, by Caphyae Cliffs, 75u 
To Pheneos Avith its craggy citadtd. 

Thei e, AAdth the chief of that hill -town, we lodg’d 
One night ; and the next day, at dawn, far’d on 
By the Tlireo Fountains and the Adder’s Hill 
the Stymplialian Lake, our journey's end, 

To draw tho coverts on Cyllene's side. 

Tliere, on a grassy spur Avhich bathes its root 
Far in tho liquid lake, avo sate, and drew 
Cates from our hunters’ pouch, Arcadian fare, 

SAveet chestnuts, l)arley -cakes, arid boar’s-lle&h dried : 
And as we ate, and rested there, Ave talk'd 7t)l 

Of 1.1 aces AVO had ])ass’d, sport Ave had had. 

Of beasts of cliaso that liaunt tho Arcadian hills, 

Wild hog, and boar, and mountain-deor, and roe : 

Jjast, of our quarters Avith the Arcadian child’s. 

For courleous entertainment, Avelcome Av^arm, 

Sad, reverential homage, had our ]>rince 
From all, lor his great lineage and his woes : 

All AAdjich he OAvn’d, and j)rais’d Avith grateful Jiiind. 
But still (>ver ins speech a gloom there hung, 77i) 

As of one shadow'd by impending death ; 

And strangel}^ as Ave talk’d, ho would apply 
The st ory of .spots mention'd to his OAvn : 

Telling us, Arne minded him, he too 
Was sav'd a babe, but to a life obscure, 

Which he, the seed of Hercules, <iragg’d on 
Inglorious, and should drop at last unknown, 

Even as those dead unepitaph 'd, Avho lie 
In the .stone coffins at Orchomenus. 

And, then, he bade remember hoAV we pass’d 780 

The Mantinean Sanctuary, forbid 
To foot of mortal, AA'^here his ancestoi’, 

Nam’d Aepytus like him, having gone in. 
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Was blinder! by the outgushing springs of brine. 

Then, turning westward to the Adder’s Hill — 

Anothvr ancestor^ namd^ too^ lilcc me, 

Died of a snake-bite, said he, on that brow : 

Still at his mountain tomb men marvel, built 
W~here, as life ebb\l, his bearers laid him doom. 

So he play’d on ; then ended, with a smile — 790 

77/ is region is not hapftg for my raee. 

We cheer’d him ; but, that moment, from the copse 
By the lake-edge, broke the sharp cry of hounds ; 

The prickers shouted that the stag was gone : 

We sprang upon our feet, we snatch'd our spears, 

We bounded down the swarded slope, we plung’d 
Through the dense ilex-thickets to the dogs. 

Far in the woods ahead their music rang ; 

And many times that morn wo cours'd in ring 
The forests round which Ix^lt 03 "! lane’s side ; 800 

’fill I, thrown out and tired, came to halt 
On the same spur where we had sate at morn. 

And resting there to breathe, 1 saw below 
Rare, straggling hunters, foil’d by brake and crag, 

And the prince, single, pressing on the rear 
Of that unflagging quarry and the hounds. 

Now, in the woods far down, I saw them cross 
An open glade ; now he was high aloft 
On some tall scar fring’d with dark feathery pines. 
Peering to spy a goat- track down the cliff, 810 

Cheering with hand, and voice, and horn his dogs. 

At last the cry drew to the water's edge — 

And through tlie brushwood, to the pebbly strand, 
Broke, black with sweat, the antler’d mountain stag, 
And took the lake : two hounds alone pursued ; 

Then came the prince — he shouted and j»lung'd in. — 
’rhere is a chasm rifted in the base 
Of that imfooted precipice, whose rock 
Walls on one side the deep Stymphalian Lake : 

There the lake-waters, which in ages gone 8*20 

Wash'd, as the marks upon the hills still show, 

All the St 3 miphalian plain, are now suck’d down. 

A headland, with one ag^d plane-tree crown’d. 

Parts from the cave-pierc’d cliff the shelving bay 
Whei'e first the chase plung’d in : the bay is smootii, 
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But round tlie headland's point a current sets, 

Strong, hlack, tempestuous, to the cavern-moutli. 
Stoutly, under the lieadland’s lee, they swam : 

But when tliey came abreast the i)oint, the race 
C^auglit them, as wind takes feathers, whii-rd them 
round 83(J 

Struggling in vain to cross it, swept tlieiii on, 

Stag, dogs, and hunter, to the yawning gul[)h. 

All tliis, O King, not j>iecemeal, as to tiiee 
Now told, but in one Hashing instant pass’d : 

Wliile from the tin*f whereon 1 lay I sprang. 

And took three strides, quarry and dogs were gone ; 

A moment more — I saw the prince turn round 

Once in tlio black and arrowj’^ race, and cast 

One arm aloft for help ; then sweep beneath 

The low-brow’d cavern-arch, and disaj>j>ear. 840 

And what I could, 1 did to call by cries 

Some straggling hunters U* my aid, to rouse 

Fisliers wlio live on the lake-side, to launch 

Boats, and approach, near as wo dar’«.l, the chasm. 

But of tile prince nothing rcunain'd, save tliis, 

Ilis l>oar-spear's broken shaft, back on the lake 
Cast by the rumbling subterranean stream ; 

And this, at landing spied by us and sav’d, 
llis broad-brimrn'd hunter’s hat, which, in the hay, 
Wliere first the stag took water, floated still. 85<J 

And I across the mountains brought with haste 
To Cypseliis, at Basilis, this news: 

Basilis, his new city, which lie now 
Near Lycosura builds, Lycaon’s town, 

First city founded on the <‘arth by men. 

lie to tliee sends me on, in one thing glad 

While all else grieves him, that his grandchild’s death 

Extinguishes distrust ’twixt him and thee. 

But 1 from our deplor’d mischance learn this — 

The man who to untimely death is doom'd, 86() 

Vainly you hedge him from the assault of harm ; 
lie bears the seed of ruin in liimself. 

The Chorus 

So dies the last shoot of our royal tree ! 

Who shall tell Mero|)e this heavy news ? 
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POLYPHONTES 

Stranger, the news thou bringest is too great 
For instant comment, iiaving many sides 
Of import, and in silence best receiv’d. 

Whether it turn at last to joy or woe. 

But thou, the zealous bearer, hast no part 

In what it has of j^ainful, whether now, 870 

First heard, or in its future issue shown. 

T1k)U for thy labour hast deserv’d our best 
Refreshment, need<Hl by thee, as I judge. 

With mountain-travel and night -watching spent. — 

To the guest-chamber lead him, some one ! give 
All entertainment which a traveller needs, 

And su<*h as fits a royal house to show : 

To friends, still more, and labourers in our cause. 

[Attendants conduct Aepytus within the palace. 

The Ciioiius 

The youth is gone within ; alas ! he bears 
A presence sad for some one through those doors. 8S0 

PoLYPllONTES 

Admire then, maidens, how in one short hour 
The schemes, pursued in vain for twenty years. 

Are by a stroke, though undesir'd, complete, 

Crown’d with success, not in niy way, but Heaven's ! 
This at a moment, too, when I had urg'd 
A last, long-cherish'd project, in my aim 
Of concord, and been baffled with disdain. 

Fair terms of reconcilement, equal rule, 

I olTer’d to my foes, and they refus’d : 

Worse terms than mine they have obtain’d from 
Heaven. 890 

Dire is this blow for Meropo ; and I 
Wi.sh'd, truly wdsh'd, solution to our broil 
Other than by this death: but it hath come ! 

1 speak no word of boast, but this I say, 

A private loss here founds a nation’s peace. 

[PoEYPHONTES gOCS OUL 

The Chorus 

Peace, who tarriest too long ; strophe. 

I’eace, with Delight in thy train ; 
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Come, come back to our prayer ! 

Then shall the revel again 

Visit our streets, and the sound 900 

Of the harp be heard with the pipe, 

When the flashing torches appear 
In the marriage- train coming on, 

With dancing maidens and l)oys: 

While the matrons come to the doors, 

And the old men rise from their bench, 

When the youths bring home the bride. 

Not decried by my voice antisfrophc 

He who restores thee shall be, 

Not unfavour’d by Heaven. 910 

Surely no sinner the man. 

Dread though his acts, to whose hand 
Such a booii to bring halli been given. 

Let her come, fair I*eaco ! let her come ! 

But the demons long nourish’d here, 

Murder, Discord, and Hate, 

In the stormy desolate waves 
Of the Thracian Sea let her leave, 

Or the howling outermost Main. 

[ M Eito PE comes forth. 

Me ROPE 

A whisper through the palace flies of one 920 

Airiv’d from Tegea with weighty news ; 

And I canit*, thinking to find Areas here. 

Ye have not left this gate, which he must pass : 

Tell me — hath one not come? or, worse mischance, 
Come, but been intercepted by the King? 

The Chorus 

A messenger, sent from Arcadia here, 

Arriv’d, and of tlie King had speech but now. 

M erope 

Ah me ! the wrong expectant got his news. 

The Chorus 

The message brought was for the King design’d. 
Merope 

How so? was Areas not the messenger? 


930 
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The Chorus 

A younger man, and of a different, name. 

Me ROPE 

Ami wliiit Arcadian news liad lie to tell ? 

The Chorus 

Learn that froni other lips, O Queen, than mine. 
Merope 

He kept his tale, then, for the King ahuie ? 

The Chorus 

His tale was ineeter for that ear than thine. 

Merope 

Why dost thou falter, and make half re])ly? 

The Chorus 

O thrice uiihapi>y, how 3 groan thy fate ! 

Merope 

Thou frightenest and < onfound\st me hy thy words. 

O were hut Areas come, all would be well ! 

The C'horus 

If so, all 's well : for look, the old man speeds OiO 

IT]) from the city iow’rds this gated hill. 

[ Arc AS romcs in , 

Merope 

Not with the failing breath and foot of age 
My faithful follower comers. Welcome, old friend ! 

Arc AS 

l’'aithful, not Avelcome, when my tale is told. 

O that my over-speed and bursting grief 

Had on the journey chok’d my labouring breath. 

And lock’d my speech for ever in my breast ! 

Yet then another man would bring this news. — 

O honour’d Queen, thy son, my charge, is gone. 

The Chorus 

Too suddenly thou tellest such a loss. 960 

Look up, O Queen ! look up, O mistress dear ! 

Look up, and see thy friends who comfort thee. 
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Merope 

Ah . . . Ah . . . Ah me ! 


The Chorus 

And I, too, say, ah me ! 
Arcas 

Forgive, forgive tlie bringer of such ne^vs ! 

Merope 

Better from thine than from an enemy’s tongue. 

The OiioHus 

And yet no enemy did this, O Queen : 

But file wit-baffling will and hand of Heaven. 

A R('AS 

No enemy ! and wliat hast thou, then, heard? 

Swift as I came, hath Falsehof>d been before ? 

The Chorus 

A youth arriv’d but now, the son, he said, 960 

Of an Arcadian lord, our prince s friend. 

Jaded with travel, clad in hunter’s garb. 

He brought re])ort that his own eyes liad seen 
The prince, in cliase after a swimming stag. 

Swept down a cliasm broken in the clifl* 

Which hangs o’er the Styniphalian Lake, and drown'd. 

Arcas 

Ah me ! with what a foot doth Tjeason post, 

While Loyalty, with all her speed, is sIoav ! 

Another tale, I trow, thy messenger 

For the King’s private ear reserves, like this 970 

In one thing only, that the prince is dead. 

The Chorus 

And how then runs this true and private tale ? 

Arcas 

As much to the King’s wish, more to his shame. 

This young Arcadian noble, guard and mate 
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To Aepytus, the kin^^ soduc’d with gold, 

And had Iiim at tho prince’s side in leash, 

Ready to slij) on his unconscious prey. 

He on a Imnting party throe days since, 

Among the forests on Cyllene’s side, 

1’erform‘d good service for his bloody wage ; 980 

Tho ])rince, liis uncle Eaias, whom )iis ward 
Had in a fatlior’a jdace, ho basely murder’d. 

Take tliis for true, ilie other tale for feign’d. 

ThK ChlORlTS 

And this jierlidious murder who reveal’d ? 

Arc AS 

The faithless murderer's own, no other tongue. 

Tiu: CnoKus 

Did conscience goad him to denounce himself? 

Aucas 

To Cypselus at Hasilis he brought 

This strange unlikely tale, the prince was drown'd. 

Tnn Chorus 

But not a word appears of murder here. 

Arcas 

Examin’d close, ho own’d this story false. 990 

Then evidence cann* — his comrades of the hunt. 

Who saw tho })rince and Laias last with lnn>, 

Never again in life- next, agents, fee’d 
To ]dy 'twixt tho Messenian king and him. 

Spoke, and reveal’d that tratlic, and the traitor. 

So charg'd, he stood dumb-foiiiiderM : Cypselus, 

Cn this suspicion, cast him into cliains. 

Thence lie escap’d — and next I find him here. 

Tiir Chorus 

His presence with the King, thou iiiean’st, implios- 
Arcas 

He comes to tell his prompter lie hath sped. 


1000 
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The Chorus 

Still he repeats the drowning story here. 

Arcas 

To thee — that needs no Oedipus to explain. 

The Chorus 

Interpret, then ; for we, it seems, are dull. 

Arcas 

Your King desir'd the pmfit of his dealh, 

Not the black credit of Iiis inunlertM*. 

That stern word ^murder* liad too diead a sound 
For the Messenian hearts, who lov'd the prince. 

The Chorus 

Suspicion grave I see, l)ut no clear j)roof. 1008 

Mu ROPE 

Peace ! peace ! all ’s clear. — The wicked watch and work 
While the good sleej) : the workers have the day. 

He who was sent hath si>ed, and now conies back, 

To chuckle with his sender o'er the game 
Which foolish innocence plays with subtle guilt. 

Ah ! now I comj)rehend the lilieral grace 
Of this far-scheming tyrant, and his boon 
Of heirshii) to his kingdom for my son : 

He had his murderer ready, and the sword 
Lifted, and that unwish’d-for heirshi]) void — 

A tale, meanwhile, forg'd for his subjects’ ears : 

And me, henceforth sole rival with himself 10*20 

In thoir allegiance, me, in my son’s death-hour. 

When all turn’d tow'rds me, me he would have shown 
To my Messenians, duj>’d, disarm'd, desjiis’d, 

The willing sharer of his guilty rule. 

All claim to succour forfeit, to myself 
Hateful, by each Messenian heart abliorr’d. — 

His offei-s I repelled — but what of that ? 

If w ith no rage, no fire of righteous hate, 

Such as ere now hath spurr’d to fearful deeds 
Weak women wdtli a thou.sandth part my wrongs, 

But calm, but unresentful, I endur’d 1031 

His offers, coldly heard them, cold repell’d ? 
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While all this time I bear to linger on 
In th is blood-cleliigVl palace, in whose halls 
Either a vengeful Fiiiy I should st.alk, 

Or else not live at all — but here I haunt, 

A i>ale, unmeaning ghost, j>owerless to fright 
Or harm, anil nurse my longing for iny son, 

A hi'lpless one, I know it : — but the Gods 
Have temper’d me e’en thus ; and. in some souls. 
Misery, which rouses others, breaks the spring. 10^1 
And even now, niy son, ah me ! my son, 

Fain would 1 fade away, as I have liv’d, 

Without a cry, a struggle, or a hlow, 

All vengeance nnatternpted, and descend 
To the invisible plains, to roam with tbec, 

Fit denizen, tlie lainpless niuler-world 

Rut with what eyes should 1 encounter there 
My husband, wandering with his stern compeers, 
Arnphiaraos, or Mycenae’s king, ]or>0 

Who led the Greeks to Ilium, Agamemnon, 

Betray’d like him, hut, not like him, aveng’d? 

Or with what voice shall 1 the questions meet 
Of my two elder sons, slain long ago, 

Who sadly ask me, what, if not revenge. 

Kept me, their mother, from their side so long? 

Or how reply to thee, my child, last-horn, 
Last-murdc!r’d, who reproachfully wilt say --- 
Mother^ 1 well hcliei>\l thmi livctVst on 

In the (letesfed palace of thy foe, 1060 

^Vifh pativnec on thy face, death in thy hearty 
Count ing, till I gretr up, the laggard years. 

That our joint hands might then together pay 
To one unhappy house the debt wc owe. 

My death mahes my debt void, and. doubles thhir — 

But down thou/lerst here, and 1eat''st e>ur scourge 
Triumphant, and condemnest all onr race 
To lie in gloom for crer unappeas'd. 

What shall I have to answer to such words ? -- 
No, something must l>e darVl ; and, great as erst 
Our dastard patience, be our daring now ! 1071 

Come, ye swift Furies, who to him ye haunt 
Permit no peace till your behests are done ; 

Come Hermes, wlio dost watch the unjustly kill’d, 
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And can'st teach simple ones to plot and feign ; 

Come, lightning Passion, that with foot of fire 
Advancest to the middle of a deed 
Almost before ’tis plann'd ; come, glowing Hate ; 
Come, baneful Mischief, from thy nmrlvy den 
Under the dripj^ing black Tartarean cliff 1080 

Which Styx's awful waters trickle down — 

Ins])iro this coward heart, this flagging arm ! 

How say ye, maidens, do ye know these pl ayers ? 

Are these words Merope’s — is this voice mine? 

Old man, ^)ld man, thou had’st my boy in charge. 

And be is lost, and thou hast that to alone. 

Fly, find me on the instant whore confer 
Th<‘ murderer and bis impious seiter-on : 

And ye, keep faithlul silence, friends, and mark 
Wliat one weak ^^'Olnan can achieve alone. 1090 


An CAS 

0 mistress, by the Cods, do nothing rash ! 

Mekopk 

Unfaithful servant, dost thou, too, desert me ? 

Arc AS 

1 go ! I go I—yet, Quoeii, take this on<' word: 
Atteinjiting de^eds lieyond thy power to do, 

Thou notliing [>rofilest thy friends, but mak’st 
Our misery more, and thine own ruin sure. 

I ArCAS OMf. 

Tni: ChioKiis 

I have heard. O (Jueen, how a prince, str. 1. 

Agarnemnoii^s s^in, in Mycenae, 

Orestes, died but in name. 

Liv’d for the death of his foes. 1100 


Peace ! 


Mkrope 


Alas, 


Thou destroyest me ! 


The Chorus 
What is it? 
MeROI'E 
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The Chorus 
How ? 


Merope 

Whispering hope of a life 
Whicli no stranger unknown, 

But the faithful servant and guard, 
Whose tears warrant his truth. 
Bears sad witness is lost. 


The Chorus 

W^heresoe’or men are, there is grief. 
In a thousand countries, a thousand 
Homes, e’cm now is there wail ; 
Mothers lamenting their sons. 


Yes 


Me rope 

The Chorus 
Thou k newest it? 


Merope 

Who lives, witnesses. 


This, 


The Chorus 
True. 


Merope 

But, is it only a fate 
Sui’(?, all-common, to lose 
In a land of friends, hy a friend. 
One last, murder-sav’d child ? 

The Chorus 

Ah me ! 


Merope 

Thou confessest the ]>rizo 
In the rushing, thundering, mad, 
Cloud-envelop*d, obscure, 
Unapplauded, unsung 
Race of calamity, mine ? 


ont. I. 
lUO 


sir. 2. 


1120 



MEROPE 


349 


The Chorus 


None can truly claim that 
Mournful pre-eiuinenco, not 
Thou. 

Me ROPE 


Fate (fives it, ah mo ! 


The Chorus 

Not, above all, in the doubts, 
Pouble and clasliing, that hang 


Meropk 

What then ? 

Seems it lighter, my loss, 

If, j>erhai>s, unpiercVl by the sword. 
My child lies in a jagg’d 
Sunless prison of rocks, 

C)n the black wave borne to and fro? 


The Chorus 

"Worse, far worse, if his friend. 

If tlu^ Arcadian within, 

If 

Merope {with a stari ) 

How say’st thou ? within ? . . . 

The Chorus 

He in the guest-chamber now. 
Faithlessly murder'd his fiiend. 

Meicope 

Ye, too, ye, too, join to betray, then, 
Your Queen ! 

The Chorus 
What is this? 

Merope 

Ye knew, 

O false friends! into what 
Haven the murderer had dropp’d ? 

Ye kept silence ? 


ant . 2. 
11 iO 


UL40 
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Titk Chorus 
In fear, 

0 lov'd mistress ! in fear, 

Dread irii^ ihine over-wrought mood, 

What 1 knew, 1 eonceal'd. 

IVI ERopn 

Swear hy the Cods hcneeff>rtli to obey me I 

Thk Chorus 
Unhappy one, what dee<l 

Purposes thy despair? Jir>0 

1 promise ; hut 1 fear. 

Mkrope 

From tlie altar, the unaveng'd tomb, 

Fetch me the sacrifice-axe ! — -- — 

I '’fnE Chorxts (jocs towards ttai tomb of Cres- 
I'jioNTEs, and their leader ttrings bach the arc, 

O Husband, O clolh'<l 
Witli the gravt‘’s everlasting. 

All-covering darkness! O King, 

Well mourn'd, but ill-aveng'd ! 

Approv'st thou lliy wife now ? 

The axe ! — who ])rings it? 

The CnfjRus 

'Tis here I 

But thy gesture, thy look, llfju 

Ai>paLs me, shakes me with awe. 

MeROI'E 

Thrust back now the bolt of that door ! 

The Choku^.s 

Alas ! alas I — 

Behold the fastenings withdraAvn 
t)f the guest-chamber door ! — 

Ah ! I beseech thee — with tears 

Merope 

Throw the door open ! 

The Chorus 

'Tis done ! . . . 
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[The door of ike house is throzrn open : the interior 
of the guest-chamher is discovered, with 
Aepvtus asleep o?i a couch. 

Meropk 

110 sleeps — sleeps calm. O ye all-seeing Gods ! 

Thus i)eacefully do ye lot sinners sleep, 

While troubled innocents toss, and lie awake? 1170 
What sweeter sleep than this could I desire 
For thee, my child, if thou wert yet alive? 

How often have 1 dream’d of thee like this, 

W^ith thy soil'd hunting-coat, and sandals torn, 

Asleep in the Arcadian glens at noon, 

Tliy head drooj)’d softly, and the golden curls 
Clustering o’er thy wliite forehead, like a girl’s ; 

The short proud lip showing thy race, thy clieeks 
Hrown'd with thine open-air, free, hunter's life. 

Ah me ! . . . 11'^ 

And where do'^t thou sleep now, my innocent boy ? — 
In some dark fir-tree's shadow, amid rocks 
Untrodden, on Cyllene's desolate side ; 

Where travellers n€»ver jiass, where f>nly come 
Wild beasts, and vultures sailing overhead. 

There, there thou liest now, my liaploss child ! 
Stretch’d among lu ieisand stones, the slow, black gore 
Oozing through th^’^ soak'd hunting-shirt, with limbs 
Yet stark from the death-struggle, tight-clench’d hands. 
And eyeballs staring for revenge in vain. lllH) 

Ah miserable ! . . . 

And thou, thou fair-skinn'd Seriient ! thou art laid 

111 a rich chamber, oii a happy bed, 

In a king’s house, thy victim's heritage ; 

And drink’st untroubled slumber, to sleep ofl’ 

The toils of thy foul service, till thou wake 
Refresh'd, and claim thy master's tlianks and gold. — 
Wake up in hell from thine unhallow’d sleep, 

Thou smiling Fiend, and claim tliy guerdon there ! 
Wake amid gloom, and howling, and the noise 12tK) 
Of sinners pinion’d on the toi*turing wheel. 

And the stanch Furies’ iiever-silent scourge. 

And bid the chief-tormentors there provide 
For a grand culprit shortly coming down. 
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Go thou the first, and usher in thy lord ! 

A more just stroke than that thou gav’st my son, 

Take 

[Meiiopk advances towards the sicepinf/ Aepytus, 
with the ase uplifted. At the same manvent 
Areas returns. 

Areas (to the Chorus) 

Not with him to council did the Kin;y^ 

Carry his messenger, hut left him here. 

\Sces Mi:i{oi*e and Afpytitk. 

O Gods ! . . . 

MiatopE 

Foolish old man, thou spoil'st my blow ! 
Areas 

Wliat do 1 HOC ? . . . 

Me HO PE 

A murderer at death’s <loor. 1210 

Therefore no words ! 

Areas 

A murderer ? . . . 

Merope 

And a captive 

To the dear nexi-i»f-kin of him he murder’d. 

Stand, iijid let veiigeaiieo })ass I 

Areas 

Hold, O Queen, hold ! 
Thou know'st not whom thou strik’st. . . . 


Merope 

Areas 

Unhappy I thou strik'st 

Merope 

Areas 

No, by tlie Gods, thou slay’st — 


1 know his crime. 


A most just blow. 
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Mekope 

Siaml off ! 

Arcas 

Thy Bon ! 

Meuope 

Ah ! . . . [Site lets Utc arc drop, amt /'alls hfscasihlc. 

Aepytus (awaking) 

Who aro these? What shrill, oar-piorciiig scream 
Wakes me thus kindly from the ]>erilous sleej> 
Wherc'willi fatij:^iu> and youth liad bound mine eyes, 
T.ven ill the deadly palace of my foe? — 1-220 

Arcus! Tiiouhore? 

Arc AS (embracing him) 

O my d<‘ar masiiu* ! O 

My child, luy chfir^o bolo\’d, weh*ome to life ! 

As dea<l wo ludd tliee, mourn’d for tlieo as dead, 

Akpvtits 

In word I di<‘d, (hat J in deed iniLcht live. 

Put who are tlxe.so ? 

Aiuas 

Messenian maidens, friends. 
Aepytus 

And, Areas! — but I tremble! 

Arcas 

lloldly ask. 


Aepytus 

That hJack-i'obVJ, swooning figuro ? . . , 

Arcas 

Aepytus 

O mother ! mother I 

Mi.KOI'E 


Merojie. 


Who upbraids me* ? Ah ! . . . 

[seeing the axe. 
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Aepytus 

Upbraids thee ? no one. 

Merope 

Thou dost well : but take . . . 

Ae1*YTI7S 

What wav’st thou off? 

Merope 

That murderous axe away ! 
Aepytus 

Thy son is here. 

Merope 

One said so, sure, but now. JJSl 
Aepytus 

Here, here thou hast him ! 

Merope 

Slaughter’d by this hand ! . . . 
Aepytus 

No, by the Gods, alive and like to live ! 

Merope 

What, thou? — I dream 

Aepytus 

May'st thou dream ever so ! 
Merope {advancing iowanls hhyt) 

My child ? unhurt ? . . . 

Aepytus 

Only by over joy. 

Merope 

Art tliou, then, come ? . . . 

Aepytus 

Never to part again. 

[ TJicg fall into one another's arms. Then Meroi*e, 
holding Aepytus by the hand, turns to The 
Chorus. 
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Merope 

O kind Messenian maidens, O my friends, 

Bear witness, see, mark well, on what a head 
My first stroke of revenge had nearly fallen ! 

The Chorus 

We see, dear mistress: and we say, the Gods, 1240 
As hitherto they kept him, keep him now. 

Merope 

0 my son ! strophe, 

1 havf‘, I have thee .... the years 
Fly hack, my child ! and thou seem’st 
Ne’er to have gone frcun these eyes, 

Never been torn from this breast. 

AEPvrrs 

Mother, my heart runs over: but the time 
Presses me, chides me. will not let me weep. 

Merope 

Fearest thou now ? 

Aepytus 

I fear not, but I think on my design. 1250 

Merope 

At the undriod fount of this breast, 

A ba)>e, thou smih st again. 

Tliy brothers play at my feet, 

Early-slain innocents ! ne;ir, 

Thy kind-speaking father stands. 

Aepytus 

Remember, to revenge Iiis death I come ! 

Merope 

Ah . . . revenge ! 

That word ! it kills me ! I see 
Once more roll back on my Imuse, 

Never to ebb, the accurs'd 
All-flooding ocean of blood. 

Aepytus 

Mother, sometimes the justice of tlie Gods 
Appoints the way to peace through .shedding blood. 
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Merope 

Sorrowful peace ! 

Aepytus 

And yet the only peace to ns allow’d. 

Merope 

From the first- wrought vengeance is born 
A long succession of crimes. 

Fresh blood flows, calling for blood : 

Fathers, sons, grandsons, are all 

One death-dealing vengeful train. 1270 

Aepytus 

Mother, thy fears are idle: for I come 
To close an nld wound, not to oj>en new. 

IiA all else willing to be taught, in this 
Instruct ino not ; I have my lesson clear. — 

Areas, seek out my uncle Laias, now 
Concerting in the city witli our friends ; 

Here bring him, ere the king come back from council: 
That, how to accomplish what tlie Gods enjoin. 

And the slow-ripening time at last prepares, 

We two with thee, rny motli(*r, may consult : 1280 

For whose helj) dare I count on if not thine? 

MEm)PE 

A]»proves my brother Laias this design? 

Aepytus 

Yes, and alone is with me here to share. 

Merope 

And what of thine Arcadian mate, w'ho bears 
Suspicion from thy grandsire of thy death, 

For whom, as I suppose, thou passest here ? 

Aepytus 

Sworn to our plot he is: but, that surmise 
Fix’d him the author of my death, 1 knew not. 

Merope 

Proof, not surmise, shows him in commerce close 
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Aepytus 

With this Messonian tyrant — that I know. 1290 

Merope 

And ontertainst thou, child, such dangerous friends? 
Aepytus 

This commerce for iny hest behoof he plies. 

Merope 

That thou inay’st read thine enemy’s counsel plain? 
Aepytus 

Too dear his secret wiles have cost our house. 

Mekopi: 

And of his unsure agent ^^hat demands he ? 

Aepyti's 

News of my business, pastime, temj>er, friends, 

Merope 

Ilis messages, then, point not to thy murder ? 

Aepytus 

Not yet ; though such, no doubt, his final aim. 

Merope 

And wliat Arcadian helpers bring'st tliou here ? 
Aepytus 

Laias alone ; no errand mine for crowds. 1300 

Merope 

On what relying, to crush such a foe ? 

Aepytus 

One sudden stroke, and the Messeniaiis* love. 

MeROI’E 

O thou long-lost, long seen in dreams alone, 

Hut now seen face to face, iny only child ! 

Why wilt thou fly to lose as soon as found 
My new -won treasure, thy beloved life ? 

Or how expectest not to lose, who com’st 
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With such slight means to cope with such a foe? 
Thine enemy thou know’st nol, nor liis strength. 

The stroke thou purposest is desperate, rash — 1310 

Yet grant that it succeeds ; — thou hast belli nd 
The stricken king a second enemy 
Scarce dangerous less than him, the Dorian lords. 
These are not now the siivage band who orst 
Follow’d thy father from their northern hills, 

Mere ruthless and uncounseird tools of war. 

Good to obey, without a leader naught. 

Their chief hath train’d them, made them like himself. 
Sagacious, men of iron, watchful, firm, 

Against suriirise and sudden ]>anic yiroof: 13*20 

Their master fall’n, these will not flinch, bid. band 
To keep their master’s power : thou wilt find 
Behind his corpse their hedge of serried S})ears. 

But, to match those, thou hast the people’s love ? 

On what a reed, my child, thou leanest there ! 
Know<'st thou not how timorous, how unsure, 

How useless an ally a people is 

Against the one and certain arm of power? 

Thy father perish’d in this j>eople’s cause. 

Perish’d before their eyes, yet no man stirrM : 13;30 

For years, his widow, in their sight 1 staud, 

A never-changing index to revenge-- 

What help, what vengeance, at their hands have I? — 

At least, if thou wilt trust them, try them first: 

Against the King himself array the host 

Thou countest on to back thee ’gainst his lords : 

First rally the Messeni.ans to thy cause, 

Give them cohesion, purpose, and resolve, 

Marshal them to an army- then advance, 

Then try the issue ; and not, rushing on 1S40 

Single and friendless, thi\nv to certain deatli 
That dear-belov’d, that young, that gracious head. 

Be guided, O my son ! spurn counsel not : 

For know thou this, a violent heart hath been 
Fatal to all the race of Hercules. 

The Chorus 

With sage experience she speaks ; and thou, 

O Aepytus, weigh well her counsel given. 
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Aepytus 

III counsel, in my judgement, gives she here, 
Maidens, and reads experience much amiss ; 
Discrediting the succour which our cause 
Might from the people draw, if rightly us’d : 
Advising us a course whicli would, indeed. 

If followed, make their succour slack and null. 

A people is no army, train’d to light, 

A passive engine, at their general’s will ; 

And, if so us’d, proves, as Ihou say’st, unsure. 

A ])oople, like a common man, is dull, 

Is lifeless, while its heart remains untouch’d ; 

A fool can drive it, and a fly may scare : 

When it admiios and loves, its heart awakes ; 

Then irresistibly it lives, it works : 

A iieople, tlu'ii, is an ally inde<*d ; 

It is ten thousand liery wills in one. 

I^ow I, if 1 invite them to run risk 
Of life for my advantage, and my.self. 

Who cli icily jirolit, run no more than they — 

How shall I rouse their love, tlieir ardour so ? 

But, if some signal, unassisted stroke, 

Dealt at my own sole risk, before their eyes, 
Announces me their riglitful prince return’d - 
The uiultigencrate blood of Hercules -- 
The daring claimant of a })erilous throne — 

How might not such a sight as tliis revive 
Their loyal passion tow’rd my father’s house ? 
Electrify their hearts? make them no more 
A craven mob, but a devouring lire ? 

Then might I use them, then, for one who thus 
Spares not himself, themselves they will not spare. 
Haply, had hut one daring soul stood forth 
To rally them and lead them to revenge, 

When my great father fell, they had replied : — 
Alas ! our foe alone stood forward then. 

And thou, my mother, hadst thou made a sign — 
Hadst thou, from thy forlorn and captive state 
Of widowhood in these polluted halls, 

Thy prison-house, rais’d one imploring cry — 

Who knows hut that avengers thou hadst found ? 
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But mute thou siit’st, mid each Messenian heart 
In thy despondency desponded too. 

Enough of tins ! — though not a finger stir 1390 

To succour me in my extremest need ; 

Though all free spirits in this land be dead, 

And only slaves and tyrants left alive — 

Yet for me, mother, I had liefer die 
On native ground, than drag the tedious houi’s 
Of a j)roiected exile any more. 

Hate, duty, interest, passion call one way : 

Here stand I now, and the attempt shall be. 

The Chorus 

Prudence is on the other side ; but deeds 
Condemn'd by prudence have sometimes gone well. 

Meroj’E 

Not till the ways of prudence all are tried, I tOl 

And tried in vain, the turn of rashness comes. 

Tliou leapest to thy deed, and liast not ask’d 
Thy kinsfolk and thy fatlier’s friends for fiid. 

Aei*vti"s 

Ami to what friends should I for aid apply ? 

Meroi»e 

The royal race of Temenus, in Argos 

Aepytus 

That house, like ours, intestine murder maims. 

Meropf. 

Tliy Spartan cousins, Procles and liis l>rother 

Aepytus 

Eove a won cause, but not a cause to win. 

Merope 

My father, then, and his Arcadian chiefs 1410 

Aepytus 

Mean still to keep aloof from Dorian broil. 
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Merope 

Wait, then, until sufficient help appeal’s, 

Aepytus 

Orestes in Mycenae hatl no more. 

Merope 

He to fuliil an order rais’d his hand. 

Aei'ytits 

'What order more prtn ise had he tlian I ? 

Merope 

Apollo ])eard it from his Delphian cave. 

Aepytus 

A mother's murder needed hest divine. 

Merope 

He ha<l a liest, at least, and thou hast none. 

Aepytus 

The (iods command not wliere the heart spociks clear. 
M ekope 

Thou ^vilt destroy, 1 see, thyself and us. 14.20 

AeI'YTUS 

O suffering ! O calamity ! how ten, 

How twentyfold worse are ye, when your blows 
Not only wound the sense, but kill the soul, 

The nolde thought, wdiich is alone the man ! 

That I, to-day returning, find myself 
Orphan'd of both my parents — by his foes 
My father, by your strokes my mother slain ! — 

For this is not my mother, who dissuades, 

At the dread altar of her husband’s tomb, 

His s<.>n from vengeance on his murderer ; 1430 

And not alone dissuades him, but compares 
His just revenge to an unnatural deed, 

A deed so awful, that the general tongue 
Fluent of horrors, falters to relate it — 

Of darkness so tremendous, that its author, 
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Though to his act empower'd, nay, impell’d. 

By the oracular sentence of the Gods, 

Fled, for years after, o’er the face of earth, 

A frenzied wanderer, a God-driven man, 1431) 

And hardly yet, some say, hath found a grave — 

Witli kSucIi a deed as this thou niatchest mine. 

Which Nature sanctions, which the innocent hlood 
Clamours to find fulfill’d, which good men praise, 

And only had men joy to see iindont^? 

O lionour’d father ! hide thee in thy grave 
Deep as thou canst, for hence no succour comes ; 

Since from thy faitliful subjects what revengt^ 

Canst thou expect, when thus thy widow fails ? 

Alas ! an adamantine strength indeed. 

Past ex})ectation, hatli thy murderer huilt : 14D0 

For this is the true strength t>f guilty kings, 

When tli<'y corrupt the souls of those they rule. 

Thk Ciiokus 

Zeal makes him most unjust: but, in good time. 

Here, as I guess, the noble Laias comes. 

Laias 

Break off, break off your talking, and depart 
Each to his post, where the occasion calls ; 

Lest from the council-chamber ])rosently 
The King return, and find you rating liere. 

A time will come for greetings ; but to-day 

The hour for w’^ords is gone, is come for deeds. 1460 

AKrvTus 

0 princely Laias ! to what purpose calls 
The occasion, if our chief confederate fails ? 

My mother stands aloof, and blames our deed. 

Laias 

My royal sister ? . . . but, without some cause, 

1 know, she honours not the dead so ill. 

Merope 

Brother, it seems thy sister must present, 

At this first meeting after absence long. 

Not welcome, exculpation to her kin : 
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Yet exculpation needs it, if I seek, 

A woman and a mother, to avert 1470 

Risk from my new-restor’cl, my only son ? — 
Sometimes, when he was gone, I wish’d him back, 
Risk what ho might ; now that 1 have liim hero, 

Now that I feed mine eyes on that young face, 

Hear tliat fresh voice, and clasp that gold-lock’d head, 
1 shudder, Laias, to commit my child 
To Murde r’s dread arena, where I saw 
His father and his ill starr’d bi*ethren fall : 

I loathe for him the slij)pery way of blood , 

I ask if bloodless means may gain his eml. 1480 

In me the fever of revengeful hate, 

Passion's first furious longing to imbrue 
Our own right hand in the detested blood 
Of enemies, and count th<?ir dying groans — 

If in this feeble bosom such a fire 
Did ever burn — is long by time allay’d, 

And I would now have J ustico strike, not me. 

Besides- -for fi om my brother and my son 
I hide not even this — the reverence deep, 

Remorseliil, tow'rd my liostile solitude, 1490 

By Polyphontes iKiver fail’d-in once 
Through twenty years ; his mournful anxious zeal 
To efface in me the memory of his crime - 
Though it efface not that, yet makes me wish 
His deatli a public, not a ]>ersoiial act. 

Treacherously idutled ’twixt my son and me ; 

To whom this day he came to proffer j)eace, 

Treaty, and to this kingdom for my son 
Heirship, with fair intent, as I believe : — 

For that he plots thy death, account it false ; 1500 

[ to Akfytus. 

Number it with the thousand rumours vain, 

Figments of plots, wherewith intriguers fill 
The enforced leisure of an exile’s ear : — - 
Immers’d in serious state-craft is the King, 

Bent above all to pacify, to rule. 

Rigidly, yet in settled calm, this realm ; 

Not prone, all say, to useless bloodshed now. — 

So much is due to truth, oven tow’rds our foe. 

[fo Laias. 
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Do I, then, give to usurpation grace, 

And from his natural rights niy son debar ? 1510 

Not so : let him — and none shall be more prompt 
Than 1 to help -raise his Messenian friends ; 

Let him fetch succours from Arcadia, gain 
llis Argivo or his Spartan cousins’ aid ; 

Let him do tliis, do aught but recommence 
Murder's uncertain, secret, perilous game-- 
And I, 'when to his righteous standard down 
Flies Victory wing’d, and Justice raises they} 

Her sword, will he the first to bid it fall. 

If, liaxdy, at this moment, such attorn [>t 15*20 

Promise not fair, let him a little while 

Have faith, and trust the futuie and the Gods. 

He may — for never did the Gods allow 
Fast permanence to an ill-gotten throne. — 

These are but woman’s words ; — yet, Laias, thou 
Despise them not ! for, brother, thou, like me, 

Wert not among the feuds of warrior-chiefs, 

Each sovereign for his dear-bought hour, born ; 

But in the pastoral Arcadia rearM, 

With Cypselus our father, where we saw 1530 

J’he simple patriarchal state of kings, 

Where sire to son transmits the unquestion M crown, 
Unhack’d, unsmirch’d, unbloodied, and hast learnt 
That spotless hands unshaken sceptres hold. 

Having learnt this, then, use thy knowledg*^ now. 

The Chorus 

Which way to lean I know not : bloody strokes 
Are never free from doubt, though sometimes due. 

Laias 

O Merope, the common heart of man 
Agrees t<. deem some deeds so horrible, 

That neither gratitude, nor tie of race, 1540 

Womanly pity, nor maternal fear, 

Nor any pleader else, shall be indulg’d 
To breathe a syllable to bar revenge. 

All this, no doubt, thou to thyself hast urg’d — 

Time presses, so that theme forbear 1 now : 

Direct to thy dissuasions I reply. 
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Blood-founded thrones, thou say’st, are insecure ; 

Our father's kingdom, because pure, is safe. 

True ; but what cause to our Arcadia gives 
Its privileg'd immunity from blood, 1550 

But that, since first the black and fruitful Earth 
In the prinifival mountain-forests bore 
Pelasgus, our forefather and mankind’s, 

Legitimately sire to son, with us. 

Bequeaths the allegiance of our shepherd-tribos, 

More loyal, as our line continues more V — - 

How can your Ileracleidan chiefs inspire 

This awe which guards our earth-sprung, lineal kings? 

What permanence, what stability like ours, 

Whether blood Hows or no, can yet invest 15(50 

The broken order of your Dorian thrones, 

Fix’d yesterday, and ten times chang’d since tlien ? — 
Two brothers, and their orphan nej)liews, strove 
For the three comiuer’d kingdoms of this isle : 

The eldest, mightiest brother, Temenus, took 
Argos ; a juggle to Cresj>hontos gave 
Messenia ; to those helxdess Boys, the lot 
Worst of the three, the stony Si)arta, fell. 

August, indeed, was the foundation hero ! 

What followed? — His most trust<‘d kinsman slew 
Cresphontes in Messenia ; Teimnus 1571 

Perish’d in Argos by liis jealous sons ; 

The Spartan Brothers with their guardian strive : — 
Can houses thus ill-seated— thus einbroil’d 
Thus little founded in tlieir subjects’ love, 

Practise tlie indulgent, bloodless policy 
Of dynasties long-lix'd, and honour’d Jong? 

No ! Vigour and severity must chain 
Popular reverence to these recent linos ; 

If their first-founded order bo maintain’d — 1580 

Their murder'd rulers terribly aveng’d — 

Ruthlessly their rebellious subjects crush’d. — 

Since policy bids thus, what fouler death 
Than thine illustrious husband’s to avenge 
Shall we select ? — than Polyphonies, what 
More daring and more grand offender find ? 

Justice, my sister, long demands this blow, 

And Wisdom, now thou see’st, demands it too : 
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To strike it, then, dissuade thy son no more ; 

For to livc^ disol )od lent to these two, 1590 

Justice and Wisdom, is no life at all. 

The Chorus 

The Cods, O mistress dear! the hard-soul’d man. 

Who sj»ar'd not otliers, hid not us to spare. 

Meroi’E 

Alas ! a^^ainst my brother, son, and friends, 

One, and a woman, how can I ])revail — 

(_) brother ! thou hast conquer'd ; j^et, I fear. . . . 

Son ! with a doubtinjj^ heart tliy mother yields . . . 
May it turn happier than my doubts portend ! 

Laias 

Moantimo thee the task of silence only 

Shall be impos’d ; to us shall be the dt>ed. IJOO 

Now, not another word, but to our act ! 

Nephew ! thy friends are sounded, and prove true : 
Thy fathei-'s murderer, in the public place. 

Performs, this noon, a solemn sacrilice : 

Go with him — choose the moment -strike th}’^ blow ! 
If prudence counsels thee to go unarm'd, 

The sacri fleer’s axe will serve thy turn. 

To mo and the Messeiiians leave the rest, 

AVith the Gods’ aid — and, if they give but aid 
As our just cause deserves, I do not fear. IfJiO 

[Aepytus, Laias, and Arcas go out. 

The Chorus 

O Son and Mother, str. 1. 

AVhom the Gods o’ershadow. 

In dangerous trial. 

With certainty of favour ! 

As erst they shadow’d 
Your race's founders 
From irretrievable woe ; 

When the seed of Lycaon 
Lay forlorn, lay outcast, 

Callisto and her Boy. 1020 

AVhat deep-grass’d meadow ant. 1. 

At the meeting valleys — 
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Where clear-flowing Ladon, 

Most beautiful of waters, 

Receives the river 
Whose trout are vocal, 

The Aroaniaii stream — 

W'ithout home, without mother. 
Hid the babe, hid Areas, 

The nursling of the dells? 

But the sweet-smelling myrtle, 
And the pink-flower’d oleander. 
And the green agnus-castus, 

To the \Vest-Wind's murmur. 
Rustled round liis cradle; 

>Lnd Maia rear’d him. 

Then, a hoj^, ho startled 
In the snow-filTd hollows 
Of high Cyllene 
The white mountain-birds ; 

Or surpris’d, in the glens. 

The basking tortoises, 

Whose stri}>*d shell founded 
In the hand of Hermes 
The glory of the lyre. 

But his mother, Callisto, 

In her hiding-^dace of tins thickets 
Of the lentisk and ilex. 

In lier rough form, fearing 
The hunter on the outlook. 

Poor changeling ! trembled. 

Or the children, plucking 
In the thorn-chok'd gullies 
Wild gooseberries, scar’d her, 

The shy mountain-bear. 

Or the shepherds, on slopes 
With pale-spik’d lavender 
And crisp thyme tufted. 

Came upon her, stealing 
At day-break through the dew. 

Once, ’mid the gorges, 

Spray -drizzled, lonely, 

UncUmb’d by man — 
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OVr whoso cliffs the townsmen 
Of crii^-percliM iNonacris 
Behold in summer 
The slemlor torrent 
Of Styx come dancinj*-, 

A wiiid-hlown thread — 

the precipices of Khelmos, 1670 

The lleet, des]>erate hunter, 

Tlie youthful Areas, born of Zeus, 

II is lleeini^ mother, 

Ti aiisfoi’iiiM Callisto, 

Unwittini^ follow'd — 

And rais’d his spe«ar. 

Turning, witli i>iteous 
Distressful lojiging, 

8ad, eager c*yes, 

Mutely she regarded 
Her well-known enemy. 

Low moans half uLter'<l 
What speech iv'fus'd lier ; 

Tears cours’d, tears human, 

Down those dishgur'd 
Onct^ human cheeks. 

With iiiiutterablc foreboding 
Her son, heart-stricken, ey’d her. 

I'liG (iods had juty, made them Stars. 

Stars now they si)arkle 
In the northern IleaAH^n ; 

The guard A returns, 

The guard -watch'd Bear. 

So, o'er thee and thy child, epode. 

Some Ood, Meropo, now, 

In dangerous hour, stretches his hand. 

So, like a star, dawns thy son, 

Badiant with fortune and joy. 

[PoLYPUoNTES comcs in. 

POLYPHONTES 

O Merope, the trouble on thy face 

Tells me enough thou kiiow’st the news which all 

Messenia speaks : the prince, thy son, is dead. 1701 
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Not from my lips should consolation fall : 

To offer tiiiit, I came not ; hut to urge, 

Even after news of this sad death, our league. 

Yes, once again I come ; I will not take 
This morning’s angry answer for thy last : 

To the Messenian kingdom thou and I 

Are the sole claimants left ; what cause of strife 

Lay in thy son is huried in liis grave. 

Most honourably I meant, 1 call the Gods 1710 

To witness, olferiiig him return and power : 

Yet, had he liv'd, suspicion, jealousy. 

Inevitably had surg'd U]), i)erhaps, 

’Twixt thee jind me ; suspicion, that 1 nurs'd 
Some ill design against him ; jealousy, 

Tiiat he t;n joy'd but part, })eing heir to all. 

And he iiiniself, with the impetuous heart 
Of y^outh, *tis like, had never quite forgone 
Tho thought of vengeance on me, never (j aite 
Unclos'd his itching fingers from his swt)rd. 1720 

But thou, O Menq)e, though deejdy wrong'd, 

Though injur'd ])ast forgiveness, as men deem, 

Yet hast been long at school with thoughtful Time, 
And from that tea(ihcr inay'st have learn’d, like me, 
That all may be endur'd, and all forgiv’n ; 

Have learn 'd that we must Siicritice the thirst 
Of personal vengeance to the public weal ; 

Have learn 'd, tliat there are guilty deeds, which leave 
The liand that does them guiltless ; in a word. 

That kings live for their i>eoples, not themselves. 

This having learn’d, let us a union found 1731 

(For the last time I ask, ask earn€istly) 

Bas’d on j)ure public welfare ; let us bo — 

Not Meroj>e and Polyjdiontes, foes 
Blood-sever’d — but Messenia’s King and Queen : 

Lot us forget ourselves for those we rule. 

Speak : I go hence to offer sacrifice 
To the Preserver Zeus ; let me return 
Thanks to him for our amity’' as wcdl. 

Mebope 

Oh had’st thou. Poly phonies, still but kept 
The silence thou hast k*'pt for twenty years ! 


1740 
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Polyphonies 

Henceforth, if wliat I urge displease, I may: 

But fair proposal merits fair reply. 

Merope 

And thou shalt have it ! Yes, because thou hast 

For twenty years forborne to interrupt 

The solit ude of her whom thou hast wrong'd — 

That scanty grace shall earn thee this reply. — 

First, for our union. Trust me, Twixt us two 
The brazen -footed Fury ever stalks, 

Waving her hundred hands, a torch in eacli, 1750 

Aglow with angiy lire, to keep us twain. 

Now, for thyself. Thou com'st with well-cloak’d joy, 
To announce tlie ruin of iny }iusl>aiKrs liouse, 

To sound tliy triumph in his widow’s oars, 

To l)i^l her share thine unendanger’d tlirone : — 

To this thou would’st liave answer. — Take it : Fly ! 

Cut short thy triumidi, seeming at its height ; 

Fling off thy crown, suppos’d at last secure ; 

Forsake this ample, proud Mossenian realm ; 

To some small, humble, and unnoted strand, 1700 

Some rock more lonely than that Lemnian isle 
Where Philoctetes pin’d, take ship and flee : 

Some solitude more inaccessible 
Tlian the ice-bastion'd Caucasean Mount, 

Chosen a prison for Prometheus, climb : 

There in unvoic'd oblivion hide thy name, 

And bid the sun, thine only visitant. 

Divulge not to the far-off world of mtm 
What once-fam’d wretch he hath seen lurking there. 
There nurse a late remorse, and thank the Cods, 1770 
And thank thy bitterest foe, that, having lost 
All things but life, thou lose not life as well. 

PoLYPHONTES 

What mad bewilderment of grief is this? 

Merope 

Thou art bewilder’d : the sane head is mine. 

POLYPIIONTES 

1 pity thee, and wish thee calmer mind. 
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Merope 

Pity thyself ; none needs compassion more. 

Poj.YPIIO.NTKS 

Yet, oh ! coiikVst thou but act as reason bids I 
Merope 

And in my turn I Avish the same for thee. 

PoLYPJIONTES 

All I could do to soothe tlu'O has been tried. 

Meroi*i: 

For that, in tliis my warnin’^, thou art })aid. 1780 

PoEYPJIONTKS 

Ivnow'st thou th(*n aught, that thus thou sound'st the 
alarm V 

M ERori: 

Tliy crinie : that were enough to make one fear. 

Jk)LYPHONTES 

My deed is of old date, and long aton’d. 

Merope 

Aton’d this very day, perhaps, it is. 

PoLYPIIONTES 

My linal victory prov<*s the Go<ls appeas’d. 

Meuopk 

O victor, victor, trip not at the goal ! 

PoLYPIIONTES 

Hatred and passionate Env}' blind thine eyes. 

Merope 

O Heaven-abandon ’d wietch, that envies thee! 

PoLYPHONTF.S 

Thou hold'st so cheap, then, the Messenian crown ? 
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Merope 

1 think on wliat the future hath in store. 1790 

Pol V piioNTEs 

To-day I nd^n ; tlie rest I leave to Fate. 

Merope 

For Fate thou wait’st not lonj^ ; since, in this hour 

Pol Yiu I os TEs 

Wliat? for so far she hath not prtivM iiiy foe — 

Merope 

Fate seals my lips, and drags to ruin thee. 

J^OLYIUIONTES 

Enough ! enough ! I ^vill no longer liear 
The ill-hoding note which frantic Envy sou mis 
To affright a fortune which tlie Gods seciin^. 

Onco jiiore iny friendship thou rejocti^st : well I 
More for this land’s sake grieve I, than luim^ own. 

I chafe not with thee, that thy hate luidurcs, 1^U0 

Nor hend myself too low, to make it yi<>ld. 

What 1 have done is done ; hy my own deed. 

Neither exulting nor asham’d, 1 stand. 

Why should this heart of mine set mighty store 
By the construction and report of men ? 

Not men’s good-word hath made me what I am. 

Alone I master’d power; and alone, 

Since so thou wilt. I will maintain it still. 

[Poi.YiuioNTEs goes out. 

The Chorus 

Did I then waver str, 1 . 

(O woman’s judgement !) 1810 

Misled by seeming 
Success of crime ? 

And ask, if sometimes 

The Gods, perhaps, allow'd you, 

O lawless daring of the strong, 

O self-will recklessly indulg'd ? 
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Not time, not lightning. 

Not rain, not thunder, 

Efface the endless 
Decrees of Heaven — 

Make Justice alter. 

Revoke, assuage her sentence. 

Which dooms dread ends to dreadful deeds, 
And violent deaths to violent men. 

But the signal exam j tie 
Of invariahleness of justice 
Our glorious founder 
Hercules gave us. 

Son lov’d of /eus his father : for he err’d, 

And the strand of Eulntea. a?iL 

And the jtromuntory of Cenaeum, 

His painful, solemn 
Punishment witness’d, 

Beheld liis expiation : for he died. 

O vill.ages of Oeta 

^Vith lu'dges of the wild rose ! 

O pastures of the mountain, 

Of short grass, headed with dew, 

Betwe(*n the pine-woods and the dills ! 

O cliffs, left by the eagles. 

On that morn, when the smoke-cloud 
From the oak-huilt, fiercely-burning pyre. 

Up the precipices of Trachis, 

Drove them screaming from their eyries ! 

A willing, a willing sacrifice on that day 
Ye witness’d, ye inountain lawns, 

When the shirt-wrapt, poisoii-blistei ’d Hert) 
Ascended, with undaunted heart, 

Living, his own funeral-pile, 

And stood, shouting for a fiery torch ; 

And the kind, chaiice-arriv’d Wanderer, 

The inheritor of the bow, 

Coming swiftly through the sad Trachinians, 
Put the torch to the pile : 

That the flame tower’d on high to the Heaven 
Bearing with it, to Olympus, 
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To the side of Hel)e, 

To immortal deliglit, 

The laheur- releas’d Hero. 

() heritag(‘ of Neleus, ant. 3. 1860 

Ill-kept l>y his infirm heirs ! 

C) kingdom of Messene, 

Of rich soil, chosen by craft. 

Possess’d in hatred, lost in Idood ! 

O town, high Stenyclaros, 

With iM'W walls, which the victors 

Prom the four-lown’d, inountain-shadow'd Doris. 

For their llercnh s-issuM princes 

Duilt in strength against the vanquish’d ! 

Another, another saciifico on this day 1870 

Ye witness, ye new-hiiilt towers ! 

When the white-nilfd, garland-crowned Monarch 
Approaches, with imdoiihtiiig heart, 

Living, his own sacritice-block, 

And stands, shouting for a slaughterous axe ; 

And the stei n, Destiny-brought Stranger, 

Tlie inheritor of the realm, 

Coming swiftly through the jocund Dorians, 

Diives tile axe to its goal : 

That the bh»od rushes in streams to the dust ; 1880 

Hearing with it, to Erinnys, 

To the Cods of Hades, 

To the dead unaveng’d. 

The liercely-refpiir’d Victim. 

Knowing he did it, unknowing pays for it. \epode. 
U 11 knowing, unknowing, 

Thinking aton’d-for 
Deeds unatonable, 

Thinking ap 2 '>eas’d 

(irods unappeasable, 1800 

Lo, the Ill-fated One, 

Standing fur harbour. 

Right at the harbour-mouth, 

Strikes, with all sail set, 

Pull on the sharjvpointed 
Needle of ruin ! 


[A Messenger comes in. 
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Messenger 

0 honour’d Queen, O faithful followers 

Of your dead master’s line, I bring you news 
To make the gates of this long-mournful house 
Leap, and fly open of themselves for joy ! 1900 

and i>houii}i(j heard. 

Hark how the shouting crowds tramp hitlierward 
With glad acclaim ! Ere they forestall my news, 
Accept it : — Polyi)hontes is no more. 

Mekofe 

Is my son safe? that question hounds my care. 
Messenger 

He is, and hy the people hail’d for king. 

Merope 

Tlie rest to me is little: yet, since that 
Must from some mouth be heard, relate it thou. 

Messenger 

Not little, if thou saw’st what love, what zoal, 

At thy dead husband's name the people show. 

For wlien this morning in the public square 1910 

1 took my stand, and saw the unarm’d crowds 
Of citizens in holiday attire, 

Women and children intermix’d ; and then, 

Group’d around Zeus’s altar, all in arms, 

Serried and grim, the ring of Dorian lords — 

I trembled for our prince and his attempt. 

Silence and expectation held us all : 

Till presently the King came fortl), in robe 

Of sacrifice, his guards clearing the way 

Before him — at liis side, the prince, thy son, 1920 

Unarm’d and travel-soil’d, just as he was : 

With him conferring the King slowly reach’d 
The altar in the middle of the square, 

Where, by the sacrificing minister. 

The flower-dress'd victim stood, a milk-white bull, 
Swaying from side to side his massy head 
With short impatient lo wings : there he stopp’d. 

And seem’d to muse awhile, then rais’d his eyes 
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To Heaven, and laid his hand upon the steer, 

And cried — O ZnAS, let what hlood-giiiltiness 1930 

Yet stains our land he by this blood wash'd out, 

And grant henceforth to the Messenians peace ! 

That moment, while with upturn’d eyes he pray'd, 

The ]»rince snatch'd from the sacrilicer’s hand 
Tlie axe, and on tlio forehead of the King, 

Wliere twines ihe chajdet, dealt a mighty blow 
Which fell’d him to the earth, and o’er him stood, 

And shouted -Since bg thee dcfdcment came, 

Mhat blood so meet as thine to wash it out? 

What hand to strike thee meet as mine, the hand 1940 
Of Aepgtus^ thg murder d master s son ? — 

But, gazing at him from the ground, the King . . . 

Is it, then, thou ? he murmur'd ; and with that, 

He bow’d his head, and dee]>ly groan’d, and died. 

Till then we all seem’d stone : but then a cry 
Broke from the Dorian lords: fonvard they rush’d 
To circle the prince round : when suddenly 
Laias in arms sprang to his nephew's side, 

Oi-ying- 0 gc Messenians, trill ye leave 

The son to jterish as ye. left the sire? 1950 

And from that moment I saw nothing clear : 

For from all sides a deluge, as it seem’d, 

Burst o'er the altar and the Dorian lords, 

Of holiday-clad citizens transform’d 
To armed warriors : I heard vengeful cries ; 

I heard the clash of wea]>oiis ; then I saw 
The Dorians lying dead, thy son hail’d king. 

And, truly, on© who sees, what seem’d so strong, 

The ]>ower of this tyrant and liis lords, 

Melt like a passing smoke, a nightly dream, 1960 

At one hold word, one enterprising blow — 

Might ask, why we endur’d their yoke so long: 

But that we know how every perilous feat 
Of daring, easy as it seems when done, 

Is easy at no moment but the right. 

The Chorus 

Thou speakest well ; but here, to give our eyes 
Authentic proof of what thou tell’st our ears, 

The conquerors, with the King’s dead body, come. 
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[Aepytus, Laias, and Ak(’as come in with the 
dead hodif of Polypitontes, folloived hy a 
crowd of the Messenians.] 

Laias 

Sister, from this day forth thou art no more 

The widow of a husband iinaveng'd, » 1970 

Tho anxious mother of an exil’d son. 

Thine enemy is slain, thy son is king ! 

Rejoice with us ! and trust me, he who wisli'd 
Welfare to the Messenian state, and calm. 

Could find no way to found them sure as this. 

Aepytits 

Mother, all these approve incj : but if tljou 
Approve not too, 1 have but half my 

M EROPE 

0 Aepytus, my son, behold, behold 
This iron man, iiiy enemy and thine, 

This politic sovereign, lying at our feet, 1980 

With blood-bespatter’d robes, and cliaplet shorn ! 
Inscrutable as over, see, it keeps 
Its sombre aspect of majestic care, 

Of solitary thought, unshar’d resolve, 

Even in death, that countenance austere. 

8o look’d he, when to Stenyclaros first, 

A new-made wife, I from Arcadia came. 

And found him at my husband’s side, his friend, 

His kinsman, his right hand in peace and war ; 
Unsparing in his service of his toil, 1990 

His blood ; to me, for I confess it, kind : 

So look’d he in that dreadful day of death : 

So, when ho plcjided for our league but now. 

What rneantest thou, O Polyphonies, what 
Desired’st thou, what truly spurr’d thee on ? 

Was policy of state, the ascendancy 
Of tho Ileracleidari conquerors, as thou said’st, 

Indeed thy lifelong passion and sole aim ? 

Or did’st thou but, as cautious schemers use, 

Cloak thine ambition with these specious words ? 

1 know not ; just, in either case, tho stroke 
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Which laid tlieo low, for blood i-equires blood : 

But yet, not knowing this, I triumph not 
Over thy corpse, triumph not, neither mourn ; 

For I lind worth in thee, and badness too. 

What mood of S]>irit, therefore, shall \ve call 
The true c^ne of a man — what way of life 
His fix'd condition and perpetual walk? 

None, since a tw’ofold colour reigns in all. 

But thou, my son, study to make prevail 2010 

One colour in tliy life, the hue of truth : 

That Justice, that sago Order, not alone 
Natural Vengeance, may maintain thine act, 

And make it stand indeed the will of Heaven. 

Thy father’s ])assion was this ])eople's ease, 

This peo})le's anarchy, thy foe's pretence ; 

As tbe chiefs rule, indeed, the people are : 

Unhap]>y ))eople, where the cliiefs tliemselves 
Are, like tlie mob, vicious and ignorant ! 

So rule, that even thine enemies may fail 2020 

To find in tliee a fault whereon to found, 

Of tyrannous harsliness, or remissnc'ss weak : 

So rule, that ns thy father thou be lov’d ; 

So rule, that as thy foe thou be obey'd. 

Take thc'se, uiy son, over thine enemy's corpse 
Thy mother’s i)rayers : and this prayer last of all, 

That even in thy victory thou show. 

Mortal, the moderation of a man. 

AKrYTlTS 

O mother, my best diligence shall bo 
In all by tliy experience to be rul’d 2030 

Where my own youth falls short. But, Laias, now, 
First work after such victory, lot us go 
To render to my true Messenians thanks, 

To the Gods grateful sacrifice ; and then. 

Assume tlie ensigns of my father’s power. 

Thk Chorus 

Son of Cresphontes, past what perils 
Coin’st thou, guided safe, to thy home \ 

Wliat things daring I what enduring ! 

And all this by the will of the Gods. 
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MEN OF GENIUS 

[First publi&hocl in th« Comhill Matjn^nir, July, 1800.] 

Silent, the Lord of the world 
Eyes from the heavenly height, 

Oirt by his far-shining train, 

Us, A\ho witli banners unfurl’d 
Fight life's many chanc’d fight 
Madly bedow, in the plain. 

Then saith tlie Lord <o his own : — 

‘ See ye the battle below ? 

Turmoil of death and of birth ! 

Too long l(3t we them groan. 10 

Haste, arise ye, and go ; 

Carry my iieace upon earth.’ 

Gladly they rise at his call ; 

Cladly they take his command ; 

Gladly descend to the jdain. 

Alas ! Itow few of them all — 

Those willing servants — shall stand 
In their Master’s presence again ! 

Some in the tumult arc lost : 

BafTled, bewilder'd, they stray. 20 

Some as jirisoners draw breath. 

Others — the bravest — are cross'd. 

On the height of their bold-follow’d way, 

By the swift-rushing missile of Death. 

Hardly, hardly shall one 

Come, with countenance bright, 

O’er the cloud-wrapt, perilous plain : 

His Master’s errand well done, 

Safe thi*ough the smoke of tlie fight, 

Back to his Master again. 20 
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SAINT BRANDAN 

iFir-'t i)ii>)lisliocl in F‘Ktst‘i''s Magaziyie^ IHOO. R«‘print(^d 

ht’j)ar.itely 18<>7, also in Neir J'oema, JSG7.] 

Satj^t Brand an sails the northern main ; 

The brotherhoods of saints are glad. 

Tie greets them once, he sails again. 

So late ! — such storms !— The Saint is mad I 

lie heard across the howling seas 
Chime convent bells on wintry nights, 
lie saw on spray-swept Hebrides 
Tw’inUle tlie monastery lights ; 

But north, still north, Saint Brandan steer’d ; 

And now no bells, no convents more ! 10 

The hurtling Polar lights are near'd. 

Tlio sea without a human shore. 

At last-— (it was the Christmas night, 

Stars shone after a day of storm) — 

He sees float past an iceberg white. 

And on it- Christ ! — a living form ! 

That furtive mien, that scowling eye, 

Of liair that red and tiifled fell 

It is — Oh, wliere shall Brandan fly? — 

The traitor Judas, out of hell ! 20 

Palsied with terror, Bi’andan sate ; 

The moon was bright, the iceberg near. 

He liears a voice sigli humbly : ‘Wait I 
By high i)ermission I am here. 

‘ One moment wait, thou holy man ! 

On eartli my crime, my deatli, they kiievv ; 

My name is under all men's ban ; 

Ah, tell them of my respite too ! 

* Tell them, one blessed Christmas night — 

(It was the first after I came, 30 

Breathing self-murder, frenzy, spite, 

To rue my guilt in endless flame) — 

15 past] near 18fS0. 18 red] black 
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felt, as I in torment lay 
’Mid tlie souls plagued by heavenly power, 
An angel touch mine arm, and say : 

Go hence f and cool thpseJ/an hour ' 

^ ‘‘ Ah, whence this mercy, Lord ? ” I said. 
The Jjeper recollect, said he, 

^Vho ask\l the passers-hi/ for aid ^ 

In Joppa, and ihij charity. 

‘ Then I i*emeniherM how I went. 

In Jo])]>a, tlirough the public street, 

One morn, when tlie sirocco spent 
Its storms of dust, with burning heat ; 

‘ And in the street a Leper sale', 

Shivo ing with fever, naked, ol<l ; 

Sand raked his sores from heel tt> jaxte, 

Tlie hot wind feverM him five-fold. 

^ lit" gazed upon me as I pass’d, 

And murmur’d : Ilcfp me, or T die ! — 

To the iKior wretch my cloak I cast. 

Saw him look eased, and hurried by. 

M)li, Ilrandan, think what grace divine, 
^Vhat blessing must true goodness sht)wer, 
If semblance of it faint, like mine, 

Hath such inestimable power I 

* Well-fed, well-clothod, well-friended, I 
Did that cliance act of good, that one I 
Then wrnt my way to kill and lie — 
Forgot my good as soon as done. 

‘ That germ of kindness, in the womb 
Of mej'cy ciiught. did not ex]>ir('> ; 

Outlives my guilt, outlives iny doom, 

And friends me in the pit of lire. 

* Once every year, when carols wake, 

On earth, the Christmas night’s I'epose, 
Arising from the sinners’ lake, 

I journey to these healing snows. 

65 If] When ISGO, 6(5 ine'^tiinablej inalienable 

(50 g“od] deed JSOO. 


381 


40 


60 


(50 


1860. 



382 


SAINT BRANDAN 


‘ I stanch with ico my burning breast, 

Witli silence balm my wliirling brain. TO 

O Brandaii ! to tliis hour of rest, 

That Jo}>pan leper’s ease was pain ! ' 

Tears started to Saint Brandun’s eyes ; 

He bow’d his head ; he breathed a prayer. 

When he look’d up — tenaiitless lies 
The iceberg in tlie frosty air ! 


A SOUTHERN NIGHT 


1 First pul»lihhovl in The I'ttioria Jieqia^ 18C1. r{,('[>rinU'tl 1807.] 

The sandy sjuts, the shoie-lock’d lakes. 

Melt into open, moonlit s(‘a; 

The soft Mediterranean breaks 
At my feet, free. 

Dotting the fields ()f corn and vine 

Like ghosts, tho huge, gnarl'd olives stand ; 
Behind, that lovely mountain-lino ! 

While by the strand 

Cette, with its glist€*iiing houses white, 

Chu’ves with the curving beach away 10 

To where tho lighthouse beacons bright 
Far in the bay. 

Ah, such a night, so soft, so lone, 

JSo moonlit, saw me once of yore 
Wander unquiet, and my own 
Vext lieart deplore ! 

But now that trouble is forgot ; 

Thy memory, thy pain, to-night, 

My brother ! and thine early lot, 

Possess me quite. CO 

The murmur of this Midland deej) 

Is heard to-night around thy grave 
There where Gibraltar’s cannon’d steep 
O’erfrowns the wave. 
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For there, with bodily anguish keen, 

With Indian heats at last fordone, 

With public toil and private teen, 

Thou sank’st, alone. 

Slow to a stop, at morning gi’ey, 

I see the smoke-crown’d vessel come ; 30 

Blow round her paddles dies away 
The seething foam. 

A boat is lower’d from her side ; 

Ah, gently place him on the bench I 
That spirit — if all have not yet died — > 

A breath might qinmcli. 

Is this the eye^ tlie footstep fast, 

The miciii of youth we used to see, 

Poor, gallant l>oy ! - for such thou wast, 

Still art, to me. 40 

The limbs tlieir wonted tasks refuse, 

Tin; eyes arc glazed, thou cajist not sx>eak ; 

And will tor than thy while burnous 
That wasted cheek ! 

Enough ! The boat, with quiet shock, 

Unto its haven coming nigh, 

Touches, and on Gibraltar’s rock 
Lands tlieo, to die. 

All me ! Gil>ral tar’s strand is far, 

But farther yet across the brine 50 

Thy dear wife’s ashes ljuried are, 

Remote from tiiine. 

For there where Morning’s sacred fount 
Its golden rain on earth confers, 

'J’he snowy Himalayan Mount 
O'ershadows hers. 

Strange irony of Fate, alas, 

Whicli for two jaded English saves, 

When from their dusty life they pass, 

Buch peaceful graves ! to 

126 lieats] SUMS 1S61. 37 footstep fast] form alert 
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In citios should we English lie. 

Where cries are rising ever new, 

And rnen\s incessant stream goes by ; 

We who pursue 

Our business with unslackening stride, 

Traverse in troops, with care-tiU’d l>reast, 

The soft Mediterranean side, 

Tlie Nile, the East, 

And see all sights from pole to y>ole, 

And glance, and nod, and bustle bj’ : 70 

And never once possess our soul 
H(‘foro we die. 

Not by tlioso hoary Indian hills. 

Not by this gracious Midland sea 
Whose lloor to-night sweet moonsliin'' fills, 
Should (Uir graves be ! 

Some sage, to whom the world was dead. 

And men were sj>ecks, and lifc‘ a ])lay ; 

WJi o made the roots of trees his bod. 

And once a day SO 

AVith staff and gourd his way did ]>end 
To villages ainl homes of man, 

For food to keep him till he-, end 
His mortal span, 

And the pure goal of Being reach ; 

Grey-headed, wrinkled, clad in white, 

AVithout companion, without si)Cocli, 

B}" day and night 

Pondering God’s mysteries untold, 

And trampiil as the glacier snows — 00 

He by those Indian mountains old 
Might well repose ! 

Some grey crusading knight austere 
Who bore Saint Louis company 
And came home hurt to death and here 
Landed to die ; 

82 lioineH] haunts 1861 . 96 Landed] TouehVl shoro 1861 . 
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Some youthful troubadour whose tongue 
Fill’d Europe once with his love-pain, 

Who here outwearied sunk, and sung 

IT is dying strain ; 100 

Sonic girl who here from castle-bower, 

With furtive step and cheek of ilame, 

'Twixt myrtle-hedges all in flower 
By moonlight came 

To meet her pirate-lover's ship. 

And from the wave-kiss’d marble stair 
Beckon'd liim on, with quivering lip 
And unbound hair, 

And lived some moons in happy trance, 

Then learnt his death, and pined away — 110 

JSuch by these waters of romance 
’Twas meet to lay ! 

But you — a grave for knight or sage, 

Romantic, solitary, still, 

0 spent ones of a work-day age ! 

Befits you ill. 

So sang I ; but the midnight breeze 

Uown to the brimm’d moon-charmfed main 
Comes softly through the olive-trees, 

And checks my strain. 120 

1 think of lier, whose gentle tongue 

All plaint in her own cause controll’d ; 

Of thee I think, my brother ! young 
111 heart, high-soul'd ; 

That comely face, that cluster'd brow, 

That cordial hand, that bearing free, 

I see them still, I see them now, 

Shall always see ! 

And what but gentleness untired, 

And what but noble feeling warm, lao 

Wherever shown, howe’er attired. 

Is grace, is charm ? 

3 00 His] A 18G1. 101 castle-bowerj pal ace- bower if 6’W. 
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What else is all these waters are, 

What else is steep’d in lucid sheen, 

What else is bright, what else is fair, 

What else serene? 

Mild o’er her grave, ye mountains, shine ! 

Gently by his, ye waters, glide ! 

To that in you which is divine 

They were allied. 140 


THYRSIS 

A Monoi>y, to commemorate the aufJtoT^s frietul, Arthur 
IIiJoH CLou(Ht, who died at Flm^cnce, 1861 

[ First pubbshotl in MacmillauU Magazine, April, ISOt). 
Reprinted 18G7.J 

Thus yesterday, to-day, to-morrow come, 

They iuistle one another and they pass ; 

But all our hustling morrows only make 
Tlie smooth to-day of God. 

From LucitiiTius, a»j uri'imbhmhed Tragedy^ 

IIow changed is here each spot man makes or fills ! 

In the two Hinkseys nothing keeps the same ; 

The village-street its haunted mansion lacks, 

And fj-om the sign is gone Sibylla’s name, 

And from the roofs the twisted chimney-stacks ; 
Are ye too changed, ye hills ? 

See, ’tis no foot of unfamiliar men 

To-night from Oxford up your pathway strays 
Here came I often, often, in old days ; 

Thyrsis and I ; we still had Thyrsis then. 

Runs it not here, the track by Childsworth Farm, 

Up past the wood, to where the elm-tree crowns 
The hill behind whose ridge the sunset flames ? 
The signal-elm, that looks on Ilsley Downs, 

The Vale, the three lone weirs, the youthful 
Thames ? — 

This winter-eve is warm, 

185 bright] good ISGl. 
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Humid the air ; leafless, yet soft as spring, 

The tender purple spray on copse and briers ; 

And that sweet City with her dreaming spires, 
She needs not June for beauty’s heightening, 20 

Lovely all times she lies, lovely to-night ! 

Only, methinks, some loss of habit’s power 

Befalls me wandering througli this upland dim ; 
Once pass’d I blindfold here, at any hour, 

Now seldom come I, since I came with him. 

That single elm-tree bright 
Against the west — I miss it ! is it gone ? 

We prized it dearly ; while it stood, we said, 

Our friend, the Scholar- Gipsy, was not dead ; 
While the tree lived, he in these fields lived on. 30 

Too rare, too rare, grow now my visits here ! 

But once I knew each field, each flower, each stick ; 

And with the country-folk acquaintance made 
By barn in threshing-time, by new-built rick. 

Here, too, our shepherd-pipes we first assay’d. 

Ah me ! this many a year 
My pii>e is lost, my shepherd’s-holiday ! 

Needs must I lose them, needs wdth heavy heart 
Into the world and wave of men depart ; 

But Thyrsis of his own will went aAvay. 40 

It irk'd him to be here, ho could not rest. 

He loved each simple joy the country yields, 

He loved his mates ; but yet he could not keep, 
For that a shadow lower’d on the fields, 

Here with the shepherds and the silly sheep. 
Some life of men unblest 

He knew, which made him droop, and fill’d his head. 
He went ; his piping took a troubled sound 
Of storms that rage outside our happy ground ; 
He could not wait their passing, he is dead ! 50 

Sc, some tempestuous morn in early June, 

When the year’s primal burst of bloom is o'er, 
Before the roses and the longest day — 

When garden-walks, and all the grassy floor, 

With blossoms, red and white, of fallen May, 

And chestnut-flowers are strewn — 
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So have I heard the cuckoo’s parting cry, 

From the wet field, through the vext garden-trees, 
Como with the volleying rain and tossing breeze : 
The bloom is gone, and toith the bloom go J. 60 

Too quick despairer, wherefore wilt thou go ? 

Soon will the high Midsummer j>omps come on, 
Soon will the musk carnations break and swell, 
Soon shall we have gold-dusted snapdragon, 
Sweet-William with its homely cottage-smell. 

And stocks in fragrant blow ; 

Roses that down tho alleys shine afar, 

And open, jasmine-muflled lattices, 

And groups under the dreaming garden-trees, 

And the full moon, and the white evening-stnr. 70 

1I<^ hearkens not ! light comer, he is flown ! 

What matters it ? next year ho will return, 

And we shall havo him in the sweet spring-days, 
W’ith whitening hedges, and uncrumpling fern, 

And blue-bells trembling by the forest- ways, 

And scent of hay new-mown. 

But Thyrsis never more we swains shall see ! 

See him come back, and cut a smoother reed. 

And blow a strain the world at Iasi shall heed — 
For Time, not Corydon, hath conquer’d thee. hu 

Alack, for Corydon no rival now ! — 

But when Sicilian shephcnls lost a mate, 

Some good survivor with his flute would go, 
Piping a ditty sad for Bion’s fate, 

And cross the uni)ermittod ferry’s flow. 

And relax Pluto’s brow, 

And make leap up with joy the beauteous head 
Of Proserpine, among whose crowned hair 
Are flowers, first open'd on Sicilian air. 

And flute his friend, like Orpheus, from the dead, 

O easy access to the hearer’s grace 91 

When Dorian shoidierds sang to Proserjjine ! 

For she herself had trod Sicilian fields. 

She knew the Dorian water’s gush divine, 


71 flown] gone 1SG6. 
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She knew each lily white which Enna yields. 
Each rose with blushing face ; 

She loved the Dorian pipe, the Dorian strain. 

But all, of our poor Thames she never heard ! 

Her foot the Cumner cowslips never stirrVl ! 9!) 

And we should tease her with our plaint in vain. 

Well ! wind-dispers’d and vain the w'ords will be. 

Yet, Thyrsis, let me give my grief its hour 

In the old haunt, and find our tree-topp’d hill ! 
Who, if not I, for questing here hath power ? 

1 know the w^ood which hides the daffodil, 

I know the Fyfield tree, 

I know what white, what purple fritillaries 

The grassy harvest of the river-fields, 108 

Above by Enshain, down by Sandford, yields. 
And what aedg’d brooks are Thames’s tributaries : 

I know tlu'se slopes ; who knows them if not 1 ? — 
But many a dingle on the loved hill-side, 

With thorns once studded, old, white-blossom*d 
trees, 

Where thick the cowslips grew, and, far descried. 
High tower’d the spikes t>f purple orchises, 

Hath since our day put by 
The coronals of that forgotten time. 

Down each green bank hath gone the ploughboy’s 
team, 

And only in the hidden brooksido gleam 
Primroses, orphans of the flowery prime. ]20 

Where is the girl, who, by the boatman’s door, 

Above the locks, above the boating throng. 

Unmoor'd our skiff, when, through the Wytham 
flats. 

Rod loosestrife and blond meadow-sweet among, 

And darting swallows, and light water-gnats. 

We track’d the shy Thames shore? 

Where are the mo were, who, as the tiny swell 
Of our boat passing heav’d the river-grass, 

Stood with suspended scythe to see us pass ? — 
They all are gone, and thou art gone as well. 


330 
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Yes, tliou art gone ! and round me too the night 
In ever-nearing circle weaves her shade. 

1 see her veil draw soft across the day, 

I feel her slowly chilling breath invade 

I'he cheek grown thiii;, the brown hair sprent with 

g» ey ; 

1 feel her finger light 
Laid pausefully upon life’s headlong train ; 

The foot less proinjit to meet the morning dew, 
The heart less bounding at emotion new, 139 

And hop€i, once crush’d, less quick to spring again. 

And long the way appears, which seem’d so short 
To the unpractis’d eye of sanguine youth ; 

And high the mountain-tops, in cloudy air, 

The mountain-to]is where is the throne of Truth, 
Tops in life’s morning-sun so bright and bare ! 

Unbreachable the fort 
Of the long-batter’d world ujilifts its wall. 

And strange and vain the earthly turmoil grows, 
And near and real the charm of thy repose. 

And night as welcome as a friend would fall. 150 

But hush ! the upland hath a sudden loss 
Of quiet ; — Look ! adown the dusk hill-side, 

A troop of Oxford hunters going home, 

As in old days, jovial and talking, ride ! 

From hunting with the Berkshire hounds they 
come — 

Quick, let me fly, and cross 
Into yon further field ! — ’Tis done ; and see, 

Back’d by the sunset, which doth glorify 
The orange and pale violet evening-sky. 

Bare on its lonely ridge, the Tree ! the Tree ! 160 

I take the omen ! Eve lets down her veil, 

The white fog creeps from bush to bush about, 

The west unfliishes, the high stars grow bright, 
And in the scatter'd farms the lights come out. 

I cannot reach the Signal-Tree to-night, 

Yet, happy omen, hail ! 
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Hear it from thy broad lucent Arno vale 

(For there thine earth-forgetting eyelids keep 
The morningless and unawakening sleep 
Under the flowery oleanders pale), 170 

Hear it, O Thyrsis, still our Tree is there ! — 

Ah, vain ! These English fields, this ux^land dim, 
These brambles pale with mist engarlanded, 

That lone, sky-pointing tree, are not for him. 

To a boon southern country he is fled, 

And now in hai>pier air, 

Wandering with the great Mother's train divine 
(And purer or more subtle soul than thee, 

I trow, the mighty Mother doth not see !) 

Within a folding of the Ajxmnine, 180 

Thou hearest the immortal strains of old. 

Putting his sickle to the perilous grain 

In the hot cornfield of the Phrygian king, 

For thee the Lityerses song again 

Young Da})hnis with his silver voice doth sing ; 
Sings his Sicilian fold. 

His slioop, his hapless love, his blinded eyes ; 

And how a call celestial round him rang 
And heavenward frointhefountain-brinkhe sprang, 
And all the marvel of the golden skies. MO 

There thou art gone, and me thou leavest liere 
Sole in these fields ; yet will I not despair ; 

Despair I will not, while I yet descry 
’Neath the soft canopy of English air 

That lonely Tree against the western sky. 

Still, still these slojjes, 'tis clear, 

Our Gipsy-Scholar haunts, outliving thee ! 

Fields where soft sheep from cages pull the hay, 
Woods with anemonies in flower till May, 

Know him a wanderer still j then why not me ? 

A fugitive and gracious light he seeks, 201 

Shy to illumine ; and I seek it too. 

This does not come with houses or with gold, 
With place, with honour, and a flattering crew ; 

198 soft] the 2866 . 
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’Tis not in the world's market bought and sold. 
But the smooth-slipping weeks 
Drop by, and leave its seeker still untired ; 

Out of tlie heed of mortals he is gone, 

He wends unfollow'd, he must house alone ; 

Yet on he fares, by his own heart inspired. 210 

Thou too, O Thyrsis, on like quest wert bound, 

Thou wanderedst with me for a little hour ; 

Men gave thee nothing, but this happy quest, 

If men esteem'd thee feeble, gave thee power, 

If men procured thee trouble, gave thee rest. 

And this rude Cumner ground, 

Its fir-topped Hui*st, its farms, its quiet fields, 

Here cam'st thou in thy jocund youthful time. 
Here was thine height of strength, thy golden prime ; 
And still the haunt beloved a virtue yields. 220 

Wliat though the music of thy rustic flute 
Kept not for long its happy, country tone, 

Ijost it too soon, and learnt a stormy note 
Of men contention- tost, of men who groan, 

Which task’d thy pipe too sore, and tii-ed thy 
throat — 

It fail’d, and thou wast mute ; 

Yet hadst thou alway visions of oui- light. 

And long with men of care thou coiildst not stay, 
And soon thy foot resumed its w^andering way. 
Left human haunt, and on alone till night. 230 

Too rare, too rare, grow now my visits here ! 

’Mid city-noise, not, as with thee of yore, 

Thyrsis, in reach of sheep- bells is iny home ! 

Then througli tlie great town’s harsh, heart-wearying 
roar. 

Let in thy voice a whisper often come. 

To chase fatigue and fear : 

Why faintest thou ‘^ I ivander'd till I died. 

Jxoam on! the light we sought is shining still. 

J^ost thou ask proof Y Our Tree yet crowns the hill. 
Our Scholar travels yet the loved hillside. 240 

208 he i«] IS he 1800 . 22C wast] wert 1800 . 
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Tlioufili the Mnse herione away, 
Though she mare not earth io-day, 
Souls, erewhile who caught her word, 
Ah ! still harp on tchat they heard. 


A PICTURE AT NEWSTEAD 

[First publish<<d 1807.] 

WiiAT made my heart, at Newstead, fullest swell?- 
’Twas not tlie thought of Byron, of his cry 
Stormily sweet, his Titan agony ; 

It was the sight of that Lord Arundel 

Who struck, in heat, the child he loved so well, 
And the chiUrs reason flickered, and did die. 
Painted (he will’d it) in the gallery 
They hang ; the picture doth th(i story tell. 

Behold the stern, mail'd father, staff in hand ! 

The little fair-hair’d son, with vacant gaze, 

Where no more lights of sense or knowledge are ! 

Methinks the woe which made that father stand 
Baring his dumb remorse to future days, 

Was woe than Byron’s woe more tragic far. 
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[First published ]8G7.] 

I 

In Paris all look’d hot and like to fade. 

Brown in the garden of the Tiiileries, 

Brown with September, droop’d the chestnut-trees. 
’Twas dawn ; a brougham roll’d through the streets, 
and made 

Halt at the white and silent colonnade 
Of the French Theatre. Worn with disease, 

Rachel, with eyes no gazing can appease, 

Sate in the brougham, and those blank walls survey’d. 

She hdlows tlui gay world, whose swarms have fled 
To Switzerland, to Baden, to the Rhine ; 10 

Why stops she by this empty play-house drear ? 

Ah, where the spirit its highest life hath led, 

All si)ots, match'd with that spot, are less divine ; 

And Rachel’s Switzerland, her Rhine, is here ! 

II 

Unto a lonely villa in a dell 

Above the fragrant warm Provenyal shore 

The dying Rachel in a chair they bore 

Up the steep pine-plumed paths of the Estrelle, 

And laid her in a stately room, where fell 
The shadow of a marble Muse of yore — 

The rose-crown’d queen of legendary lore, 

Polymnia — full on her death-bed. ’Twas well ! 

The fret and misery of our northern towns. 

In this her life’s last day, our poor, our pain, id 

Our jangle of false wits, our climate’s frowns, 

Do for this radiant Greek -soul’d artist cease ; 

Sole object of her dying eyes remain 
The beauty and the glorious art of Greece. 
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III 

Sprung from the blood of Israel's scatter’d race, 

At a mean inn in German Aarau born, 

’J’o forms from antique Greece and Rome uptorn, 
Trick'd out with a l-^arisian speech and face, 

Imparting^ life renew’d, old classic grace ; 

Then soothing with thy Christian strain forlorn, 
A-Kem})is ! her departing soul outworn. 

While by her bedside Hebrew rites have place— 

Ah, not the radiant spirit of Greece alone 9 

She had — one power, which made her breast its home ! 
In her, like us, there clash'd, contending powers, 

Germany, France, Christ, Moses, Athens, Rome. 

The strife, tlie mixture in her soul, are ours ; 

Her genius and her glory are her own. 


EAST LONDON 

[First published 18(>7.] 

’Twas August, and the fierce sun overhead 
Smote on the squalid streets of Bethnal Green, 

And the pale weaver, through his windows seen 
111 Spitaltields, look’d thrice dispirited ; 

I met a preacher there I knew, and said : 

‘Hi and o’erwork’d, how fare you in this scene?’ 

‘ Bravely ! ’ said he ; ‘for 1 of late have been 

Much cheer’d with thoughts of Christ, the living bread' 

O human soul ! as long as thou canst so 

Set up a mark of everlasting light, 10 

Above the howling senses’ ebb and flow, 

To cheer thee, and to right thee if thou roam, 

Not with lost toil tliou labourest through the night ! 
Thou mak’st the heaven thou hop’st indeed thy home. 
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[First published 1867.] 

Croxjcii’d on the pavement close by Belgrave Square 
A tramp I saw, ill, moody, and tongue-tied ; 

A >)abe was in her arms, and at her side 
A girl ; their clothes were rags, their feet were bare. 

Some labouring men, whose work lay somewhere there, 
J^ass’d opposite ; she touch’d her girl, who hied 
Across, and begg’d, and came back satisfied. 

The rich she had let pass with frozen stare. 

Thought I : Above her state this spirit towers j 
She will not ask of aliens, but of friends, 10 

Of sharers in a common human fate. 

She turns from that cold succour, which attends 
The unknown little from the unknowing great, 

And points us to a better time than ours. 


ANTI-DESPEKATION 

[First publislu‘d 1867.] 

Long fed on boundless hopes, O race of man. 

How angrily thou spurn’s! all simpler fare ! 

Christ, some one says, was human as tve are ; 
jVo judge vgcs us from heaven^ our sin to scan ; 

We live no more, when tve have done our span. 

*’ Well, then, for Christ,’ thou ans^verest, ‘ who can 
care ? 

* From sin, which heaven records not, why forbear ? 

^ Live we like brutes our life without a plan ! ’ 

So answerest thou ; but why not rather say ; 

^ Hath man n(* second life ? — Pitch this one high ! 10 

* Sits there no judge in heaven, our sin to see ? — 

^ More strictly, then, tin- inward judge obey ! 

‘Was Christ a man like us ? — All ! let us try 
*lf we then, too, can be such men as he ] ’ 
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[First published 3867.] 

Foil’d by our fellow men, depress’d, outworn, 

We leave the brutal world to take its way, 

And, Patience ! in another life^ we say. 

The world shall he thrust doivn, and we up^hornc ! 

And will not, then, the immortal armies scorn 
The world's pour, routed leavings ; or will they, 

Who fail'd under the heat of this life’s day, 

Support the fervours of the heavenly morn ? 

No, no ! the energy of life may be 

Kept on after the grave, but not begun ; 10 

And he who flagg’d not in the earthly strife. 

From strength to strength advancing — only he, 
llis soul well-knit, and all his battles w^on. 

Mounts, and that hardly, to eternal life. 


WORLDLY PLACE 

[Fif'at publiBlied 3 867-3 

TJ YEN in a palace, life may he led tvell ! 

So spoke the im})erial sago, purest of men, 

Marcus Aurelius. — But the stifling den 
Of common life, where, crowded up i>ell-melL 

Our freedom for a little bread we sell, 

And drudge under some foolish master’s ken, 

Who rates us, if we peer outside our pen — 

Match’d w ith a palace, is not this a hell ? 

pjveti in a palace ! On his truth sincere, 

Who spoke these words, no shadow ever came ; 10 

And when my ill-school’d spirit is aflame 

Some nobler, ampler stage of life to win. 

I’ll stop, and say : * There were no succour here I 
‘ The aids to noble life are all within.’ 
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THE DIVINITY 

[First published 1867.] 

' Yes, write it in the rock I ’ Saint Bernard said, 

‘ Grave it on brass with adamantine pen ! 

‘ ’Tis God himself becomes apparent, when 
^ God’s wisdom and God’s goodness are display’d, 

‘ For God of these his attributes is made.’ — 

Well spake tlie imj>etuous Saint, and bore of men 
The suffrage captive ; now, not one in ten 
Becalls the obscure opposer he outweigh’d. 

GofVs wisdmn and Go(Vs goodness! — Ay, but fools 
Mis-define these till God knows them no more. 10 

Wisdom a)Ld goodness, they are God ! — what schools 

Have yet so much as heard this simpler lore ? 

This no Saint preaches, and this no Church rules ; 

’Tis in the desert, now and heretofore. 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD WITH THE KID 

[First published 1867.] 

He saves the shceii, the goats he doth not saric ! 

So rang Tertullian’s sentence, on the side 
Of that unpitying Phrygian sect which cried : 

' Him can no fount of fresh forgiveness lave, 

Who sins, once wash’d by the baptismal wave ! ’ 

So spake the fierce Tertullian. But she sigh’d. 

The infant Church ; of love she felt the tide 
Stream on her from her Lord’s yet recent grave. 

And then she smiled, and in the Catacombs, 

With eye suffused but heart inspired true, 10 

On those walls subterranean, where she hid 

Her head in ignominy, death, and tombs, 

She her Good Shepherd’s hasty image drew ; 

And on his shoulders, not a lamb, a kid. 
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AUSTERITY OF POETRY 

[First pnblishod 1867.] 

That son of Italy who tried to blow, 

Ere Dante came, the trump of sacred song, 

In his light youth amid a festal throng 
Sate with his bride to see a public show. 

Fair was the bride, and on her front did glow 
Youth like a star ; and what to youth belong, 

Gay raiment, sparkling gauds, elation strong. 

A prop gave way ! crash fell a platform ! lo. 

Mid struggling sufferers, hurt to death, she lay ! 
Shuddering they drew her garments off — and found 
A robe of sackcloth next the smooth, white skin. II 

Such, poets, is your bride, the Muse ! young, gay, 
Radiant, adorn’d outsi<le ; a hidden ground 
Of thought and of austerity within. 


EAST AND WEST 

[First published 1867.] 

In the bare midst of Anglesey they show 
Two springs which close by one another play, 

And, ^ Tliirteen hundred years agone,’ they say, 

‘ Two saints met often where those waters flow. 

‘ One came from Penmon, westward, and a glow 

* Whiten’d his face from the sun’s fronting ray. 

* Eastward the other, from the dying day ; 

‘ And he with unsunn’d face did always go.’ 

Seiriol the Bright y Kyhi the Bark, men said. 

The Seer from the East was then in light, 10 

The Seiir from the West was then in shade. 

Ah ! now ’tis changed. In conquering sunshine bright 
The man of the bold West now comes array’d ; 

He of the mystic East is touch’d with night. 
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MONICA’S LAST PRAYER 

[First publish<‘<] 1867.] 

'On could thy grave at home, at Carthage, be ! ’ — 

(^arc not for that, and lay me where 1 fall. 

Everywhere heard will he the judgment-call. 

But at God's altar, oh ! remember me. 

Thus Monica, and died in Italy. 

Yet fervent had her longing been, through all 
Her course, for home at last, and burial 
With her own husband, by the Libyan sea. 

Had been ; but at the end, to her pure soul 

All tie with all beside seem’d vain and cheap, 10 

And union before God the only care. 

Creeds pass, rites change, no altar standeth whole ; 

Yet we her memory, as she pray’d, will keep, 

Keep by this ; Life in God, and union there ! 


CALAIS SANDS 

[First published 1867.] 

A THOUSAND knights have rein’d their steeds 
To watch this line of sand-hills run, 

Along the never silent Strait, 

To Calais glittering in the sun : 

To look toward Ardres* Golden Field 
Across this wide aerial plain, 

Which glows as if the Middle Age 
Were gorgeous upon earth again. 

Oh, that to share this famous scene 
I saw, upon the open sand, 10 

Thy lovely presence at my side, 

Thy shawl, thy look, thy smile, thv hand I 
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How exquisite thy voice would come, 

My darling, on this lonely air ! 

How sweetly would the fresh soa-breeze 
Shake loose some lock of soft brown hair ! 

But now my glance but once hath roved 
O'er Calais and its famous plain ; 

To England’s clilfs mj'^ gJ'-ze is turn’d. 

O’er the blue Strait mine eyes 1 strain. 20 

Thou comest ! Yes, the vessel’s cloud 
Hangs dark upon the rolling sea ! — 

Oh that yon soabird’s wings were mine 
To win one instant’s glimpse of thee ! 

I must not spring to grasp thy hand, 

To woo thy smile, to seek thine eye ; 

But I may stand far otf, and gaze. 

And watch thee pass unconscious by, 

And spell thy looks, and guess thy thoughts, 

Mixt with the idlers on the pier. — 30 

Ah, might 1 always rest unseen, 

So I might have thee always near ? 

To-morrow hurry through the fields 
Of Flanders to the storied Khine ! 

To-night those soft-fringed eyes shall close 
Beneath one roof, my queen ! with mine„ 


DOVER BEACH 

[_First i>ublishcd 1807.] 

The sea is calm to-night, 

The tide is full, the moon lies fair 
Upon the Straits ; — on the French coast, the light 
Gleams, and is gone ; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 
Come to the window, sweet is the night air ! 

Only, from the long line of spray 

"Where the ebb meets the moon-blanch’d sand, 

Listen ! you hear the grating roar 
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Of pebbles which the waves suck back^ and fling, lO 
At their return, up the high strand, 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin," 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness in. 

8o]>hocle8 long ago 

Heard it on the Aegaean, and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery ; we 
Find also in the sound a thought. 

Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 20 

The sea of faith 

W^as once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d ; 

But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar. 

Retreating to the breath 

Of the night-wind down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 

Ah, love, let us be true 

To one another ! for the world, which seems 30 

To lie before us like a land of dreams, 

So various, so beautiful, so new. 

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light. 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain ; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight. 

Where ignorant armies clash by night. 

THE TERRACE AT BERNE 

[First published 18(>7.] 

Tjsn years ! — and to my waking eye 
Once more the roofs of Berne appear ; 

The rocky banks, the terrace high, 

The stream — and do I linger here V 

The clouds are on the Oberland, 

The Jungfrau snows look faint and far ; 

But bright are those green fields at hand, 

And through those fields comes down the Aar, 
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And from the blue twin lakes it comes, 

Flows by the town, the church-yard fair, 10 

And 'neath the garden-walk it liums, 

The house — and is my Marguerite there ? 

Ah, shall I see thee, while a flush 
Of startled pleasure floods thy brow. 

Quick through the oleanders brush, 

And clap tliy hands, and cry : *Tis them / 

Or hast thou long since wander’d back, 

Daughter of France ! to France, thy home ; 

And flitted down the flowery track 

Where feet like tliine too lightly come? 20 

Doth riotous laugliter now replace 
Thy smile, and roug<\ with stony glare, 

Thy cheek's soft hue, and fluttering lace 
The kerchief that enwound thy hair ? 

Oris it over? — art thou dead? — 

Dead ? — and no warning shiver ran 
Across iny heart, to say thy thread 
Of life was cut, and closed thy span ! 

Could from earth's ways that figure slight 
Be lost, and 1 not feel ’twas so? 

Of that fresli voice the gay delight 
Fail from earth’s air, and I not know ? 

Or shall I And thee still, but changed, 

But not tlie Marguerite of thy prime ? 

With all thy Ix^ing re-arranged. 

Pass'd through the crucible of time ; 

Willi si>irit vanish'd, beauty waned, 

And hardly yet a glance, a tone, 

A gesture — anything — retain’d 

Of all that was my Marguerite’s own ? 4a 

I will not know I — for wherefore try 
To things hy mortal course that live 
A shadowy durability 

For which they wore not meant, to give ? 
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Like driftwood spars which meet and pass 
Upon the boundless ocean-plain, 

So (HI tlie sea of life, alas ! 

Man nears man, meets, and leaves again. 

I kiK*w it when my life was young, 

T feel it still, now youth is oVr ! 50 

The mists are on the mountains hung, 

And Marguerite I shall see no more. 


STANZAS COMl^OSED AT CARNAC 

May 0, 1859 

[Firt>t pul>lish<Ml 18(>7 ~\ 

Faii on its rocky knoll descried 
Saint Michael’s chaj>el cuts the sky. 

I climb’d ; — beneath me, bright and \vide, 

Lay the lone coast of Brittany. 

Bright in the sunset, weird and still. 

It lay beside the Atlantic wave, 

As if the wizard Merlin's will 
Yet charm’d it from his forest grave. 

Behind me on their grassy sweep, 

Bearded with lichen, scrawl'd and grey, lO 

The giant stones of Carnac sleep, 

In the mild evening of the May. 

No priestly stern procession now 
Streams through their rows of pillars old ; 

No victims bleed, no Druids bow ; 

Sheep make tlie furze-grown aisles their fold. 

From bush to bush the cuckoo flies, 

The orchis red gleams everywhere ; 

Gold broom with furze in blossom vies. 

The blue-bells j)erfume all the air. 20 

And o’er the glistening, lonely land, 

Rise up, all round, the Christian spires. 

The church of Carnac, by the strand, 

Catches the westering sun's last fires. 
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And there across the watery way, 

See, low above the tide at flood, 

The sickle-sweej> of Quiberon bay 
Whose beach once ran with loyal blood ! 

And beyond that, the Atlantic wide ! — 

Al] round, no soul, no boat, no hail ! 30 

But, on the horizon's verge descried. 

Hangs, touch’d with light, one snowy sail ! 

All, where is lu^, who should have come 
Where that far sail is passing now, 

Past the Loire's mouth, and by the foam 
Of Finist ore's unquiet brow. 

Home, round into ilie Englisli wave ? — 

He tarries where the Koek of Sjiain 
Mediterranean waters lave ; 

Ho enters not the Atlantic main. -<0 

Oh, could he once have reach'd this air 
Freshen'd liy plunging tides, by showers ! 

Have felt this breath he loved, of fair 
Cool northern fields, and grass, and flowers ! 

He long'd for it — press'd on ! — In vain. 

At the Straits fail'd that spirit brave. 

The South was jiareiit of his pain, 

The South is mistress of his grave. 


FRAGMENT OF CHORUS OF A VEdTANEIIiA 

[First piiblLslied 1807. j 
O FRIVOLOUS mind of man, 

Light ignorance, and hurrying, unsure thoughts. 
Though man bewails you not, 

How I bewail yon ! 

Little in your prosperity 
Do you seek counsjel of the Gods. 

Proud, ignorant, self-adored, you live alone. 

In profound silence stern 

Among their savage gorges and cold springs 
IJnvisited remain 10 

The great oracular shrines. 
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Thither in your adversity 

Do you betake yourselves for light, 

But strangely misinterpret all you hear. 

For you will not put on 

New hearts with the inquirer’s holy robe, 

And purged, considerate minds. 

And him on whom, at the end 
Of toil and dolour untold, 

The Gods have sai<l that repose ‘20 

At last shall descend undisturb’d. 

Him you expect to behold 

In an easy old ago, in a happy home ; 

No end but this you praise. 

But him, on whom, in the prime 
Of life, with vigour undimm’d. 

With unspent mind, and a soul 
Unworn, undebased, undecay’d. 

Mournfully grating, the gates 

Of the city of death liave for ever closed — 30 

ifnw, I count him, wcll-starr’d, 

PALLADIUM 

[First publibhod 18(57.] 

Set where the upper streams of Simois flow 
Was the Palladium, high 'mid rock and wood ; 

And Hector was in Ilium, far below, 

And fought, and saw it not, but there it stood. 

It stood ; and sun and moonshine rain’d their light 
On the pure columns of its glen-built hall. 

Backward and forward roll'd the waves of fight 
Round Troy ; but while this stood, Troy could not 
fall. 

So, in its lovely moonlight, lives the soul. 

Mountains surround it, and sweet virgin air ; 

Cold plashing, past it, crystal waters roll ; 

We visit it by moments, ah ! too rare. 


10 
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Men will renew the battle in the plain 
To-morrow ; red with blood will Xanthus be ; 

Hector and Ajax will be there again ; 

Helen will come upon the wall to see. 

Then we shall rust in shade, or shine in strife, 

And fluctuate *twixt blind hopes and blind despairs, 
And fancy that we put forth all our life. 

And never know how with the soul it fares. 20 

Still doth the soul, from its lone fastness high, 

Upon our life a ruling effluence send ; 

And when it fails, fight as we will, we die, 

And while it lasts, we cannot wholly end. 


EAKLY DEATH AND FAME 

[First published 18(>7.] 

Fok him who must s<je many years, 

1 praise the life which slips away 
Out of the light and mutely ; which avoids 
Fame, and her less fair followers, envy, strife, 
Stupid detraction, jealousy, cabal, 

Insincere praises ; which descends 
The quiet mossy track to age. 

But, when immature death 
Beckons too early the guest 

From the half-tried banquet of life, 10 

Young, in the bloom of liis days ; 

Leaves no leisure to press, 

Slow and surely, the sweets 
Of a tranquil life in the shade ; 

Fuller for him be the hours ! 

Give him emotion, though pain ! 

Let him live, let him feel ; / have lived ! 

Heap up his moments with life, 

Triple his pulses with fame ! 
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YOUTH AND CALM 

[First published in this form 18G7.] 

"Tis death ! and i:>eace, indeed, is here, 

And ease from shame, and rest from fear. 

There ’s nothing can dismarhle now 
The smoothness of that limpid brow. 

But is a calm like this, in truth, 

Tlie crowning end of life and youth. 

And when this boon rewards the dead, 

Are all debts paid, has all been said ? 

And is the heart of youth so light, 

Its step so firm, its eye so bright, 10 

Because on its hot brow there blows 
A wind of promise and repose 
From the far grave, to wliich it goes ; 

Because it has the hope to come. 

One day, to harbour in the toml> ? 

Ah no, the bliss youth dreams is one 
For daylight, for the cheerful sun. 

For feeling nerves and living breath — 

Youth dreams a bliss on this side death ! 

It dreams a rest, if not more deep, ‘20 

More grateful than this marble sleep. 

It hears a voice wdthin it tell: 

Calm not life's crotvn^ ihotigh calm is wall. 

’Tis all perhaps which man acquires. 

But ’tis not what our youth desires. 


GKOWING OLD 

[First published 1867.] 

What is it to grow old ? 

Is it to lose the glory of the form, 

The lustre of the eye? 

Is it for l)eauty to forgo her wreath ? 

Yes, but not this alone. 

Youth and Calm*^K, 17-41 f)/" I/ines 'written by a Death-bed, 
1852, ISee pp, 138, 

1 ’Tis death! and] But ah, though 1802. 3 There’s] 

Though 1852, 5 But] Yet 1852. 



GROWING OLD 


409 


Is it to feel our strength — 

Not our bloom only, but our strength — decay ? 

Is it to feel each limb 

Grow stiffer, every function less exact, 

Each nerve more weakly strung ? 10 

Yes, this, and more ! but not. 

Ah, ’tis not what in youth we dream ’d *twould be ! 
"Tis not to have our life 

Mellow'd and soften'd as with sunset glow, 

A golden day’s decline ! 

'Tis not to see the world 

As from a height, with rapt prophetic eyes, 

And heart profoundly stirr'd ; 

And weep, and feel the fullness of the past, 

The years that are no more ! 20 

It is to spend long days 

And not once feel that we were ever young. 

It is to add, immured 

In the hot prison of the present, month 

To month witli weary pain. 

It is to suffer this. 

And feel but lialf, and feebly, what we feel. 

Deep in our hidden heart 

Festers the dull remembrfince of a change, 

Rut no emotion — none. 30 

It is — last stage of all — 

When we are frozen up within, and quite 
The j)hantom of ourselves. 

To hear the world applaud the hollow ghost 
Which blamed the living man. 


THE PROGRESS OF POESY 
A Variation 

[First publislied 1807.] 

Youth rambles on life's arid mount, 
And strikes the rock, and finds the vein, 
And brings the water from the fount. 
The fount which shall not flow again. 
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THE PROGRESS OF POESY 


The man mature with labour chops 
For the bright stream a channel grand, 
And sees not that the sacred drops 
Ran off and vanish’d out of hand. 

And then the old man totters nigh 
And feebly rakes among the stones. 
The mount is mute, the channel dry ; 
And down he lays his weary bones. 


A NAMELESS EPITAPH 

[First x»eblishe<l 1807. J 

This sentence have I left behind : 

An aching body, and a mind 
Not wholly clear, nor wholly blind, 

Too keen to rest, too weak to find, 

That travails sore, and brings forth wind, 
Are God's worst portion to mankind. 

A^iothcr 

Ask not niy name, O friend ! 

Tliat Being only, which hath known each 
From the beginning, can 
Remember each unto the end. 


THE LAST WORD 

[First published 1807.] 

Creep into thy narrow bed, 

Creep, and let no more be said ! 

Vain thy onset ! all stands fast ; 

Thou thyself must break at last. 

Let the long contention cease ! 

Geese are swans, and swans are geese. 
Let them have it how they will ! 

Thou art tired ; best be still I 
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They out-talk’d thee, hiss’d thee, tore thee. 

Better men fared thus before thee ; 10 

Fired their ring-ing- .shot and pass’d, 

Hotly charged — and broke at last. 

Cliarge once more, then, and be dumb ! 

Let the victors, when they come, 

When the forts of folly fall, 

Find thy body by the wall. 


A WISH 

[First i»ublish«d 

I ASK not that my bed of death 
Froni bands of greedy heirs be free ; 

For these besiege the latest breath 
Of hu-tune’s favour’d sons, not me. 

I ask not each kind soul to keep 
Tearless, when of my death lie hears ; 

Let those who will, if any, weep ! 

There are worse plagues on earth than tears. 

I ask but that my d<^ath may find 

The freedom to my life denied ; 10 

Ask but the folly of mankind. 

Then, then at last, to quit my side. 

Spare me the whispering, crowded room, 

Tlie friends who come, and gape, and go ; 

The ceremonious air of gloom — 

All, that makes death a liideous show ! 

Nor bring, to see me ceasc^ to live, 

Some doctor full of phrase and fame, 

To shake his sapient head and give 

The ill he cannot cure a name. 20 

Nor fetch, to take (he accustom’d toll 
Of the poor sinner bound for death, 

His brother doctor of the soul, 

To canvass with official breath 
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The future and its viewless things — 

That undiscover'cl mystery 

Whicli one who feels death's winnowing wings 
Must needs read clearer, sure, than he ! 

Bring none of these ! hut let me he, 

While all around in silence lies, 30 

Moved to the window near, and see 
Once more before my dying eyes 

Bathed in the sacred dew'S of morn 
The wide aerial landscape spread — 

The world which was ere I was born, 

The world which lasts when I am deatl. 

Which never was the friend of o}u\ 

Nor promised love it could not give, 

But lit for all its generous sun, 

And lived itself, and made us live. 40 

There let me gaze, till 1 become 
In soul with what I gaze on wed ! 

To feel the universe my home ; 

To have before my mind — instead 

Of the sick-room, the mortal strife, 

The turmoil for a little breath — 

The pure etci-nal course of life, 

Not human combatings with death. 

Thus feeling, gazing, let me grow 

Compos'd, refresh’d, ennobled, clear ; 60 

Then willing let my spirit go 
To work or wait eLsewhore or here ! 


A CAUTION TO POETS 

[First pablishctl 1867.] 

What poets feel not, when they make, 
A pleasure in creating. 

The world, in its turn, will not take 
Pleasure in contemplating. 
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PIS-ALLER 

[Fir^t pabliahod 1867.] 

'Man is l>lind because of sin ; 

' Revelation makes him sure. 

‘ Without that, who looks within, 

‘ Looks in vain, for all 's obscure.’ 

Nay, look clo.ser into man ! 

Tell me, can you find indeed 
Nothing sure, no moral ]>lan 
Clear i>i*c.scribed, w'ithout your creed ? 

* No, I nothing can perceive ; 

‘"Without that, all ’s ilark for men, 10 

‘That, or nothing, I believe.' — 

For God’s sake, believe it then ! 


EPILOCaTE TO LESSING S J.AOCOt)N 

[Fnjit [>ul»l 3 867.1 

Oni: morn as through Hyde Park we walk'd 
My friend and 1, by chance we talkM 
Of Les.sing’s fam<‘d Laocoon ; 

And after we awliile had gone 
In Lessing's track, and tried to see 
Wliat painting is, what poetry — 

Div'orgiiig to another thought, 

‘Ah,’ cries my friend, ‘hut who hath taught 
Why music and the other arts 

Of teller perform aright their parts 10 

Than poetry ? why she, than they, 

Fewer real successes can display? 

‘ For 'tis so, surely ! Even in Greece 
Where best the poet framed his piece. 

Even in tliat Phoebus-guarded ground 
Pausanias on his travels found 
Good poems, if he look’d, more rare 
(Though many) than good statues were— 

For these, in truth, wore everywhere t 
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Of bards full many a stroke divine 20 

In Dante’s, Petrarch’s, Tasso’s line, 

The land of Ariosto show’d ; 

And yet, e'en there, the canvas glow’d 
With triumphs, a yet ampler brood, 

Of Raphael and his brotherhood. 

And nobly perfect, in our day 
Of haste, half-work, and disarray, 

Profound yet touching, sweet yet strong. 

Hath risen Goethe's, Wordsworth’s song ; 

Yet even I (and none will bow 30 

Deeper to these !) must needs allow. 

They yield us not, to soothe our pains, 

Such multitude of heavenly strains 
As from the kings of sound are blow n. 

Mozart, Beethoven, Mendelssohn.’ 

While thus my friend discoursed, w e pass 
Out of the path, and take the grass. 

The grass had still the green of May, 

An<l still the unldacken'd elms were gay ; 

The kine w’ero resting in the shade, 40 

The flies a summer murmur made ; 

Bright was the morn and south the air, 

The soft-couch ’d cfittle were as fair 
As those that pastured by the sea, 

That old-world morn, in Sicily, 

When on the beach the Cycloj^s lay, 

And Galatea from the bay 
Mock’d her poor lovelorn giant’s lay. 

‘ Behold,’ I said, ‘ the painter’s sphere ! 

The limits of his art appear ! 50 

The passing group, the summer morn, 

The grass, the elms, that blossom’d thorn ; 

Those cattle couch'd, or, as they rise, 

Their shining flanks, their liquid eyes ; 

These, or much greater things, but caught 
Like these, and in one aspect brought. 

In outward semblance he must give 
A moment’s life of things that live ; 

Then let him choose his moment well, 

With power divine its story tell I ’ 


60 
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Still we walk’d on, in thoughtful mood, 

And now upon the Bridge wo stood. 

Full of sweet breathings was the air, 

Of sudden stirs and pauses fair ; 

Down o'er the stately Bridge the breeze 
Came rustling from the garden trees 
And on the sj)arkling waters jday’d. 
Light-plashing waves an answer made, 

And mimic boats tlieir haven near'd. 

Beyond, the Abbey towers appear'd, 70 

By mist and chimneys unconfined, 

Free to the sweep of light and wind ; 

While, through the earth-inoor’d nave below, 
Another breath of wind doth blow, 

Sound as of wandering breeze — but sound 
In laws by human artists bound. 

* The world of music ! ’ I exclaim’d, 

* This breeze that rustles by, that famed 
Abbey recall it ! what a sphere, 

Largo and profound, hath genius here ! 80 

Th’ inspired musician what a range, 

What power of passion, wealth of change f 
Some pulse of feeling he must choose 
And its lock'd fount of beauty use. 

And through the stream of music toll 
Its else unutterable spell ; 

To clioose it rightly is his part, 

And press into its inmost hoart. 


' 3f fiirrcJ‘r, Doniine! 

The words are utter'd, and they flee. 90 

Deei> is their penitential moan, 

Miglity their patlios, but ’tis gone ! 

They have declared the spirit’s sore 
Sore load, and words can do no more, 

Beethoven takes them then— those two 
Poor, bounded words — and makes them new ; 
Infinite makes them, makes them young, 
Transplants them to another tongue 
Where they can now, without constraint, 

Pour all the 80 \il of their complaint, lOO 
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And roll adown a channel large 
The wealth divine they have in charge. 

Pago after page of music turn, 

And still they live and still they burn, 
Eternal, passion-fraught and free — 

Miserere, Domine ! ’ 

Onward we moved, and reach’d the Itide 
Where gaily flows the human tide. 

Afar, in rest the cattle lay. 

We heard, afar, faint music play ; 

But agitated, brisk, and near, 

Men, with their stream of life, were here. 
Some hang upon the rails, and some, 

On foot, behind them, go and come. 

This through the Ride upon his steed 
Goes slowly by, and this at speed ; 

The young, the happy, and the fair, 

The old, the sad, the worn W’ere there ; 

Some vacant, and some musing went, 

And some in talk and merriment. 

Nods, smiles, and greetings, and farewells ! 
And now and then. perha]>s, there swells 
A sigh, a tear — but in the throng 
All changes fast, and hies along ; 

Hies, ah, from whence, what native ground ? 
And to what goal, what ending, bound? 

* Behold at last the poet's sphoi-e ! 

But who,’ I said, ‘ suffices here ? 

‘ For, ah ! so much he has to do ! 

Be painter and musician too ! 

The aspect of the moment show. 

The feeling of the moment know ! 

The aspect not, I grant, express 
Clear as the ])ainter’s art can dress, 

The feeling not, I grant, explore 
8o deep as the musicijin’s lore — 

But clear as words can make revealing, 

And deep as words can follow feeling. 

But, ah, then comes his sorest spell 
Of toil ! he must life's moiHiment tell ! 



EPILOGUE TO LESSING’S LAOCOON 417 


The thread which binds it all in one, 

And not its separate parts alone ! 

The movement he must tell of life, 

Its pain and pleasure, rest and strife ; 

His eye must travel down, at full. 

The long, unpausing spectacle ; 

With faithful unrelaxing force 
Attend it from its primal source. 

From change to change and year to year 
Attend it of its mid career, 150 

Attend it to the last repose 
And solemn silence of its close. 

‘ The cattle rising from the grass 
His thought must follow where they pass ; 

The penitent with anguish bow’d 

His thought must follow through the crowd. 

Yes, all this eddying, motley throng 
That sijarkles in the sun along, 

(jrirl, statesman, merchant, soldier bold. 

Master and servant, young and old, 160 

(jlrave, gay, child, j^arent, husband, wife, 

Ho follows home, and lives their life ! 

* And many, many are the souls 
Life's movement fascinates, controls. 

It draws tliem on, they cannot save 
Their feet from its alluring wave ; 

They cannot leave it, they must go 
With its unconquerable flow. 

But, ah, how few of all that try 

This mighty march, do aught but die 1 170 

For ill prepared for sucli a way, 

111 found in strength, in wits, are they ! 

They faint, they stagger to and fro, 

And wandering from the stream they go ; 

In pain, in terror, in distress. 

They see, all round, a wilderness. 

Sometimes a momentary gleam 
They catch of the mysterious stream ; 

Sometimes, a second’s space, their ear 

The murmur of its waves doth hear. 180 
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That transient glimpse in song they say, 

But not as painter can pourtray ! 

That transient sound in song they tell. 

But not, as the musician, well ! 

And when at last these snatches cease. 

And they are silent and at peace, 

The stream of life’s majestic whole 
Hath ne’er been mirror'd on their soul, 

* Only a few the life-stream’s shore 

With safe un wandering feet explore, 190 

Untired its movement bright attend. 

Follow its windings to the end. 

Then from its brimming waves their eye 
Drinks up delighted ecstasy, 

And its deep-toned, melodious voice, 

For ever makes their ear rejoice. 

They speak ! the happiness divine 
They feel, runs o’er in every line. 

Its spell is round them like a shower ; 

It gives them pathos, gives them power. 200 

No painter yet hath such a way 
Nor no musician made, as they ; 

And gather’d on immortal knolls 
Such lovely flowers for cheering souls 1 
Beethoven, Raphael, cannot reach 
The charm which Homer, Shakespeare, teach. 

To these, to these, their thankful race 
Gives, then, the first, the fairest place ! 

And briglitest is their glory’s sheen 

For greatest has their labour been.’ 210 


BACCHANALIA ; OR, THE NEW AGE 

[First published 1867.] 

I 

The evening comes, the field is still. 

The tinkle of the thirsty rill, 

Unheard all day, ascends again ; 

Deserted is the new-reap’d grain, 
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Silent the alieaves ! the ringing wain, 

The reaper's cry, the dogs’ alarms. 

All housed within the sleeping farms ! 

The business of the day is done, 

The last belated gleaner gone. 

And from the thyme upon the height, 10 

And from the elder-blossom white 
And pale dog-roses in the hedge, 

And from the mint-plant in the sedge, 

In puffs of balm the night-air blows 
The perfume which the day forgoes. 

And on the j>ure horizon far, 

See, pulsing with the first-born star, 

The liquid sky above the hill ! 

The evening comes, the field is still. 

Loitering and leaping, 20 

With saunter, with bounds— 

Flickering and circling 
In files and in rounds — 

(jJaily their pine-staff green 
Tossing in air. 

Loose o’er their shoulders white 
Showering their hair — 

See ! the wild Maenads 
Break from the wood. 

Youth and lacchus 80 

Maddening their blood ! 

See ! through the quiet corn 
Rioting they pass — 

Fling the piled sheaves about, 

Trample the grass ! 

Tear from the rifled hedge 
Garlands, their prize ; 

Fill with their sports the field, 

Fill with their cries ! 

Shepherd, what ails thee, then ? 40 

Shepherd, why mute ? 

Forth with thy joyous song ! 

Forth with thy flute ! 

Tempts not the revel blithe ? 
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Lure not their cries ? 

Glow not their shoulders smooth? 

Melt not their eyes ? 

Is not, on cheeks like those, 

Lovely the flush? — 

Ah, so the, quiet was ! 50 

So teas the hush / 


II 

The epoch ends, the world is still. 

The age has talk’d and work'd its fill — 

The famous orators have done, 

The famous poets sung and gone. 

The famous men of war have fouglit, 

The famous speculfitors thought. 

The famous players, sculptors, wrought, 

The famous painters fill’d their wall, 

The famous critics judged it all. 

The combatants are parted now, 10 

Uphung the spear, unbent the bow, 

The puissant crown’d, the weak laid low ! 

And in the after-silence sweet, 

Now' strife is hush’d, our oars doth meet. 
Ascending pure, the bell-like fame 
Of this or that down-trodden name, 

Delicate spirits, push’d aw'ay 
In the hot press of the noon-day. 

And o’er the plain, where the dead age 
Did its now silent w^arfare w'age- - 20 

O’er that wide plain, now' wrapt in gloom, 
Whore many a splendour finds its tomb, 

Many spent fames and fallen mights - - 
The one or two immortal lights 
Rise slowly up into the sky 
To shine there everlastingly, 

Like stars over the bounding hill. 

The epocli ends, the world is still. 

Thundering and bursting 

In torrents, in waves — 30 

Carolling and shouting 
Over tombs, amid graves — 
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See ! on the cumber’d plain 
Clearing a stage, 

Scattering the past about. 

Comes ihe new age ! 

Bards make new poems, 

Thinkers new schools, 

Statesmen new systems, 

Critics new rules ! 40 

All things begin again ; 

Life is their prize ; 

Earth with their deeds they fill. 

Fill with their cries ! 

Poet, what ails thee, then ? 

Say, why so mute? 

Forth with thy praising voice I 
Forth with thy flute ! 

Loiten r ! why sittest thou 

Sunk in thy dream ? 50 

Tempts not tlie bright new ag(3 ? 

Shines not its stream? 

Look, all, what genius, 

All, science, wit ! 

Soldiers like Caesar, 

Statesmen like Pitt ! 

Sculptors like Phidias, 

Raphaels in shoals, 
l^oets like Shakespeare — 

Beautiful souls ! 00 

See, on their glowing cheeks 
Heavenly the flush ! 

All, so the silence ivas! 

So was the hush ! 

The world but feels the present’s spell, 

Tlie poet feels the past as well ; 

Whatever men have done, might do, 

Whatever thought, might think it too. 
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RUGBY CHAPEL, 

N OVEMBKR, 1 857 
[First published 18C7.J 

CoLi>i^Y, sadly descends 
The autumn evening. The Field 
Strewn with its dank yellow drifts 
Of wither'd leaves, and the elms, 

Fade into dimness apace, 

Silent ; — hardly a shout 

From a few boys late at their play ! 

The lights come out in the street, 

In the school-room windows ; but cold, 

Solemn, unlighted, austere, 10 

Through the gathering darkness, arise 
The Chapel walls, in whose bound 
Thou, my father ! art laid. 

There thou dost lie, in the gloom 
Of the autumn evening. But ah ! 

That word, gloom, to my mind 
Brings theo back in the light 
Of thy radiant vigour again ! 

In the gloom of November we pass'd 

Days not of gloom at thy side ; 20 

Seasons impair’d not the ray 

Of thino even cheerfulness clear. 

Such thou wast ; and I stand 
In the autumn evening, and think 
Of bygone autumns with thee. 

Fifteen years have gone round 
Since thou arosest to tread. 

In the summer morning, the road 
Of death, at a call unforeseen, 

Sudden. For fifteen years, 30 

We who till then in thy shade 

Rested as under the boughs 

Of a mighty oak, have endured 

Sunshine and rain as we might, 

Bare, unshaded, alone. 

Lacking the shelter of thee. 
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O strong soul, by what shore 
Tarriest thou now ? For that force, 

Surely, has not been left vain ! 

Somewhere, surely, afar, 40 

In the sounding labour-house vast 
Of being, is practised that strength, 

Zealous, beneficent, firm ! 

Yes, in some far-shining sphere, 

Conscious or not of the past, 

Still thou performest the word 
Of the Spirit in whom thou dost live. 

Prompt, unwearied, as here ! 

Still thou upraisest with zeal 

The humble good from the ground, 60 

Sternly repressest the bad. 

Still, like a trumpet, dost rouse 
Those who with lialf-oj>en eyes 
Tread the border-land dim 
’Twixt vice and virtue ; reviv'st, 

Succourest ; — this was thy work, 

This was thy life upon eai*th. 

What is the course of the life 
Of mortal men on the earth ? — 

Most men eddy about 60 

Here and there — eat and drink, 

Chatter and love and hate. 

Gather and squander, are raised 
Aloft, are hurl’d in the dust. 

Striving blindly, achieving 
Nothing ; and, then they di<^ — 

Perish ; and no one asks 
Who or what they have been, 

More than he asks what waves 

In the moonlit solitudes mild 70 

Of the midmost Ocean, have swell’d, 

Foam’d for a moment, and gone. 

And there are some, whom a thirst 
Ardent, unquenchable, fires. 
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Not with thp crowd to be spent, 

Not without aim to go round 
In an eddy of purposeless dust, 

Effort unmeaning and vain. 

Ah yt'S, some of us strive 

Not without action to die 80 

Fruitless, but something to snatch 
From dull oblivion, nor all 
(rlut the devouring grave ! 

We, we have chosen our path — 

T^ath to a clear-purposed goal. 

Path of advance ! but it loads 
A long, steep journey, through sunk 
Gorges, o'er mountains in snow ! 

Cheerful, with friends, we s(‘t forth ; 

Then, on the height, comes the storm ! i)0 

Thunder crashes from rock 
To rock, the cataracts reply ; 

Lightnings dazzle our eyes ; 

Roaring torrents have breach’d 
The track, the strejiin-bed descends 
In the place where the wayfarer once 
Planted his footstep — the spray 
Boils o’er its borders ; aloft, 

The unseen snow-beds dislodge 

Their hanging ruin ; — alas, loo 

Havoc is made in our train ! 

Friends who set forth at our side 
Falter, are lost in the storm ! 

We, we only, are left ! 

With frowning foreheads, with lips 
Sternly compress’d, we strain on. 

On — and at nightfall, at last, 

Como to the end of our way. 

To the lonely inn ’mid the rocks ; 

Where the gaunt and taciturn Host IIO 

Stands on the threshold, the wind 
Shaking his thin white hairs — 

Holds his lantern to scan 

Our storm-beat figures, and asks : 

Whom in our party w^e bring? 

Whom we have left in the snow^ ? 
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Sadly we answer: AVe bring 
Only ourselves ; we lost 
Sight of the rest in the storm. 

Hardly ourselves we fought through, 120 

Stripp’d, without friends, as we are. 

Friends, companions, and train 
The avalanche swept from our side. 

But thou would ’st not alone 
Be saved, my father ! alone 
Conquer and come to thy goal, 

Leaving the rest in the wild. 

We were weary, and we 
Fearful, and we, in our march. 

Fain to drop down and to die. 130 

Still thou turnedst, and still 
Beckoned st the trembler, and still 
Gavest the weary thy hand ! 

If. in the paths of the world, 

Stones might have wounded thy feet, 

Toil or dejection have tried 
Thy spirit, of that we saw 
Nothing ! to us thou wert still 
Cheerful, and helpful, and firm. 

Thereforo to thee it was given 140 

Many to save with thyself ; 

And, at the end of thy day, 

O faithful shepherd ! to come. 

Bringing thy sheep in thy hand. 

And through thee I believe 

In the noble and great who are gone ; 

Pure souls honour’d and blest 
By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor. 

Is the race of men whom I see — 160 

Seem'd but a dream of the heart, 

Seem’d but a cry of desire. 

Yes ! I believe that there lived 
Others like thee in the past. 

Not like the men of the crowd 
Who all round me to-day 
Bluster or cringe, and make life 
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Hideous, and arid, and vile ; 

But souls temper’d with fire, 

Fervent, heroic, and good, 160 

Helpers and friends of mankind. 

Servants of God ! — or sons 
Shall I not call you ? because 
Kot as servants ye knew 
Your Father’s innermost mind, 

His, who unwillingly sees 
One of his little ones lost — 

Yours is the praise, if mankind 
Hath not as yet in its march 

Fainted, and fallen, and died ! 370 

S^ e ! in the rocks of the world 
Marches the host of mankind, 

A feeble, wavering lino. 

Where are they tending?- A God 
Marahaird them, gave them their goal. — 

Ah, but the way is so long ! 

Years they have been in the wild ! 

Sore thirst plagues them ; the rocks, 

Rising all round, overawe. 

Factions divide them ; their host 180 

Threatens to break, to dissolve. 

Ah, keep, keep them combined ! 

Else, of the myriads who fill 
That army, not one shall arrive I 
Sole they shall stray ; in the rocks 
Labour for ever in vain, 

Die one by one in the waste. 

Then, in such hour of need 
Of your fainting, dispirited race, 

Ye, like angels, appear, 190 

Radiant with ardour divine. 

Beacons of hope, ye appear ! 

Languor is not in your heart, 

Weakness is not in your word. 

Weariness not on your brow. 
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Ye alight in our van ; at your voice, 

Panic, despair, flee away. 

Ye move through the ranks, recall 
The stragglers, refresh the outworn, 

Praise, re-inspire the bravo. ‘4)0 

Order, courage, return. 

Eyes rekindling, and prayers, 

Follow your steps as ye go. 

Ye fill up the gaps in our files, 

Strengthen the wavering line, 

Stablish, continue our march. 

On, to the bound of the waste, 

On, to the City of God. 


HEINE'S GRAVE 

[First published 18t>7.] 

IIkisr*^ -'tis here! 

Tile black tombstone, tlie name 
Carved there —no more ! and the smooth, 
Swarded alleys, the limes 
Touch’d with yellow by hot 
Summer, but under them still 
In September’s bright afternoon 
Shadow, and verdure, and cool ! 

Trim Montmartre I the faint 

Murmur of Paris outside ; 10 

Crisp everlasting-flowers. 

Yellow and black, on the graves. 

Half blind, palsied, in pain. 

Hither to come, from the streets* 

Uproar, surely not loath 
"Wast thou, Heine ! — to lie 
Quiet ! to ask for closed 
Shutters, and darken'd room, 

And cool drinks, and an eased 
Posture, and opium, no more ! 

Hither to come, and to sleep 
Under the wings of Renown. 


20 
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Ah ! not little, when pain 
Is most quelling, and man 
Easily quell’d, and the fine 
Temper of genius alive 
(Quickest to ill, is the praise 
Not to have yielded to pain ! 

No small boast, for a weak 

Son of mankind, to the earth 80 

Pinn’d by the thunder, to rear 
His bolt-scathed front to the stars ; 

And, undaunted, retort 
’Gainst thick-crashing, insane, 

Tyrannous tempests of bale. 

Arrowy lightnings of soul ! 

Hark ! through the alley resounds 

Mocking laughter ! A film 

Creeps o’er the sunshine ; a breeze 

Ruffles the warm afternoon, 40 

Saddens my soul with its chill. 

Gibing of spirits in scorn 
Shakes every leaf of the grove, 

Mars the benignant repose 
Of this amiable home of the dead. 

Bitter spirits ! ye claim 

Heine ? — Alas, he is yours ! ■ • 

Only a moment I long'd 
Here in the quiet to snatch 

From such mates the outworn 60 

Poet, and steep him in calm. 

Only a moment ! I knew 
Whose he was who is here 
Buried, I knew" he w'as yours ! 

Ah, I knew that I saw 

Here no sepulchre built 

In the laurell’d rock, o'er the blue 

Naples bay, for a sw^eet 

Tender Virgil ! no tomb 

On Ravenna sands, in the shade flO 

Of Ravenna pines, for a high 
Austere Dante I no grave 
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By the Avon side, in the bright 
Stratford meadows, for thee, 

Shakespeare ! loveliest of souls, 

Peerless in radiance, in joy. 

What so harsh and malign, 

Heine ! distils from thy life, 

Poisons the peace of thy grave ? 

I chide with theo not, that thy sharp 70 

Upbraidings often assail'd 
England, my country ; for we, 

Pearfiil and sad, for her sons, 

Long since, deep in our hearts, 

Echo the blame of her foes. 

AVe, too, sigh that she Hags ; 

AVe, too, say that she now. 

Scarce comprehending the voice 

Of her greatest, golden-mouth^ sons 

Of a former age any more, 80 

Stupidly travels her round 

Of mechanic business, and lets 

Slow die out of her life 

Glory, and genius, and joy. 

So thou arraign *st her, her foo ; 

So we arraign her, her sons. 

Yes, we arraign her ! but she. 

The weary Titan ! with deaf 
Ears, and labour-dimm’d eyes, 

Regarding neither to right &0 

Nor left, goes passively by. 

Staggering on to her goal ; 

Bearing on shoulders immense, 

Atlanteiin, the load, 

AVellnigh not to be borne, 

Of the too vast orb of her fate. 

But was it thou — I think 
Surely it was — that bard 
Unnamed, who, Goethe said, 

Had every other gift, hut wanted love / lOO 

Love, without which the tongue 
Even of angels sounds amiss ? 
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Charm is the glory which makes 
Song of the poet divine ; 

Love is the fountain of charm. 

How without charm wilt thou draw, 

Poet ! the world to thy way ? 

Not by the lightnings of wit ! 

Not by the thunder of scorn ! 

These to the world, too, are given ; 110 

Wit it possesses, and scorn — 

Charm is the poet’s alone. 

Holloiv and dull are the great y 

And artists enviouSy and the moh profane. 

We know all this, we know ! 

Cam’st thou from heaven, O child 
Of light ! but this to declare ? 

Alas ! to help us forget 
Such barren knowledge awhile, 

God gave the poet his song. liO 

Therefore a secret unrest 
Tortured thee, brilliant and bold I 
Therefore triumph itself 
Tasted amiss to thy soul. 

Therefore, with blood of tliy foes, 

Trickled in silence thine own. 

Therefore the victor’s heart 
Broke on the field of his fame. 

Ah ! as of old, from the pomp 

Of Italian Milan, tho fair 130 

Flower of marble of white 

Southern palaces — steps 

Border’d by statues, and walks 

Terraced, and orange bowers 

Heavy with fragrance — the blond 

German Kaiser full oft 

Long'd himself back to the fields, 

Rivers, and high-roord towns 
Of his native Germany ; so, 

So, how often ! from hot 140 

Paris drawing-rooms, and lamps 
Blazing, and brilliant crowds, 
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Starr’d and je well’d, of men 

Famous, of women the queens 

Of dazzling converse, and fumes 

Of praise — hot, heady fumes, to the poor brain 

That mount, that madden ! — how oft 

Heine’s spirit outworn 

Eong’d itself out of the din 

Hack to the tranquil, the cool 150 

Far German home of his youth ! 

See ! in the May afternoon, 

O’er the fresh short turf of the Hartz, 

A youth, with the foot of youth, 

Heine ! thou climbest again. 

Up, through the tall dark firs 
Warming their heads in the sun, 

Chequering the grass with their shade — 

Up, by the stream with its huge 

Moss-hung boulders and thin 100 

Musical water half-hid — 

Up, o’er the rock-strewn slope, 

With the sinking sun, and the air 
Chill, and the shadows now 
Eong on the grey hill-side — 

To the stone-roof’d hut at the top. 

Or, yet later, in watch 

On the roof of the Brocken tower 

Thou standest, gazing ! to sue 

The broad red sun, over field 170 

Forest and city and spire 
And mist-track’ d stream of the wide 
Wide German land, going down 

In a bank of vapours again 

Standest ! at nightfall, alone. 

Or, next morning, with limbs 
Bested by slumber, and heart 
Freshen’d and light with the May, 

O’er the gracious spurs coming down 
Of the Eower Hartz, among oaks, 

And beechen coverts, and copse 
Of hazels green in whose depth 
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Use, the fairy transform’d, 

In a tiiousand water-breaks light 
Pours her j>etulant youth — 

Climbing the rock which juts 

O’er the valley, the dizzily perch’d 

Rock ! to its Iron Cross 

Once more thou cling’st ; to the Cross 

Cliiigest ! with smiles, with a sigh. 190 

Goethe, too, had been there. 

In the long-past winter he came 
To the frozen Hartz, with his soul 
Passionate, eager, his youth 
All in ferment ; — but he 
Destined to work and to live 
Left it, and thou, alas ! 

Only to laugh and to die. 

But something prompts me : Not thus 

Take leave of Heine, not thus 200 

Speak the last woi‘d at his grave ! 

Not in pity and not 
With half censure — with awe 
Hail, as it passes from earth 
Scattering lightnings, that soul ! 

Tlie spirit of the world 
Beholding the absurdity of men — 

Their vaunts, their feats — let a sardonic smile 
For one short moment wandt^r o’er his lips. 

That smile was Heine 1 for its earthly hour 210 
The strange guest sparkled ; now ’tis pass’d away. 

That was Heine ! and we. 

Myriads who live, who have lived, 

What are we all, but a mood, 

A single mood, of the life 
Of the Being in whom we exist, 

Who alone is all things in one. 

Spirit, who fillest us all ! 

Spirit who utterest in each 

New-coming son of mankind 220 

Such of thy thoughts as thou wilt I 
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O thou, one of whose moods, 

Bitter and strange, was the life 
Of Heine — his strange, alas I 
His bitter life — may a life 
Other and milder be mine ! 

May’st thou a mood more serene, 

Happier, have utter'd in mine ! 

May’st thou the rapture of peace 

Deep have embreathed at its core ! 230 

Made it a ray of thy thought ! 

Made it a beat of thy joy ! 


OBERMANN ONCE MORE 

[Firr,t publialiecl 1867.J 

iSat-fc-roMS quelqw, hien qni console Jn regret d'un nnonde ? 

Obermann. 

Glion ? Ah, twenty years, it cuts 

All meaning from a name ! 

White houses prank where once were huts ! 

Glion ! )uit not the same. 

And yet I know not. All unchanged 
The turf, the pines, the sky ! 

The hills in their old order ranged ! 

The lake, with Chillon by ! 

And ’neath those chestnut-trees, where stiff 
And stony mounts the way, 10 

Their crackling husk-heaps burn, as if 
I left them yesterday. 

Across the valley, on that slope. 

The huts of Avant shine — 

Its pines under their branches ope 
Ways for the tinkling kine. 

Full-foaming milk-pails, Alpine fare, 

Sweet heaps of fresh-cut grass, 

Invite to rest the traveller there 
Before he climb the pass — 
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The gentian-flower’d pass, its crown 
"With yellow spires aflame, 

Whence drops the path to Alliere down 
And walls where Byron came, 

By their green river who doth change 
His birth-name just below — 

Orchard, and croft, and full-stored grange 
Nursed by his jjastoral flow. 

But stop ! — to fetch back thoughts that stray 
Beyond this gracious bound, CO 

The cone of Janian, pale and grey, 

See, in the blue profound ! 

Ah, Jainan ! delicately tall 
Above his sun-warm VI firs — 

What thoughts to me his rocks recall 1 
What memories he stirs ! 

And who but thou must be, in truth, 

Gherman 11 K with me here ? 

Thou master of my wandering youth. 

But left this many a year ! 40 

Yes, I forget the world’s work wrought. 

Its warfare waged with pain I 
An eremite with thee, in thought 
Once more I slip my chain 

And to thy mountain-chalet come 
And lie lieside its door 
And hear the wild bee’s Alpine hum 
And thy sad, tranquil lore. 

Again I feel its words inspii’e 

Their mournful calm — serene, M> 

Yet tinged with infinite desire 
For all that might have been. 

The harmony from which man swerved 
Made his life’s rule once more 1 
The universal order served ! 

Earth happier than before ! 
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While thus I mused, night gently run 
Down over hill and wood. 

Then, still and sudden, Obermanu 

On the grass near me stood. 60 

Tliose pensive foiitures well I knew, 

On my mind, years before. 

Imaged so oft, imaged so true ! 

A shepherd's garb he wore, 

A mountaiii-llower was in his hand, 

A book was in his breast ; 

Bent on my face, with gaze tliat scanned 
My soul, his eyes did rest. 

‘And is it thou,’ he cried, ‘ so long 

Held by the world wliich we 70 

Loved not, wlio turnest from the throng 

Back to thy youth and me ? 

‘ And from thj^ world, with heart opprest, 
Choosest thou now to turn? — 

Ah me, we anchorites knew it best ! 

Best can its course discern ! 

‘ Thou fledd’st me when the ungenial earth, 

Thou soughtest, lay in gloom. 

Return ’st thou in lier hour of birth, 

Of hopes and hearts in bloom ? at) 

‘ Wellnigh two thousand years have brought 
Their load, and gone away, 

Since last on earth there lived and wrought 
A world like ours to-day. 

‘ Like ours it look’d in outward air ! 

Its head was clear and true, 

Sumptuous its clothing, rich its fare, 

No pause its action knew ; 

‘ Stout was its arm, each pulse and bone 
Seem’d puissant and alive — 00 

But, ah, its heart, its heart was stone, 

Ajid so it could not thrive ! 
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' On that hard Pagan world disgust 
And secret loathing fell. 

Deep weariness and sated lust 
Made human life a hell. 

‘Ill his cool hall, with haggard eyes, 

The Roman noble lay ; 

He drove abroad, in furious guise. 

Along the Ajipian way ; 100 

* He made a feast, drank fierce and fast, 

And crown’d his hair with flowers — 

No easier nor no quicker pass’d 

The impracticable hours. 

‘ The brooding East with aw^c beheld 
Her impious younger worhl ; 

The Roman tempest swcdl’d and swell’d, 

And on her head was hurl’d. 

* The East bow’d low before the blast, 

111 patient, deeji disdain. 110 

She let the legions thunder past, 

And plunged in thought again. 

* So well she mused, a morning broke 
Across her spirit grey. 

A conquering, new-born joy awoke, 

And fill’d her life -with day. 

* Poor world,” she cried, “ so deep accurst ! 

That runn’st from pole to pole 

To seek a draught to slake thy thirst — 

Go, seek it in thy soul ! ” 120 

‘ She heard it, the victorious West ! 

In crown and sword array’d. 

She felt the void which mined her breast, 

She shiver'd and obey'd. 

* She veil’d her eagles, snapp’d her sword. 

And laid her sceptre down ; 

Her stately purple she abhorr’d, 

And her imperial crown ; 
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^ She broke her flutes, she stopp’d her sports, 

Her artists could not please ; 130 

She tore her books, she shut her courts, 

She fled her palaces ; 

* Lust of tlie eye and pride of life 
She left it all behind. 

And hurried, torn with inward strife, 

Tlie wilderness to find. 

* Tears \vash'd the troulde from her face ! 

She changed into a child. 

’Mid weeds and wrecks she stood — a place 
Of ruin — but she smiled ! 140 

* Oh, had I lived in that great day, 

How had its glory new 

Fill’d earth and heaven, and caught away 
My ravish’d si)irit too ! 

* No cloister-floor of humid stone 
Had been too cold for me ; 

For me no Eastern desert lone 
Had been too far to flee. 

* No thoughts that to the world belong 

Had .st(K>d against the wave IW) 

Of love which set so deep and strong 
From Christ’s then oi>en grave. 

‘ No loncdy life had pass’d too slow 
When I could hourly see 

That wan, nail’d Form, with head droop'd low. 
Upon the bitter tree ; 

"Could see the Mother with the Child 
Whose tender winning arts 
Have to his little arms >>eguiled 

So many wounded hearts ! 160 

* And centuries came, and ran their course. 

And unspent all that time 

Still, still went forth that Child’s dear force, 

And still was at its prime. 
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* Ay, ages long endured liis span 
Of life, ’iis true received, 

That gracious Child, that thorn-crown’d Man 
He lived while we believed. 

‘While we believed, on earth he went. 

And open stood his grave. 

Men call’d from chamber, church, and tent, 
And Christ was by to save. 

‘ Now he is dead. Far hence he lies 
In the lorn Syrian town. 

And on his grave, with shining eyes, 

Thc^ Syrian stars look down. 

‘ In vain men still, with lioping new, 

Regard his death-place dumb. 

And say the stone is not yet to. 

And wait for words to come. 

‘ Ah, from that silent sacred land, 

Of sun, and arid stone, 

And crumbling wall, and sultry sand, 

Comes now one word alone ! 

‘ From David’s lips this word did roll, 

’Tis true and living yet : 

Tin man can save his hrother^s soul, 

Nor pay his brother^ s debt, 

‘ Alone, self-poised, henceforward man 
Must labour ; must resign 
His all too human creeds, and scan 
Simply the way divine. 

‘ But slow that tide of common thought, 
Which bathed our life, retired. 

Slow, slow the old world wore to naught, 
And pulse by pulse expired. 

‘ Its frame yet stood without a breach 
When blood and warmth were fled ; 

And still it spake its wonted speech — 

But every word was dead. 
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* And oh, we cried, that on this corse 
Might fall a freshening storm I 

Rive its dry bones, and with new force 
A new-sprung world inform ! 

* Down came the storm ! In ruin fell 
The outworn world we knew. 

It i)ass’d, that elemental swell ! 

Again appear’d the blue. 

‘ The sun shone in the new-wash *d sky — 
And what from heaven saw he? 

Blocks of the past, like icebergs high, 
Float in a rolling sea. 

‘ Upon them ply the race of man 
All they before endeavour’d ; 

They come and go, tlu y work and plan. 
And know not they are sever’d. 

‘ Poor fragments of a broken world 
Whereon we pitch our tent ! 

Why wore ye too to death not hurl’d 
When your world’s day was spent? 

‘ The glow of central fire is done 
Which with its fusing flame 
Knit all your parts, and kept you one ; — 
But ye, ye are the same ! 

‘ The past, its mask of union on. 

Had ceased to live and thrive. 

The past, its mask of union gone. 

Say, is it more alive? 

‘ Your creeds are dead, your rites are dead, 
Your social order too. 

Where tarries he, the power who said ; 

Sec, I make all things new 

‘ The millions suffer still, and grieve ; 

And what can helpers heal 

With old-world cures men half believe 

For woes they wholly feel ? 
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* And yet they have such need of joy ! 

And joy whose grounds are true ! 

And joy that should all hearts employ 

As when the past was new ! 240 

‘All, not the emotion of that past, 

Its common hope, were vain ! 

A new such hope must dawn at last, 

Or man must toss in pain. 

‘ But now the past is out of date, 

The future not yet horn — 

And who can be alone elate, 

'While the world lies forlorn ? 

‘ Then to the wilderness I fled. 

There among Alpine snows 250 

And pastoral huts I hid my head, 

And sought and found repose. 

‘ It was not yet the appointed hour. 

Sad, patient, and resign’d, 

I watch’d the crocus fade and flower, 

I felt the sun and wind. 

‘ The day I lived in was not mine — 

Man gets no second day. 

In dreams 1 saw the future shine. 

But ah, I could not stay I 260 

‘ Action I had not, followers, fame. 

I pass’d obscure, alone. 

The after-world forgets my name, 

Nor do I wish it known. 

‘ Gloom-wrapt within, I lived and died, 

And knew my life was vain. 

With fate I murmur not, nor chide ; 

At Sevres by the Seine 

‘ (If Paris that brief flight allow) 

My humble tomb explore ; 

It bears : Eternity, he thou 
My refuge ! and no more. 
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‘ But thou, whom fellowship of mood 
Did make from haunts of strife 
Come to my mountain solitude 
And learn my frustrate life ; 

‘ O thou, wdio, ere thy flying span 
"Was past of cheerful youth. 

Didst seek the solitary man 

And love his clieerless truth — 280 

‘ Despair not thou as I despair'd, 

Nor be cold gloom thy prison ! 

Forward the gracious liours have fared, 

And see I the sun is risen. 

* He melts the icebergs of the past, 

A green, new earth aj>pears. 

Millions, whose life in ice lay fast, 

Have thoughts, and smiles, and tears. 

* The world's great order dawns in sheen 

After long darkness rude, 290 

Divinelier imaged, clearer seen, 

AVith haj)pier zt^al pursued. 

’ AVith hope extinct and brow’^ composed 
I inarkM the present die ; 

Its term of life was nearly closed. 

Yet it had more than I. 

' But thou, though to the world's new hour 
Thou come with aspect marr’d. 

Shorn of the joy, the bloom, the powder, 

AVhich best beseem its bard ; 300 

^ Though more tlian half thy years be past. 

And spent thy youthful prime ; 

Though, round thy firmer manhood cast, 

Hang weeds of our sad time, 

" AVhereof thy youtli felt all the spell. 

And traversed all the shade — 

Though late, though dimm'd, though weak, yet tell 
Hope to a world new-made ! 
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‘ Help it to reach our deep desire^ 

The dream which fill'd our brain, 313 

Fix'd in our soul a thirst like fire 
Immedicable pain I 

‘Which to the wilderness drove out 
Our life, to Alpine snow ; 

And palsied all our deed with doubt 
And all our word with woe — 

‘ What still of strength is left, employ, 

That end to help men gain ; 

One miff hf If wave of thoucfht and jot/ 

Jjifiing mankind amain ! ' »20 

Tlie vision ended ; I awoke 
As out of 8leei>, and no 
Voice moved — only the torrent broke 
The silence, far below. 

Soft darkness on the turf did lie ; 

Solemn, o’er hut and wootb 
In the yet star-sow i\ nightly sky, 

The 2 >eak of Jamun stood. 

Still in my soul the voice I heard 

Of Obermann — away 330 

I turn’d ; by some vague impulse stirr’d, 

Along the rocks of Naye 

And Sonchaud’s piny flanks I gaze 
And tlie blanch'd summit bare 
Of Malatrait, to where in haze 
The Valais opens fair, 

And the domed Velan with his snows 

Behind the upcrowding hills 

Doth all the heavenly opening close 

Which the Rhone’s murmur fills — 340 

And glorious there, without a sound, 

Across the glimmering lake, 

High in the Valais depth profound, 

I saw the morning break. 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM THE ILIAD 

[First published in the lectures On Translating Ilonierj 1861.] 

I 

Ac numerous as are tlie stars on a clear night, 

So shone forth, in front of Troy, hy the bed of 
Xanthus, 

Between that and the ships, the Trojans’ numerous 
fires. 

In the plain there were kindled a thousand fires: by 
each one 

There sate fifty men, in the ruddy light of the fire: 

By their chariots stood the steeds, and champ’d the 
white barley 

While their masters sate by the fire, and waited for 
Morning. — 

(viii. 556-61.) 


II 

And with pity the son of Saturn saw them bewailing, 

And he sliook his head, and thus address’d his own 
bosom : 

‘Ah, unliappy pair, to Peleus why did we give 
yon. 

To a mortal ? but ye are without old age and immoilal. 

Was it that ye^ with man, might have your thousands 
of sorrows? 

For than man, indeed, there breathes no wretcheder 
creature, 

Of all living things, that on earth are breathing and 
moving.’ 

(xvii. 441-7.) 


Ill 

Woman, I too take thought for this; but then I be- 
think me 

What the Trojan men and Trojan women might mur- 
mur, 

If like a coward I skulk’d behind, apart from the battle. 

Nor would my own heart let me; my heart, which has 
bid me be valiant 
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Always, and always fighting among the first of the 
Trojans, 

Busy for Priam’s fame and my own, in spite of the 
future. 

For that day will come, my soul is assur’d of its coming, 
It will come, when sacred Troy shall go to destruction, 
Troy, and warlike Priam too, and the people of Priam. 
And yet not that grief, which then will be, of the 
Trojans, 

Moves n)e so much — not Hecuba’s grief, nor Priam 
my father’s, 

Nor my brethren’s, many and brave, who then will be 

lyins 

In the loloody dust, beneath the feet of their foemen — 
As thy grief, when, in tears, some brazen -coated Achaian 
Shall transport tliee away, and the day of thy freedom 
be ended. 

Then, perhaps, thou shalt work at the loom of another, 
in Argos, 

Or bear pails to the well of MesseYs, or Hypereia, 
Sorely against thy will, by strong Necessity’s order. 
And some man may say, as he looks and sees thy tears 
falling: 

See, the wife of Hector, that great pre-ewinent captain 
Of the horsemen of Trog, in the dag theg fought for their 
city. 

So some man will say ; and then thy grief will redouble 
At thy want of a man like me, to save thee from 
bondage, 

But let me be dead, and the earth be mounded above 
me. 

Ere I hear thj^ cries, and thy captivity told of. 

(VI. 441-65.) 


IV 

'Xanthus and Balius both, ye far-fam’d seed of Po- 
darga! 

See that ye bring your master home to the host of the 
Argives 

In some other sort than your last, when the battle is 
ended ; 



TRANSLATIONS FROM THE ILIAD 446 


And not leave him behind, a corpse on the plain, like 
Patroclus.’ 

Then, from beneath the yoke, the fleet horse 
Xanthus address’d him: 

Sudden he bow’d his head, and all his mane, as he 
bow’d it, 

Stream’d to the ground by the yoke, escaping from 
under the collar ; 

And he was given a voice by the white-arm’d Goddess 
Hera. 

‘Truly, yet this time will we save thee, mighty 
Achilles ! 

But thy day of death is at hand ; nor shall we be the 
reason — 

No, but the will of Heaven, and Fate’s invincible power. 

For by no slow pace or want of swiftness of ours 

Did the Trojans obtain to strip the arms from Patroclus ; 

But that prince among Gods, the son of the lovely- 
hair’d Leto, 

Slew him fighting in front of the fray, and glorified 
Hector, 

But, for us, ^ve vie in speed with the breath of the 
West-Wind, 

Which, men say, is the fleetest of w inds ; ’tis thou who 
art fated 

To lie low in death, by the hand of a God and a 
Mortal.’ 

Thus far he ; and here his voice w^as stopped by 
the Furies. 

Then, with a troubled heart, the swift Achilles address d 
him : 

‘Why dost thou prophesy so my death to me, 
Xanthus? It needs not. 

I of myself know well, that here I am destin’d to 
perish, 

Far from my father and mother dear; for all that, I 
will not 

Stay this hand from fight, till the Trojans are utterly 
routed.’ 


So he spake, and drove with a ciy his steeds into 

(xix. 400-25.) 
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‘BELOW THE SURFACE-STREAM’ 

[First published in S7. Paul and Proff f;fanitS7n, II 
{Co7nhdl Magazine^ Nov. 1869).] 

Below the surface -stream, shallow and light, 

Of what we sa?/ we feel — below the stream, 

As light, of what we think we feel — there flows 
With noiseless current strong, obscure and deep, 
The central stream of what we feel indeed. 

NEW ROME 

LINES WRITTEN FOR MISS STORY^S ALBUM 
[First published in tlie (k)rnhiU Magazine y Juno, 1873. Reprinted 
1881, 1885, 1890.] 

The armless Vatican Cupid 

Hangs down his beautiful head , 

For the priests have gut him in prison, 

And Psyche long has been dead. 

But see, his shaven oppressors 
Begin to quake and disband ; 

And The Thnes, that bright Apollo, 

Proclaims salvation at hand. 

* And what/ cries Cupid, * will save us ?* 

Says Apollo : * Modernise Home / 10 

WViat inns ! Your streets, too, how narrow ! 
Too much of palace and dome ! 

‘ O learn of London, whose paupers 
Are not pushed out by the swells ! 

W^ide streets with fine double trottoirs ; 

And then — the London hotels I ' 

The armless Vatican Cupid 

Hangs down his head as before. 

Through centuries past it has hung so, 

And will through centuides more. 20 

ROME-SICKNESS 

[First published in A Wreath of Stray Leares, 1876. Not re- 
printed by the author.] 

To daily tasks we set our hand, 

And oft the spirit, pent at home, 

Breaks out and longs for Switzerland, 

Longs oftener yet and pines for Rome. 
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I pass’d to-day o’er Walton Heath — 

The coming sx>ring-time’s earliest stir 
Quickened and moved, a happy breath, 

In moss, and gorse, and shining fir. 
Fortunate firs ! who never think 

How firs less curst by Fortune’s frown 10 
O’er Glion fringe the mountain’s brink, 

Or dot the slopes to Vevey down. 

I cross’d St. George’s Hill to-day — 

There in the leaf-strewn copse 1 found 
The tender foxglove-plants display 

Their first green muffle on the ground. 

They envy not, this tranquil brood, 

The cyclamens whose blossoms fill 
With fragrance all Frascati’s wood 

Along the gracious Alban Hill ! ‘20 

Man only, with eternal bent 

To come and go, to shift and range, 

At life and living not content. 

Chafes in his place, and pines for change. 

Yet happy, — since his feverish blood 

Leaves him no rest, and change he will, — 
When restlessness is I'estless good, 

Still mending, lessening, human ill ! 
Unwearied, as from land to land 

The incessant wanderer takes his way, 

To hold the light and reacli the hand 
To all who sink, to all who stray 1 

S.S. * LUSITANIA 

[First publislied in the Nineteenth Century, January 1879. Not 
reprinted by tlie author.] 

I BEAD in Dante how that horned light, 

Which hid Ulysses, waved itself and said : 
‘Following the sun, we set our vessel’s head 
To the great main ; pass’d Seville on the right 

‘ And Ceuta on the left ; then southward sped. 

At last in air, far off, dim rose a Height. 

We cheer’d ; but from it rush’d a blast of might, 
And struck — and o’er us the sea- waters spread.’ 
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I dropp’d the book, and of my child I thought — 

In his long black ship speeding night and day 10 
O’er those same seas ; dark Teneriffe rose, fraught 

With omen ; ‘ Oh ! were that Mount pass’d I say. 
Then the door opens and this card is brought : 

‘ Reach'd Cape Verde Islands, Jjusitania.” ’ 

GEIST’S GRAVE 

[First published in thv^ Fortmghf7if Review^ January, 1881. Re- 
printt-d in 1881 j 1885, 1800.] 

Four years ! — and didst thou stay above 
The ground, which hides thee now, but four? 
And all that life, and all that love, 

Were crowded, Geist ! into no more ? 

Only four years those winning ways, 

Which make me for thy presence yearn, 

Call’d us to pet thee or to praise. 

Dear little friend ! at every turn ? 

That loving heart, that patient soul, 

Had they indeed no longer span, 10 

To run their course, and reach tlieir goal. 

And read their homily to man ? 

That liquid, melancholy eye. 

From whose pathetic, soul-fed springs 
Seem’d surging the Virgilian cry,^ 

The sense of tears in mortal things — 

That steadfast, mournful strain, consoled 
By spirits gloriously gay, 

And temper of heroic mould — 

What, was four years their whole short day ? 20 

Yes, only four! — and not the course 
Of all the centuries yet to come. 

And not the iniinite resource 
Of Nature, with her countless sum 


' SufU lacrimae rerum ! 
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Of figures, with her fulness vast 
Of now creation evermore, 

Can ever quite repeat the past, 

Or just thy little self restore. 

Stern law of every mortal lot ! 

Which man, proud man, finds hard to bear, SO 
And builds himself I know not what 
Of second life I know not where. 

But thou, when struck thine hour to go, 

On us, who stood despondent by, 

A meek last glance of love didst throw, 

And humbly lay thee down to die. 

Yet would we keep thee in our heart — 

Would fix our favourite on the scene, 

Nor let thee utterly depart 

And be as if thou ne'er hadst been. 40 

And so there rise these lines of verse 
On lips that rarely form them now ; 

While to oacli other wo rehearse : 

Sttch irai/s, such arts, such looks hmhi thou ! 

We stroke thj' broad brown paws »gain, 

We bid thee to thy vacant chair. 

We greet thee by the window-pane, 

We hear thy scuffle on the stair. 

We see the flaps of thy large ears 

Quick raised to ask which way we go; .^0 

Crossing the frozen lake, apj^ears 

Thy small black figure on the snow ! 

Nor to us only art thou dear 

Who mourn thee in thine English home ; 

Thou hast tliine absent master’s tear, 

Dropt by the far Australian foam. 

Thy memory lasts both here .and there. 

And thou shalt live as long as we. 

And after that — thou dost not care I 

In us was all the world to thee. 60 
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Yet, fondly zealous for thy fame, 

Even to a date beyond our own 
We strive to carry down thy name. 

By mounded turf, and graven stone. 

We lay thee, close within our reach. 

Here, where the grass is smooth and warm, 
Betwcjen the holly and the beech. 

Where oft we watch’d thy cou chant form, 

Asleep, yet lending half an ear 

To travellers on the Portsmouth road ; — 70 

There build we thee, O guardian dear, 

Mark’d with a stone, thy last abode ! 

Then some, who through this garden pass. 

When we too, like thyself, are clay, 

Sliall see thy grave upon the grass, 

And stop before the stone, and say : 

People who lived here long ago 

Did by this $tone^ it seems, intend 

To name for future times to know 

The dachs-hound, Geist, their little friend. 80 


WESTMINSTER ABBEY 
July 25, 1881. 

{The Day of Burial, in the Abbey, of Arthur Penrhyn 
Stanley, Dean of Westminster.) 

[First pubished in the Nineteenth Century, January, 18S2. liu- 
printed in 1885, 1800.] 

WiiAT ! for a term so scant 
Our shining visitant 

Cheer’d us, and now is pass’d into the niglit ? 

Couldst thou no l)etter keep, O Abbey old, 

Tlie boon tliy dedication-sign foretold, 

The presence of that gracious inmate, light? — 

A child of light appear’d ; 

Hither he came, late-born and long-desired, 

And to men’s hearts this ancient place endear’d ; 
What, is the happy glow so soon expired ? 10 
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— Rough was the winter eve ; 

Their craft the fishers leave, 

And down over the Thames the darkness drew. 

One still lags last, and turns, and eyes the Pile 
Huge in the gloom, across in Thorney Isle, 

King Sebert’s work, the w^ondrous Minster new. 

— *Tis Lambeth now, where then 
They moor’d their boats among the bulrush stems ; 

And that new Minster in the matted fen 
The world-famed Abbey by the westering Thames* 20 

His mates are gone, and he 
For mist can scarcely see 
A strange wayfarer coming to his side. 

Who bade him loose his boat, and fix his oar, 
And row him straightway to the further shore. 
And wait while lie did there a space abide. 

The fisher awed obeys. 

That voice had note so clear of sweet command ; 

Through pouring tide he pulls, and drizzling haze. 
And sets his freight ashore on Thorney strand. EO 

The Minster’s outlined mass 
Rose dim from the morass, 

And thitherward the stranger took his way. 

Lo, on a sudden all the Pile is bright I 
Nave, choir and transept glorified with light, 
Wliile tongues of fire on coign and carving play I 
And heavenly odours fair 
Come streaming with the floods of glory in, 

And carols float along the happy air, 

As if the reign of joy did now begin. 40 

Then all again is dark ; 

And by the fisher’s bark 
The unknown passenger returning stands. 

O Saxon fisher / thou hast had with thee 
The fisher from the Lake of Galilee — 

So saith he, blessing him with outspread hands ; 

Then fades, but speaks the while : 

A t dawn thou to King Sebert shall relate 

How his St. Peter's Church in Thorney Isle 
Peter ^ his friend, with light did consecrate. 


50 
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Twelve hundred years and more 
Along tlie holy floor 

Pageants have pass’d, and tombs of mighty kings 
Efface the humbler graves of Sebeit’s line, 

And, as years sped, the minster-aisles divine 
Grew used to the approach of Glory's wings. 

Arts came, and arms, and law, 

And majesty, and sacred form and fear ; 

Only that primal guest the flsher saw, 

Light, only light, was slow to reappear. 60 

The Saviour’s happy light. 

Wherein at first was dight 
His boon of life and immortality, 

In desert ice of subtleties was spent 
Or drown’d in mists of childish wonderment, 
Fond fancies here, there false philosophy I 
And harsh tlie temper grew 
Of men with mind thus darken’d and astray ; 

And scarce the boon of life could struggle through. 
For want of light which should the boon convey. To 

Yet in this latter time 
The promise of the prime 
Seem’d to come true at last, O Abbey old ! 

It seem’d, a child of light did bring the dower 
Foreshown thee in thy consecration-hour. 

And in thy courts his shining freight unroll’d : 

Bright wits, and instincts sure. 

And goodness warm, and ti*uth without alloy. 

And temper sweet, and love of all things pure, 
And joy in light, and power to spread the joy. 80 

And on that countenance bright 
Shone oft so high a light, 

That to my mind there came how, long ago, 

Lay on the hearth, amid a fiery ring. 

The charm’d babe of the Eleusinian king — 

His nurse, the Mighty Mother, will’d it so. 

Warm in her breast, by day, 

He slumber’d, and ambrosia balm'd the child ; 

But all night long amid the flames he lay, 80 
Upon the hearth, and play’d with them, and smiled. 
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But once, at midnight deep, 

His mother woke from sleep. 

And saw her babe amidst the tire, and scream’d. 

A sigh the Goddess gave, and with a frown 
Pluck'd from the fire the child, and laid him down ; 
Then raised her face, and glory round her stream’d. 

The mourning-stole no more 
Mantled her form, no more her head was bow’d ; 

But raiment of celestial slieen she wore, 

And beauty till’d her, and she spake aloud : — 100 

‘ O ignoiiint race of man ! 

Achieve your good who can, 

If your own hands the good begun undo ? 

Had human cry not marr’d the work divine, 
Immortal had I made this boy of mine ; 

But now his head to death again is due 
And 1 liave now no power 
Unto this ])ious household to repay 

Their kindiu'ss shown me in my wandering hour.’ 
— She spake, and from tlie portal pass'd away. llt> 

The Boy his nurse forgot, 

And bore a mortal lot. 

Long since, his name is lieard on earth no mure. 

In some chance battle on Citbaeron-side 
The nursling of the Mighty Mother died, 

Anti went where all his fathers went before. 

— On tbt?e too, in thy day 
Of childhood, Arthur! did some check have power, 
That, radiant though thou wt‘rt, tliou couldst 
but stay, 

Bringer of heavenly light, a human hour ? 120 

Therefore our happy gut'st 
Knew care, and knew unrest, 

And weakness warn'd him, and he fear’d decline. 

And in the grave he laid a cherish’d wife. 

And men ignoble harass’d him with strife, 

And deadlv airs his strength did undermine. 

Then from his Abbey fades 
The sound bfdoved of his victorious breath ; 

And light's fair nursling stupor first invades. 
And next the crowning impotence of death. 


130 
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But hush ! This mournful strain, 

Which would of death complain, 

The oracle forlmde, not ilhinspired. — 

That Pair, whose head did plan, whose hands did 
forge 

The Temple in the pure Parnassian gorge. 
Finish’d their work, and then a meed required. 

^ Seven days, ’ the God replied, 

‘ Live happ 3 % then expect your perfect meed ! ’ 

Quiet in sleep, the seventh night, they died. 
Death, death was judged the boon supreme indeed. 140 

And truly he who here 
Hath run his bright career. 

And served men nobly, and acceptance found, 

And borne to light and right his witness high, 
What could he better wish than then to die. 

And wait the issue, sleeping underground ? 

Why should he pray to range 
Down the long age of truth that ripens 8lo\v ; 

And break his heart with all the bafHing change. 
And all the tedious tossing to and fro ? 150 

For this and that way swings 
The flux of mortal things. 

Though moving inly to one far-set goal. — 

What had our Arthur gain’d, to stop and see, 
After liglit’s term, a term of cecity, 

A Church once large and then grown strait in soul? 

To live, and see arise. 

Alternating with wisdom’s too short reign, 

Folly revived, re-furbish’d sophistries, 

And pullulating rites externe and vain ? 160 

Ay me ! ’Tis deaf, that ear 
Which joy’d my voice to hear ; 

Yet would I not disturb thee from thy tomb, 

Thus sleeping in thine Abbey’s friendly shade, 
And the rough waves of life for ever laid I 
I would not break thy rest, nor change thy doom. 

Even as my father, thou — 

Even as that loved, that w^ell- recorded friend — 

Hast thy commission done ; ye both may now 
Wait for the leaven to work, the let to end. 170 
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And thou, O Abbey grey ! 

Predestined to the ray 

By this dear guest over thy precinct shed — 

Fear not but that thy light once more shall burn. 
Once more thine immemorial gleam return, 
Though sunk is now this bright, this gracious head I 
Let but the light appear 

And thy transfigured walls be touch’d with ilame — 
Our Arthur will again be ju'esent here, 

Again from lip to lip will pass his name. 130 

POOR MATTHIAS 

[First published in Macmillan's Magazine, December, 1882. 
Reprinted in 1885, ISDO.") 

Poor Matthias ! — Found him lying 
Fall'll beneath his perch and dying? 

Found him stiff, you say, though warm — 

All convulsed his little form? 

I\>or canary ! many a year 
Well he knew his mistress dear ; 

Now in vain you call his name. 

Vainly raise his rigid frame, 

Vainly warm him in your breast, 

Vainly kiss his golden crest, 10 

Smooth his ruffled plumage fine, 

Toucli his trembling beak with wine. 

One more gasp — it is the end ! 

Dead and mute our tiny friend ! 

— Songster thou of many a year, 

Now tby mistress brings thee here. 

Says, it fits that I rehearse, 

Tribute due to thee, a verse, 

Meed for daily song of yore 

Silent now for evermore, 20 

Poor Matthias ! Wouldst thou have 
More than pity? claim st a stave? 

— Friends more near us than a bird 
We dismiss’d without a word. 

Rover, with the good brown head, 

Great Atossa, they are dead ; 

Dead, and neither prose nor rhyme 
Tells the praises of their prime. 
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Thou didst know them old and grey, 

Know them in their sad decay. ?0 

Thou hast seen Atossa sage 
Sit for hours l)esido thy cage ; 

Thou wouldst chirp, thou foolish bird, 

Flutter, chirp — she never stirr’d ! 

Wliat were now these toys to her ? 

Down she sank amid her fur ; 

Eyed thee with a soul resign'd — 

And thou deemedst cats were kind ! 

— Cruel, but composed and bland. 

Dumb, inscrutable and grand, 40 

So Tiberius miglit have sat, 

Had Tiberius been a cat. 

Rover died — Atossa too. 

Ltiss than they to us are you ! 

Nearer human were their powers, 

Closer knit their life with ours. 

Hands had stroked them, w^hich are cold. 

Now for years, in churchyard mould ; 

Comrades of our past were they, 

Of that unreturriing day. 50 

Changed and aging, tliey and we 
Dwelt, it seem’d, in sympathy. 

Alway from their presence broke 
Somewhat which remembrance woke 
Of the loved, the lost, tlie young — 

Yet they died, and died unsung. 

Oeist came next, our little friend ; 

Geist had verse to mourn his end. 

Yes, but that enforcement strong 

Which compell’d for Geist a song — 60 

All that gay courageous cheer. 

All tluit human pathos dear ; 

Soul-fed eyes with suffering worn, 

Pain hei’oically borne. 

Faithful love in depth divine — 

Poor Matthias, were they thine ? 

Max and Kai.ser we to-day 
Greet upon the lawn at play ; 
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Max u dachshound without blot — 

Kaiser should be, but is not. 70 

Max, with shining yellow coat, 

Prinking ears and dewlap throat — 

Kaiser, with his collie face, 

Penitent for want of race. 

— AVhich may be the first to die, 

Vain to augur, they or I ! 

But, as age comes on, I know, 

Poet’s fire gets faint and low ; 

If so be that travel they 

First tlie inevitable way, ao 

Much I doubt if they shall have 
Dirge from me to crown their grave. 

Yet, j^oor bird, thy tiny corse 
Moves rne, somehow, to remorse ; 

Something haunts rny conscience, brings 
Sad, compunctious visitings. 

Other favourites, dwelling here, 

Open lived to us, and near ; 

Well we knew when they were glad. 

Plain we saw if they were sad, 90 

Joy’d with them W'heii they wore gay. 

Soothed them in their last decay ; 

Sympathy could feel and show 
Both in weal of then's and woe. 

Birds, companions more unknown, 

Liive beside us, but alone ; 

Finding not, do all they can, 

Passage from their souls to man. 

Kindness w’e bestow, and praise, 

Baud their plumage, greet their lays ; 100 

Still, beneath their feather’d breast. 

Stirs a histoi*y unexpressed. 

W'ishes there, and feelings strong, 
Incommunicably throng ; 

W'hat they want, we cannot guess, 

Fail to track their deep distress — 

Dull look on when death is nigh, 

Note no change, and let them die. 
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Poor Matthias ! coiildst thou speak, 

What a tale of thy last week ! 110 

Every morning did we pay 
Stupid salutations gay, 

Suited well to health, but liow 
Mocking, how incongruous now ! 

Cake we offer’d, sugar, seed, 

Never doubtful of thy need ; 

Praised, perhaps, thy courteous eye, 

Praised tliy golden livery. 

Gravely thou the while, poor dear I 
Sat’st upon thy perch to hear, 120 

Fixing with a mute regard 
Us, thy human keepers hard. 

Troubling, with our chatter vain, 

Ebb of life, and mortal pain — 

Us, unable to divine 

Our companion’s dying sign. 

Or o’erpass the severing sea 
Set betwixt ourselves and thee, 

Till the sand thy feathers smirch 

Fallen dying off thy perch ! 130 

Was it, as the Grecian sings. 

Birds were born the first of things, 

Before the sun, before the wind. 

Before the gods, before mankind. 

Airy, ante-mundane throng — 

Witness their unworldly song ! 

Proof they give, too, primal powers, 

Of a prescience more than ours — • 

Teach us, while they come and go, 

When to sail, and when to sow. 140 

Cuckoo calling from the hill, 

Swallow skimming by the mill, 

Swallows trooping in the sedge. 

Starlings swirling from the h^ge, 

Mark the seasons, map our year. 

As they show and disappear. 

But, with all this travail sage 
Brought from that anterior age, 

Goes an unreversed decree 
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Whereby strange are they and we ; 150 

Making want of theirs, and plan, 

Indiscernible by man. 

No, away with tales like these 
Stol’n from Aristophanes ! 

Does it, if we miss your mind, 

Prov'e us so remote in kind ? 

Birds ! we but repeat on you 
What amongst ourselves we do. 

Somewhat more or somewhat less, 

'Tis the same unskilfulness. 100 

What you feel, escapes our ken — 

Know we more our fellow men ? 

Human suffering at our side. 

Ah, like yours is nndescried I 
Human longings, human fears. 

Miss our eyes and miss our ears. 

Little helping, wounding much, 

Dull of heart, and liard of touch, 

Brother man’s despairing sign 

Who may trust us to divine? 170 

'Who assure us, sundering powers 

Stand not 'twixt his soul and ours? 

Poor Matthias 1 See, thy end 
What a lesson doth it lend ! 

For that lesson thou shalt have. 

Dead canary bird, a stave ! 

Telling how, one stormy day. 

Stress of gale and showers of spray 

Drove my daughter small and me 

Inland from the rocks and sea. 180 

Driv’n inshore, we follow down 

Ancient streets of Hastings town — 

Slowly thread them — when behold, 

French can ary -merchant old 
Shepherding his flock of gold 
In a low dim-lighted pen 
Scann’d of tramps and fishermen ! 

There a bird, high-coloured, fat, 

Proud of port, though something squat — 
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Pursy, play*d-out Philistine — 190 

Dazzled Nelly’s youthful eyne. 

But, far in, obscure, there stirr’d 
On his perch a sprightlier bird, 

Courteous-eyed, erect and slim ; 

And I wliisperVl : ' Fix on him / 

Home we brought him, young and fair, 

Songs to trill in Surrey air. 

Here Matthias sang his fill. 

Saw the cedars of Pains Hill ; 

Here he pour'd his little soul, 200 

Heard the murmur of the Mole. 

Eight in number now the years 
He hath pleased our eyes and ears ; 

Other favourites he hatli known 
Go, and now himself is gone. 

— Fare thee well, companion dear ! 

Fare for ever well, nor fear. 

Tiny though thou art, to stray 
Down the uncomi>anion’d way ! 

We without thee, little friend, 210 

Many years have not to spend ; 

What are left, will hardly be 
BetU^r than we sptmt with thee. 

KAISER DEAD 

April 6, 1887 

[Fiist printed in tlio J^\nf nightly Review, July, 1887. Reprinted 
in 1890.J 

WiiAT, Kaiser dead? The heavy news 
Post-haste to Cobham calls the Muse, 

From where in Farringford she brews 
The ode sublime, 

Or with Pen-bryn's bold bard pursues 
A rival rhj^nie. 

Kai’s bracelet tail, Kai’s busy feet. 

Were known to all the village-street. 

^ What, poor Kai dead ? ’ say all I meet ; 

* A loss indeed ! ’ 10 

O for the croon pathetic, sweet, 

Of Robin’s reed I 
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Six years ago I brought him down, 

A baby dog, from London town ; 

Round his small throat of black and brown 
A ribbon blue. 

And vouchM by glorious renown 
A dachshound true. 

His mother, most majestic dame. 

Of blood unmix’d, from Potsd.am came ; 20 

And Kaiser’s race we deem’d the same — 

No lineage higher. 

And so ho boro the imperial name. 

Eut ah, his sire ! 

Soon, soon the days conviction bring. 

The collie hair, the collie swing. 

The tail’s indomitable ring. 

The eye’s unrest — 

The case was clear ; a mongrel thing 

Kai stood confest. 30 

But all those virtues, which commend 
The humbler sort, who serve and tend, 

Were tliin<* in store, thou faithful friend. 

What sense, what cheer ! 

To us, declining tow’rds our end, 

A mate how dear ! 

For Max, thy brother-dog, began 
To flag, and feel his narrowing span. 

And cold, besides, his blue blood ran, 

Since, ’gainst the classes, 40 

He heard, of late, tlie Grand Old Man 
Incite the masses. 

Yes, Max and we grew slow and sad ; 

But Kai, a tireless shepherd-lad. 

Teeming with plans, alert, and glad 
In work or play. 

Like sunshine went and came, and bade 
Liv’^e out the day ! 
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Still, still I see the figure smart — 

Trophy in mouth, agog to start, 60 

Then, home return’d, once more depart ; 

Or prest together 

Against thy mistress, loving heart, 

In winter weather. 

I scje the tail, like bracelet twirl’d, 

In moments of disgrace uncurl’d, 

Then at a pardoning word re-fiirl’d, 

A conquering sign ; 

Crying, * Come on, and range the world, 

And never pine.' 60 

Thine ey(* was bright, thy coat it shone ; 

Thou liadst thine errands, off and on ; 

In joy thy last morn Hew ; anon, 

A fit! All's over; 

And thou art gone where Geist hath gone. 

And Toss, and Rover. 

Poor Max, with downcast, reverent head, 
Regards his brother's form outspreiid ; 

Pull well Max knows the friend is dead 

Whose cordial talk, 70 

And jokes in doggish language said, 

Beguiled his walk. 

And Glory, stretch’d at Burwood gate. 

Thy passing by doth vainly wait ; 

And jealous Jock, thy only hate. 

The chiel from Skye, 

Lets from Ins shaggy Highland pate 
Thy inemoiy die. 

Well, fetch his graven collar fine, 

And rub the steel, and make it shine, 80 

And leave it round thy neck to twine, 

Kai, in thy grave. 

There of thy master keep that sign. 

And this plain stave. 
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[Arnold’s own n(>tos are si^nod [A] ; unsigned notes are by the 
present editor.] 

Preface. Pago 5, 11.1,2. Poems b}' Goethe, Byron, Lamartine, 
and Wordsworth rospe( t ively. 

1. 42. the gtand style, ep. Arnold’s On Tianslalintj Homer (tirst 
pul)lishe<l in JS6P,, jmsstm., fora full diseussion of thegrand style. 

7, 1. 15. pragmatic poetry: praginutie in this sense means 
treating the Bids of Instory systemat ieally, in their connexion 
with eaeli oilier as cause and effect, and omitting the merely 
accidental and circumstantial. 

K>, 1 21. a modern Fremh poet : Theophile Gautier, 

15, 1. 24. Xnn me . . hostis : see Virgil, Jenetd^ xii, 11. 894-5. 

5(». MYr'LUlNCS. 

‘After Chepliren, Mycenniis, son of Cheops, reigned over 
Egypt. H(' abhorred Ins iather’s c<iurses, and jinlged his 
subjects more justly than any of their kings had done. — 
To him there came an oraclo from the city of Buto, to the 
effect, that he was to live but six years longir, and to die 
in the seventh year from that time.’ — IIirodotus. [A. ] 

[Note tirst inserted in 1853. Tlie 1849 e<lition gives only 
tlio reference ‘ Herodotus, ii 133 ’ in a footnote.] 

40, To A FniENi>. The three referred to are Homer, Epictetus, 
and Sophocles. yespa<iian\s brutal son (1. 7) i& Domitian. 

47, 1.231. Ah menu s dreadful son : Hercules. 

50, 51. the Dinni-Godaess f 1. 55) is Aurora, the fair youth 
' 1. 5b', Orion; the Aiqive Strr (1. is Tiresias, Zeus’s tnui 
sH/j i\. 90), Hercules, and ihc' Jecbler Wight 1. 90;, Kiiry.stheus. 

01. To A REruiJLiCAN Frienu ; i. e. A. H. Clough, 

65. The New Sibens, In 1.S69 Arnold writes: ‘Swinburne 
writes to urg€t me to reprint the New Sirens”, hut I think that 
liad bettor wait for a jiostliumous c<»llect ion,’ He relented, 
Jiowever, and reju-inted the poem in Macmillan s Magazine for 
Doc. 1876 with a n<do giving .Swinburne’s repeated roque.sts as 
t lie main reason for rcpuhlicatioii ‘afi or a disappearance of more 
than twenty-live years 

75. Desire (Staoyrus ISiU). .Stagirius was a monk to whom 
St Chrysostom addressed three books. 

77. To A Gipsy Cmi.n, 1. 4 : Arnold in later editions reverted 
to the 1849 form of this line. In a letter dated June 26, 1869, 
he writes : ‘I suppose 1 must change b.ack the “Gipsy Child” 
to its old form, as no one seems to like the new one.’ 
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87, 1. 41. That way sale mn : at Wyihbiirn in tho Lako District. 

‘.)t. KMrtDooi.KH ON Etna. 1 cannot deny myself tho pleasure 
of saying that 1 n pnnt (^1 cannot say r/puhh^hy for it was with- 
drawn from tiir<uilali<*n before lifty topics wore sold') this poem 
at the retpiost of a man of genius, whom it had the honour an<l 
the good i(»rtune to interest, —Mr. Kohert Browning. [A. 1807. J 

110, 1. 41. Tyjiho : a giant whom Z«‘ns slew with a thundt^rboU 
and bui led )>eneath Etna. 2'Jir Mount oj (lore ( 1. 54) i.s Ml. llacmus. 

117, 1. lliS. 'J'ho E.iun Marsyas at Pan’s instigation challenged 
Aj)oilo to a contest in music ; Apollo, having heeii adjudged 
victor hy tJio Muses, liad Marsyas soi/ed ami Hayed alive. 

Ill), 1 205. J'ytho ; the great seipcnt produced from the mud 
li'ft oil the eartli alter 1 >eiicalion*s Hood. 

120, 1. 2d*.). Ya Sun-honi Virqins! on the road of truth. 

fciue IJio Eragmonts of Pariuenide.s : 

.... KovfKii S' uSut' ifyfpuvfvovy 

rjKlaSes Kovpnij vpohnrovaai Swpara. ru«:Tos, 

fh t/*dos .... [A.] 

126. Thk Kivku. In thi.s edition tho poems are printed in tlie 
onler of their first puhlication. (^St^e NolVy j). .wii.) In re- 
printing tliem in lat-er editions of liis i>ooins Arnold rearrangt‘d 
several in two groujis under tlio headings ‘Switzerland’ and 
‘Faded Leaves’, varying the iiumlier of jioems tlins grouptid 
and the constitution of tin* gioiips from time to time. The 
oritical notes below eacli poem give full information about these 
clianges of titht, and the c<»ntents of the diflorcnt editions, 
given on j»p. xix to xxvii, show tho cliaiiging ooiistitiitioii of the 
grouiis ; ior convenient referonco the final arrangement is 
given Jierc : — 

Switzerland (1885) : 

I. Meeting (The LaJee), ]>. 131. 

II. I’arting, p. 131. 

111. A Farewt‘ll, p. 171. 

IV. Isolation. To Marguerite (To Marguerite), p. 281. 

V. To Marguerite Continued Maiguerite^ in returning a 
volume of the Leiicn- of Ortis ^ ji. 135. 

VI. Al).seiice, p. 134. 

VII. Tile Terrace at Berne, ]> 402. 

Faded Leave.s (1855) : 

L The River, ji. 126. 

II. loo Late, p. 12‘.) 

III. Se]>araiion, p. 260. 

IV. On tho Kliiiie, p, 129 

V. Longing, p, 130. 

To my Ih icnils xrho 7 iJtculed a tender leave-taking (p. 63) and 
A Dream ( j). 228 j are in the final arrangement not included among 
tile ‘Switzerland’ poems, thougli they apjiear in this group in 
the 1S54 and 1857 editions. 
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127. Excuse. Tlic title wji, altered to Crania in ISGO. 

128. iNDirmtENCE. Tiio title was altered to in 1809. 

130. Tiusi’kam ani> IsEiTLr. In 1857 Arnold called liia hero 
Tiistan ; hut as in 1809 and all later editions lie reverted to tho 
sjiolliiif; Tristriun, whudi ho had used iii the tirst tlireo editions 
of tlie poem, that spelling has been hdlowed hero, althougli the 
text ]n-inted is otherwise that of 1857. 

‘ In the court of his uncle King Marc, the king of Cornwall, 
who at this time resided at tlie <;astlo of Tynt.igel, Tristram 
hf3came exjiert in all knightly exeiciscs. — The king of Ireland, 
at 'rristi’iim's solicitations, jiroinised to hc^stow his dauglitcn' 
Iseult ill marriage on King Maie. Tlie mothi'r ol' Lsenlt gave 
to lier daughter’s eauiiidaiite a jdiiltre, or love-p«>ti<»n, to ho 
administered on the night of her nn])tials. Of tliis beverage 
Tristraia and lsenlt, on tlieir voyage to C'ornwall, unfoi tuiuitoly 
jiartook. Its influence, during tlio remaimler of their lives, 
regulated t!ie affections and ch^stiiiy of llio lovers, — 

‘ After tlie arrival of Tristr.iiii and Iseult in Cornwall, and 
the nuptiahs of tho hitter with King Mar<‘, a groat i»art of tho 
ivunaiu o IS occujned with thoir contrivances to ]>rocure secret 
intervi(‘ws. — Tristram, heiiig forcesi to leave* Cornwall on ai^count 
of the displeasure of his uncle, repaired to lii ittany, where lived 
Iseult with the Wliito Hands. — He marrusl lier -more out of 
gratitude than love. — Afterwards l\e proceeded to the iloniiiiions 
of Arthur, wlndi became the theatre of unnumbered exploits. 

‘ Trislram, subsequent to the.se <*veiits, ret urned to Bntlany, 
and to his long-iu'gh'cted wife. There, being wounded and sick, 
he was soon leduced to the lowest ebb. In this situation, he 
dispabhed a confidant to tlio <iiicen of Cornwall, to try if he 
<‘ould induce her to accomjiaiiy him to Brittany,’ &c. — DuNUir’s 
Jlibton/ of Fiition [A.]. Vol. I. pp. 2<»0 et sc'qcj. (cjd. 

(Note first iiiscirted in i.SoJ. ‘Tyntagel' j is ‘Tyntagil’ 
ill is-yjj isyi, 

1G2. M JCiMtuiiAL Vcjists. Goof he died in 1832, Byron at 
Missohmglii in 1821. 

1(>3, 11. 29 33 : almost a translation of Virgil, Georgica^ ii. 490-2. 

ir>4, 1 13. Catn : who conuniilod suiciilo at Utica ratlior than 
yield to Julius Caesar. 

174. OuEKMAXN : Senanconr Cl 770-1840') was the author of 
OUrinarm, ‘a collection td' le(ter.'% from Switzerland treating 
almost entirely of naturii and of the human soul ’ [A.^. He also 
wrote Jii'i cne'i sur la Nature pi nnitue de Vlloniine and Libres M^dUa^ 
tiutis d'un Solitaire Inconnu. 

17G, 11. 89-91, Son of Theti<i : Achilles. Tho refei'euce is to 
Achilles' words to I^ycaon in Jhadj xxi. lOG et seqq. 
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18G, II. 18-24. Tho rofiTonces aro to two pooms by Wortls- 
worth, Michael and 7, ‘nth. The Thenhuj Star was tbo name given 
to Michnt'l’s solitary lionse from the * constant light ’ of his lamp, 
‘so regular and so far sc‘on.’ 

188, 1. 77. the Mttjhhj Mother: Hliea, tlic mother of tlie gods. 

198. SoHHAE AND RusIUM. 

Tlie story of S oh tab and finshim is told in Sir John Malcolm’s 
Histoiy of Persia, us follows- — 

‘ The young Sohrah wa.s the fruit of one of Rustum’s eaily 
amours. lie had left Ida mother, and sought fame under the 
banners of Afrasiab, whose armies he commanded, and soon 
obtained a renown b€*yond that of all contemporary heroes hut 
his father. lie had carried deatli and dismay into tlie ranks 
of th(‘ Persians, and liad terrified the boldest warriors of that 
<‘Ountry, bcfiro Rustum encountered him, which at last that 
liero resolved to do, under a feigmul name. They met three 
times. The first time they jiarted by mutual consent, though 
Siibrab had the advantage* The second, the youth obtained 
a victory, but granted life to Ids unknown frther. I'lie tldnl 
was fatal to Sohrab, who, when writhing in tho pangs of d<‘ath, 
warned Ids coiKpieror to shun the vengeam e that is inspired hy 
parental woes, and bade him dread the rage of tho mighty 
Rustum, who must soon learn that he had slain Ids son Solirab. 
These words, we are told, wore as death to tin* aged hero ; and 
wlieri ho recovered from a trance, he called in des})air for 
proofs of what Sohrab had said. Tho afflicted and dying youth 
tore open Ids mad, and showed his father a seal which Ins 
mother had jilaet'd on his arm when she discovered t(» him tho 
secret of his birth, and hade him seek his father. The sight of 
Ids own signet rendered Rustum quite frantic : he cursed him- 
self, attempted to put an end to his existencti, and was only 
preveaited hy the efforts of his expiring son. After Solirah's 
death, he burnt his tents, and all his goods, and carried the 
corjjso to Seistan, where it was intern'd. The army of Turan 
was, agreeably to the last request of Sohrab, perniitled to cross 
the Oxus unmolested. It was commanded by llanian ■ and 
Zoarrah attended, on the part of Rustum, to see that this 
engagement was respected hy the Persians. To reconcile us to 
the improbability of this tale we are informed that Rustum 
could have no i(iea his son was in existence. Tlio mother of 
Sohrah had written to him h<*r child was a daughter, fearing to 
lose her darling infant if she revealed the truth ; and Rustum, 
as before stated, fought under a feigned name, an usage not 
uncommon in the chivalrous combats of those day.'^.’ 

M. Sainte-Beuve, abso, that most delightful of critics, in a 
notice of an edition of Ferdousi’s great poem hy M. Mohl now 
in course of publication at Paiis, containing tho original text 
and a prose translation, gives an analysis of this ejiisode, with 
extracts from M Mohl’s translation, which I will quote at 
length : commencing from the point wJiere Rustum leaves 
Tehmimeh, the future mother of yohrah, before the birth of her 
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child ; having given lier an onyx with instructions to let the 
child wear it in her liair, if a girl, and on liis arm, if a boy. 
Of M. Molirs book itself I have not boon able to obtain sight. 

' La-des'Siis Rousteni part au mating mont(3 sur son cheval 
Riiksch ; il s’en retourne vers 1 Iran, et, diirant dos an il n’; 

plus quo do vagues nouvolles do la belle Tehminieh et du fils 
qui lui est ne ; car o’est un Ills et non une lillo. Ce filscst beau 
ot au visage brillant; on I’appelle Solurab. ‘‘Quand il eut u/» 
niois, il etait coinmo un enfant d’un an ; quand il out trois aus, 
il s’excr^ait au jeu dea arino.s, et h cinq ana il avait la eu*urd*un 
lion. Quand il eut atteint I'age do dix ans, personno dans son 
pays n’osait lutter eontro lui." II so distiuguait, h ]n-eiiiiero vue, 
de tous les ^'urcs d’alentour ; il devenait manifesto qu’il dtait 
issu d’une autro race L'enfant, .sentant sa force, alia fieromont 
deinander a sa more lo mun do son pore, et, quand il lo sut, il 
u’cut ]ilus de ces.so qu i* n out assemble uno armeo pour aller 
conibattro les Iranieiis et se fairo roconnaitro du gloneux Rous- 
tein il SOS exploits et a sa bravouro. 

* Sohrab clmisit un cbcval assez fort pour lo porter, un 
cheval fort comme un tjlephant ; il assemble uno ariin^o et so 
met eri inarcbo, non pour conibattro .son jieie, inais pour 
combattre ot dotroner le souverain doiit Koustern est lo feuda- 
taire, et a fin do inettro la race v.iillanto do Rou.stem ii la jilace 
de ce roi dejk faineant. C’est ici quo I’actioii commence il so 
iiouor avec un art et uiio liabiletd qui appartionnent au poete. 
La solution fatale est it la fois ontievue <‘t letardoo moyeiinant 
dos gradations qui vont la rondro plus dramati<iuo. Roustem, 
man<ld en toute hate jiar le roi eflrnyt'*, no s’emprosso point 
d’accourir. A cette iiouvello d'une armeo do Turcs commandoo 
par un ,i< uno horn me si vaillant ot si lioroiiiue, il a I’ldeo d’abord 
que CO pourrait bien etro son fils; luais non : cc rejetoii <lo sa 
ia<*e est trop enfant, so dit-il, *‘ot s<‘s R*vre,s soiitent encore lo 
Ijiit."’ Roustem arrive poiirtant; luais, mal accueilli par lo roi, 
il entro dans uno colero d’Achille, <'t il est lout ]>r6t ii H*en 
retournor dans sa tiuite. On no le IR'chit qu’en lui represontant 
que s'abstonir on uno telle icncontre, eo sorait paraitro reculer 
devant le jeune IR*ros. Copondant les armeea sont en pi<5sonce. 
Roustem, deguisc eii Turc, s'liitroduit dans un ch&tcau qu'occupo 
i'enneiiii. jiour juger do tout pur lui-mome. Il voit son Ills assis 
a un festin * il radinire, il lo compare, pour la force et la beaute, 
a sa propre race ; on diiait, k un moment, quo le sang au-dedans 
va parlor et lui crier: (Test lui! Lo jeune SoJirab, de son cote, 
quand V’lent lo matin, <-ii prc-seiice de cette arnuje dont le camp 
so deploie devant lui, ost aviile de, .savoir si son noble pore n’on 
est pas. Montd sur un lieu elevo, il se fait notnmer par un i^rison- 
nier tous les diets illustres dont il voit so deroulor Jes ^tendards. 
Lo pnsonnicr les emiinere avec complaisance et lea lui nomine 
tous, tou.s ex<'ept<5 un s«*ul, excepte celui, pr^cisement, qui 
l’int<uesse. Lo pri.sonnior fait seinblant de croiro que Roustem 
n’est pas venu, car il craint que co jeune orgueilleux, dans sa 
force indomplable, ne veuillo se signaler en s’attaquant do pro' 
lerenoe a ce chef illustre, et qu^il ne cause un grand malht‘ur. 
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Sohrab inHistc ot trouvo otnnnant quVntra tant d#' chefs, lo 
vaillant Koustem, le premier de ait manque cotte feis 

a I’appcl ; il prosse do questions lo prisonnier, qui lutto do ruse, 
et qni s’obstine, sur ce point, a lui ca<'her la verito ; “ Sans dome, 
repliqiie celiii-ci, le lieros sera all6 dans lo Zaboulistan, car e'est 
le temps ties fetes dans los jardins do roses.” A quoi Solirab, 
sentant bonilbuiner son sang, respond ; ‘*No jiarlo pas ainsi. car 
le front «lo lt<Histem so toiirno toujonrs vers lo combat.” Mais 
Solirab a beau voii'oir forcer le .s<‘cret, la fatalito remjiorte : 
“Comment venx-tu gouvorner co monde quo goiivorno Dieii?” 
s*ecri<^ lo pofite. “ C’est lo Crdateiir qui a diHermino d’avance 
loutes choses. Lo sort a ocrit antrement quo tu n’anrais voulu, 
et, oomm<‘ il to ni^no, il faiit qiie tii snives. ” 

^Sohrab engag<‘ le combat ; tout plio devant Ini. Jam.sis 
nos vienx romans <1e cbevalerie n’ont relenti do pareils equips 
d’t'ja’je. Los pins vaillants diets nsnilent, Koiistom est appele ; 
il arrive, il se troiive soul en prbsein'O do son fils, et lo <liu I vii 
s'entamer. La pitio, tout si c^uip, saisit lo vicnx cbof, en vo\ sint 
CO jonno guorricr si tier ot si boaii : 

‘ “O jonno hoinmo si iondr<» ! ” Ini ilit-il, ‘‘la terre ost secho 
ot froido, Tail* ost donx ot cdiand. Jo suis vieux ; j’ai vii 
iriMint champ do bataillo, j’ai detriiit mainte annoe, et jo n’ai 
jamaiH cHo battu . . . Mais j'ai pitid do toi et n<' voiulrais pas 
t’arraolior In vie No r<‘st<* pas avc*c les 'I’lircs ; jo no connais 
yKTsonno dans ITran qui ait dos cpaiiles <*t des bras comnio toi.” 

‘ En entondant cos y»ar<dosqui soinVilont sortir d'uneaimi amio, 
lo cuuir do Sohrab s'elanco, il n nn yuvssentiment soinlain ; il 
<lomando ingenuinont an guornor s'll n’ost pas celui qii'il 
eh(*rche, s’il n'(‘st j>;is I’llliistro Itoustom. Mais lo vieux chef, 
qni lie voul pas d<»nm‘r Ji co jonvenceiiii trop <ror"iieiI, lepoml 
avec ruse qu’il n’est pas Roiistem. et lo cceur de Solirab so 
ressorro aiissitdt; le imago qui venait de s’entr’ouvi ir so 
rofermo, t't la dostiiide se poiirsuit. 

‘ Ijoi duel corn moil CO : il ii’est pas sans vicissitmles et sans 
pi'-ripeties singulieros ; il dure deux jours. Dos lo jiremiiT choc, 
l«-s epees des combat taiits so brisont en edats sous loui-s coups : 
“Quels coups! on eut dit qu’ils amenaient la Resurrection!” 
Lo combat continue a ooups do massue ; nous sonimes on ph in 
ago heroiquo, Lo premier jour, lo duol n’a jias de rdsultat. 
Ajires line lutto adiariiee, Ics deux dn'fs s’eloignent, se donnant 
r«‘nde/-vous p<uir lo lendomain. Roustem s'dtonno d’avoir 
rencoiitrd pour la jireniidro fois son egal, presque son maitre, 
et do sontir son cceur ildfnillir sans S}iv<dr pourqiioi. Lo seconil 
jour, an moment de roprendro la lutte, Sohrali a iin moiivemeiit 
de tendresse, et la nature, pres do auccomber, fait en lui comniii 
un supremo effort. En .abordant lo vioiix chef, il s’adro.sso 
a lui le sourire sur les levros et comme s’ils avaiont passe l.a 
niiit amicalemont ensemble : 

Comment as-tu dormi ? lui domando-t-il, “ comment t’es- 
tu leve ce matin? Pourqiioi as*tu prepare ton cocur pour la 
lutto ? Jetto cotto massue et cette ep<^o de la vengeance, jette 
tout cet apparoil d’un combat impie. Asseyons-nous tous deux 
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h terrc, et adoucissons avec qu vin nos rcj^ards eourroucoa. 
Faisons un trait<5 en invoquant Difu, et repentons-rious dans 
notro cteiir do cetto inimitie. Attends qu'iin autre so presonte 
pour Iti combat, ot appreto avec moi une I'ott*. Mon cmur to 
oommiiniquora son amour, et jo forai coulter do tes youx dos 
larmos tie honte Puisqiie tu os no d'une noble race, fais-moi 
ooniiaitre ton origino ; no ino caclio pas ton nom, puisquo tu 
A as nio oombattro : no sorais-tu pas Koiistem?^’ 

' Roustoin, par sontimotit d’oryueil, et soup<;onnant toujours 
tine fointe do la part d’un jeune bomine a\ ule do gloire, 
diHsiinulo uno dornioro fois, et, dos eo moment, bi sort n’a 
plus do trove, Toutos les ruses de Koustom (et j’on siipprinio 
encore^ toiirnont centre lui ; il tinit j>.*ir plongor un poignard 
<lans la poitriuo d*» son fils, et no le reconnait quo dans I’instant 
supr6in<‘. be joune homme imuirt avec resignation, avec dou- 
<‘eur, cn ponsant a sa more, a S4‘s amis, on roofirnmandant 
qu’on opargne apros lui <s^tto armeo qu'il a engiigot^ dans uno 
entropriso tcmeraire ; 

‘ “ I’endant bien des jours, je leur ai dorim's do belles paroles, 
Jo leur ai donno I’osjxdr de tout rddoiiir; oar comment pouvais- 
je savoir, d bdrc»s illiistre, <pio pori^ais de la main do inon 
jiore V . . . Je voyais b‘S Mgm*s <im* ma more in’av.iit indiqnds, 
inais j«i nNui eioyuis pas m<*s yeiix. Mon sort d.ait oerii au- 
<i4^ssns de ina totf', ot, ]o dt*vais mourn* de la main do mon poio, 
Je 8 U 1 S v<Miu e<immo la foudr<‘, jo m*on vais eoinme le vent ; 
l>out-otro quti jo to rotrouvorai luuiroux dans lo oiol ' ” 

‘ Ainai pailo on exjdrant cet autro Hi]q>olyto, immoJd ici do 
la main do Tlidstx*.’ 

A wrilor in tli<’ Christian Jkfm<mhrrmc*‘r (of tlio general tenor 
of \vbos<' remarks I liav4‘, assuredly, no right to erunplain) having 
made the discovm’y of this iM>tioo hy M. Saintii-Iiouvo, has 
l^ointod out the jaissagos in which I havt« made us«‘ ol the ex- 
tracts from M. Mold’s translation wdiich iteontains ; hasobs4*rvod, 
apparently with hlainc, that I ‘ha\e n<»t tliouglit fit to offer a 
single syllabhi of a<*knowlc<lgniont to an author to whom 1 have 
boon manifestly very largely indebted ; ’ has complaine<l of being 
‘ under some einharrassment from not being sum how much of 
the treatment is Mr. Arnold's own ; ’ and, finally, lias suggested 
that ‘ the whole work of M. Moh! may have heiui used tlirough- 
Mut, and the study of antiquity carried so far as simply to 
rejiroduce an ancient poem as well as an ancient subji'ct.’ 

It W'oukI have be<‘n more charitable, perhaps, had the re- 
viewer, before making this goodnature^l suggestion, ascertained, 
by reference to M. MobTs work, how far it was confirmed by 
tii<- fact. 

The reader, however, is now in p<»ssession of the whole of the 
sources from wliich I have; drawn the story of Sohrab and 
Bustum, and can detcTiTnno, if he pleases, the exact amount of 
my obligation to M. Mold. But 1 hope tliat it will not in future 
be supposed, if I arn silent as to the sources from which a 
poem has been derived, that I am trying to conceal obligations, 
or to claim an absolute originality for all parts of it. When 
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any man endeavours to ‘ rnnanier et remvcnter a sa tnavierc ’ a great 
story, Avhicli, as M. Saint4i-Beuvo says of that oi Sokraband Jtustumy 
)ias * couru Ic mon<h^ it may l>o considered quite certain that 
3io has not drawn all tlie details of his work out of his own 
head. The reader is not, I think, conct^rned to ask, from what 
sources these have heon drawn ; but only how tiie whole work, 
as it stands, affects him lieal plagiarism, such as the borrowing 
without a<‘,knowle<igment of j>assages from other English poets — 
real dishonesty, such as the endeavouring to pass off the mere 
translation of a p »em as an original work — are always certain 
enough to be discovered. 

I must not )>e led on, from defending tlie morality of my 
imitation, to ilclend at length its aesthetics ; but I cannol 
forla-ar adding, that it wouhl be a most unfortunate scruple 
wliicli should restrain an author, treating matter of history or 
tradition, from plaiuiig, where ho can, in the mouths of his 
p<jrs(»nnges the very w'ords of the old chronicle, or niinance, or 
p<»<‘»n (when the poem <*mbodies, as that of Ft^rdoiisi, the 
tradition of a people) ; and which should lerol him to substitute 
for lliese any ‘ eo/cue gr?ossc[M') Erjhalungen\ For my pait, I only 
regret that I could not meet A\itli a translation from Ferd«>usi’s 
poem of tlio whole of tlie <‘pisodo of Sohrab and liusfnni : with 
ajiroso tran-slation, that is : for in a verse translation no original 
work is .any longer recogni/alde. I should certainly have made 
all the use I could of it. The use of the tradition, above 
evtM’ytbing else, gives tf> a work that vaiw‘r, that Ihwour of 
reality and truth, which is the very life of ]> 0 €dry. [A j 

[Note first insert « mI in iSW, omi(t«>d in iSoT.] 

202, 1, 1Cj<». f^iuior'd nn4lh< i t u s : Arnold says in a letter th.d. 
his autluuity for tins statement was Bunies ^.Fames Ibirnes, 
lS0l-(>2, aiitiior of N(irr<ttive of a Vttfil (o .SVno7r, IHdO). 

210. Philomela : one of the two daughltos of Pandion, king 
of Attica; Terous st>du<*ed h<‘r, feigning that lier sister Procne. 
whi»in lie liad married, was dead. 'J'lic dumb sister (1,21) is 
l*roene, whose tongue Tt»reu.s had cut out. The two sisters 
rev<mgt*d themselves by killing Tereiis’s son Itys ; they tlieu 
fled and, being overtaktui, were changed by the gods into birds, 
Procne becoming a swallow, Philomela a nightmg.ile. '^^This is 
the form of llio story chosen by Arrudd ; anotlu'r version 
changes the parts assigned to the two sisters.) 

2;i0. The Scholar Girsv. 

* There was voiy lately a lad in the University of Oxford, 
wlio was l»y liis poverty forced to leave his studies there ; and 
at last to join liirnself to a company of vagabond gipsies. Among 
these extravagant peoph*, by tlie insinuating sublilty of bis 
carriage, be quickly got so much of their love and ostc*em as 
that they discovered to him their mystery. After he had been 
a pretty while well exercised in the trade, there chanced to ride 
by a couple of scholars, who had formerly been of his acquain- 
tance. Tliey quickly spied out their tdd friend among tlun 
gipsies ; and lie gave litem an account of the necessity which 
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drovo him to that kind of life, and told them that the people he 
went with were not such ipipostors as they were taken for, but 
that they had a traditional kind of learning among them, and 
could do wonders by the power of imagination, thoir fancy 
binding that of others: that himself liad kuirned much of thoir 
art, and when ho had compassHod the whole secret, he intended, 
lie said, to leave tlieir company, and give the world an account 
of wliat he had learned/ — Glanvii/s Vanity of Boymatizing . 1001. 
[A] 

2^15, 11. 182-190. Tlicse lines perhaps refer to Carlyle. 

237. Stanzas. Edward Quillinan married Wordsworth's 
daughter Dora. He died in 1851 (see p. 270, 11. 4, 5). 

238. Dali>eu Dead. 

‘ Baldur tlie G<^od having been tormented with terrible 
dieanis, indicating that his life was m great peril, communicated 
them to the assembled Aesir, who resolved to conjure all things 
to avert from liimthe tlireateneil danger. Then Frigga exacted 
an oath from fire and water, from iron and all other metals, as 
well ns from stones, earths, diseases, beasts, birds, poisons, and 
creeping things, that none of them would do any harm to 
Baldur. Wlien this was doiH‘, it became a favourite pastime of 
the Aesir, at tlioir ine«‘tings, to get Baldur to stand up and 
serve them as a mark, some hurling darts at liim, some stoncb, 
while others liewtal at him witli their 8Word.s and battle-axes, 
tor do what they would, inuie of them could liarm him, and 
this was regarded by all as a grout honour shown to Baldur. 
But when Loki, the son of Laufey, beheld the scene, ho was 
sorely vexed that Baldur wa.s not hurt. Assuming, therefore, 
the shape of a woman, he wont to Fensalir, the mansion ol 
Frigga. That godtlcss, when she saw the pretended woman, 
inquired of her if she knew what the Aesir were doing at ihcdr 
meetings. She replied, that they were throwing darts and 
stones at Baldur wdhout being able to hurt him. 

‘‘‘Ay," said Frigsa, “neither metal nor wood can liuit 
Baldur, for I liave exacted an oath from all of them.’’ 

‘ “ What !" exclaimed the woman, “ have all things sworn 
to spare Baldur?” 

‘ “ All things," replied Frigga, except one little shrub that 
grows on the eastern side of Valhalla, and is called Mistletoe, 
and which I thought too young and feeble to crave an oath from." 

‘As soon as Loki iieard tins he went away, and, resuming 
his natural shape, cut oflF the Mistletoe, and lepaired to the 
place wliero the gods were nsseinbled. There ho found Hodur 
standing apart, without partaking of the sports, on account of 
his blindness, and, going up to him, said, “ Why dost thou not also 
throw something at Baldur? " 

‘ ‘‘ Because I am blind," answered Hfidur, “ and see not 
^^lu'^e Baldur is, and liave, moreover, nothing to throw with,’’ 

‘“Come then," said Loki, “do like the rest, and show 
honour to Baldur by throwing this twig at liim, and I will 
direct thy arm toward the place whore ho stands." 
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‘ H<)dur then took tlie miMtlotoe, and, under tho guidance 
of Loki, darted it at lialdur, who, pierced tlirough and through, 
fell down lifeless. . . . When Baldur fell the Aesir were struck 
speechless with horror, and then they looked at each other, and 
all W'ere of one mind to lay hands on him who liad done tho 
deed, hut they wore (tbligod to delay their vengeance out of 
respect for tin* sacn>d j>laco (Peace-stead) wliere they wore 
asseinhlod llu^y at length gavt) Aont to thoir grief hy loud 
laim ntations, though not on<» of them could lind W'*rds to 
expre.ss the poijiiianey of Ins feelings. Odin, especially, wa.s 
moris seiisihlo tlian tho olher.s of tho loss they had suffered, 
for he foresaw what a detriment Baldur^s tloaih would ho to tlie 
Aesir Wlien the go«ls came to tliemselves, Prigga aski^d who 
among tluun wisln“d tr> gain all lier lovti and good will ; “ l‘\)r 

this,” said sin*, “shall ho liavo who will ride to llcl and try to 
tind Buhlur, and offer Htda a ransom if slio will lot liim lotiirn 
to Asgard” ; whereupon Ilennod, surnamed the Nimble, the son 
of Odin, offered to underfako tho journey, Odin’s horse Sleipner 
was thtui led forth, on wliich Heiinod mounted, and galloped 
away on Ids mission. 

‘The Aesir then took the dead body and bore it to the sea- 
shore, wh<*re stood Baldur’s ship Ilringhorn, which passed for 
the largest in tho world. But when tlicy wanted to launcli il 
ill order to make Baldur’s funeral ]>ile on it, they were unable 
to make it .stir. In this conjuncture they sent to Jotunlioim 
for a certain giantess named Ilyrrokin, who came mounted on 
a wolf, liaving twisted serpents lor a bridle. . . . Ilyrrokin tlien 
went to the ship, and -with a single })ush set it allont, hut tlx* 
motion was .so violent that fire sparkled frrun tho rollers, and 
tho earth shook all round. Thor, enraged at tho .siglit, grasptsl 
his mallet, and but for tho interference of the Aesir waiild have 
broken tlie -woman’s .skull. Baldur’s body was then borne to 
the funeral pile on board tho ship, and this ceremony li.a<l su»'h 
an effect on Nanna, the daughter of Nep, that her heart broke 
with grief, and her body was burnt on the same pile with her 
husband’s . . . There was a vast concourse of various kinds of 
]>eo]de at Baldur’s obsequies. First came Odin, accompanied 
by Frigga, tho Valkyrjor and his ravens; then Frey in his car 
<lrawn by the boar named Gullinbursti or Slidrugtanni ; 
lletmdall rode his horse called Gulltop, and Freyja drove in 
Iior chariot drawn by cat"^. There were also a great many 
Frost-giants and giants of tho mountains j>resent, Odin laid on 
thejiile the gold ring called Draupnir, which afterwards acquired 
the ])roperty of producing every ninth night eight rings of t^qual 
weight. Baldur’s horse -was led to the pile fully caparisoned, 
and con.sumcd in tlie same ffames on the body of his master, 

‘Meanwhile, Ilennod was proceeding on his mission. Fer 
tho si)ace of nine days, and as many nights, he rode through 
deep glens so dark that he could not discern anything until lie 
arrived at the river GjOll, whicli he passed over on a bridge 
covered with glittering gold. Modgudur, the maiden who 
kept the bridge, asked him his name and lineage, telling him 
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that, the day before fivt^ hand*, of dead persons had riddeii over 
t}»e bridge, and did not shake it so much as tie altme. “lUit.” 
she added, “thou hast not deatli’s hue on tliee, wliy then ridest 
thou boro orv the way to Ilel?" 

‘“I rido to Htd,” answered Hermod, “to seek Bjildur. 
Hast thou perchance seen liini pass this way?” 

‘ “ Baldur,” slie replied, “hatli ridden over Gjoll’s bridge, 
but thoie below, towards the north, lies the way to the"* abodes 
of death."’ 

‘Hermod tlien pursued his journey nnt il ho came to the 
liarred gates of Hcl, Hero lie alighte<l, girtlKsl hi.s saddle^ 
tigliter, and r(‘inounting, clapped bolli sjairs to liis horse, wh<* 
cloared (ho gate by a tremendous It'jip without toueliing it. 
Hei mod then rode on to the pal.sers whore lio fi>und Ins brother 
Jbildur occupying tlio most <listingu ishe<] seat in ilie liall, and 
jiassed the niglit in his e.mipany. The next morning lie besought 
llela (Dt-atli 1 to let Ibddur ride liomo witli him, assuring her 
that iiotliing but lamentations w^ti* to bo beard among the 
gods. Ilela answerisl tliat it slKUild now be trii'd whellier 
Baldur Avas so bobwisl as be was saiil to be. 

‘“H tlierefore,” &h<‘ addisl, “all things in (be wfuld, liotli 
living and lifcdess, Aveef> for linn, then shall lie letiirn to the 
Aosir, but if any OIK' Ibing spe,d< again.st him or reluse to 
lie shall he kejd in Hid 

‘Hermod tlu ii i o--<', and Baldur led him out of tho liall 
111 li. (Ik J>i Lijii to pi . k< i*p‘ like to 

Odin. Nanna also sent I'"rigga a linen cassnek and otlu r gilts, 
and to P"iilla a golil nni.’er-nng. Hermod tlion rode back to 
Asgard, aiul gave an ace<*uiil of all b<‘ bail lieaid and AVitnesseil, 

‘llie gods U])on tins dispatebed nussi'iigi'is tliroughout 
the Avoilil, to beg evt'iAthing to Avi'eji, in order dial liahlur 
nuglit be deliMued lr<im Ilel. All (lungs very willingly 
eomjilit'd witli this request, fotli im ii and I'Vi rv other liA'ing 
beiriL’^, as well as I'iirths and sl<>nes, ami trees and metals, just 
as thou must Imve s^-eii tliese t biu"s AViM'p Avbeii they arebrcaigbt 
from a cold plai'e into allot otm As 1 lie mes'-i'iigerM w ere return- 
irigAvilh the eon\ iel ion that tlieir mission liad be<*n <juite succoss 
fill, tliey found an old hag named Tliaukt sit ♦ mg i ii a eavern.and 
begged her to weep Haldur out of Ilel. But she aiisAven.'fl, 

‘ “ 1 h'uil'.t Avill wail 
W it li ari<l te.irs 
B.iblur’s b.ile lire. 

Naught, fpiii-k or d»*ad. 

By man’s son gani I, 

Ia'*. llela Iiobl Avliat’s In rs.” 

It A\as strongly f iis]i<*eted th.it this hag Avas no o(}»er than Loki 
himsolf, Avho never erased to AA^.rk evil among the Aesir.' — ’1 'Ih- 
I*rosc or A"om ngt r J]dda, cemniouly asci ibed to Snorri Sturleson , 
translated by .1. A. Blackwtdl. Contained in P. II. Mallot's 
Norihern Atitiqinlas, liolm's edition, 1847. 

27(i, 11. 8, 1). Tivo ft lend'; tnrt thcre^ tuo fanCet Gifted tccnnen. 
Cliailotte Bronti' and Harriet Martineau. [ A.J 
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280, 11. ]5f>, 168. Anne and Kmily Brontfi. 

I. 108. Brjvnwell Bronte 

283 Merope. In a letter dated Feb. 3, 1858, Arnold explains 
tliat everybody seems to think that Merope betrays a design to 
subslitule tragedies a la grecque for all other kinds of poetry, ainl 
he continues : * Wliat I meant them to see in it was a specimen 
of tlio woik <T<‘ated by the Greek imagination.’ 

In a later hdter (May 17, 18(15) he writes to Professor 
Conington : ‘ Tlio chorus-rhythms are unsatisfactory, I admit, 

but I c.annot yet feel tliat rliymo Avould do.’ 

21)1, 1. 37. Et pueri, &c. : Martial, I. in. (1, 

373, 1. 1851. file kitul, chaacc^arm'd Wandeier : I’oias, father of 
Philoetetes. 

382, 1. 11). Mg hrofher! and dune earlg lot. The Author’s brotln r, 
William Delalield Arnold, Director of J^ublic Instruction in 
the Punjab, and author of OnhUehl^ or Ft llov ship in the Fast, <ljed 
at Gibraltar, on Iiis way homo from India, April the Dtli, 1851>. 

LA.]^ 

380. T'jivksis. Throughout this Poem there is reh'renco to 
another piece, 'fhe Scholar Gipsy, printed in the lirst volume of 
tho Author's Poems [^Focws, a new edition, lS53j. [A.] 

388, 1. 80. Corydon and Thyr.sis contend against one another 
in song in Virgil’s sixth Eelogue ; ’J'hyrsis is defeated. 

391, 11. 181 '91. Daphnis, a (ireek sliejdieid, \vas blinded l>y 
a nymph whose love ho wouhl not leturn ; lie afterwards liad 
Jiis sight n^sl<*red and was earrit'd up to lieaMui by Ilormes. 
Another Daphnis was rescmed liy Hercules from Lityerse.s, a 
Phrygian King, who made all tiavellers enter into a reaping* 
niatcliWith him ami killed tliosi* whom he\anqmshed. The 
‘ Lityerses song’ was a dirge sung over tin* dead l>odies of the 
unfortunate travellois, Arnohl lias apparently bhmded these 
two stories. 

398. The Divinity, 1. 8. Fetalis the ohsi me oppostr he oata eigh'd . 

Gilbert de la iNu ree, at th«‘ l'<»uncil <»f Kin ims, in 11-48 [A.] 

The (iloon Shtpukkd, 1. 4. 'Vhc Ihrygiati sect: tlie Monlanists 

399. A nsrhiMiY of Porriiv, 1. 1 That son of Italy ivho dad to blow. 
GiavM>})one di Toili. [^A ^ 

400. Mom» A S Last Puayi r ; M»»nica was Iho mother of 
August me. 

405, 1. 38. He fatnes u/ietc the Itoek ofSjiain. See note to p. 382 
above. [A.] 

432, 1. 191. Goethe, too, had been there. See Jlai'icLse ini M'mter, 
in Goet lie’s Geduhte. [A J 

434, 1.21. The, (jenfian-Jlou'er'd jiass, its crown. The Genliana Intea 
of the Alps. [A.] 

1. 24. .«4>e/ v'uds ivhere Bijton came. Montbovon. See Byroii'.s 
Journal, in Ins M'o/As. vol. iii, p. 25S. Tho river Sanno boeornes 
the Sarnie below Montliovon. '^A. j 
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44G. New Rome. Mis** Story was Kdith Story, daughter of 
the sculptor and poet, William Wetmoro Story, 

446. Rome- Sickness. Emily Bliss Gould, wife of the physi- 
cian to the American legation in Rome, had, among other 
means of preparing destitute children to earn a reputahle living, 
established a printing press. Stray Leaves, ‘every letter of its 
type set by the agile lingers of little children’, was planned to 
assist the funds of the school, to employ the printing press, and 
to show wliat the pupils could do in that line, hut while it 
was still in the course of production Mrs. Gould died (81 August 
1875), and the book was dedicated to her memory. Tliese farts 
are taken from the editorial note by T. Adolphus Trollope laul 
the preface by Mary Howitt. Among the other contributors 
were Lord Houghton, W. W. Stoi\, William Howitt, and Chjirles 
and Mary Cowden Clarke. 

450. Westminster Abbey, 11. 5, 6 — 

thou no ItttUr keep, O Abbey oldy 
The boon thy dedicat ion styn Joretold. 

‘Allred of Kievaiilx, and several other writers, assert that 
Seberl, king of the East Saxons and n«‘phe\v of Ethelbert, 
founded the Abbey of W'<‘stminsler \ery early in tlie seventh 
century. 

‘ Sulcardus, who ll^ed in the time of William the Conquer<»r, 
gives a niiiiute accfuint of llie iinraclo supposed to liave been 
worked at the consecration of the Abbey. 

‘The chureh liad been prepared against the next day for 
dedication. On the night jireeeding, St Peter appeared on the 
opposite side of tlie water to a tishcrmaii, desiring ti3 be con- 
voyed to the fartlier shore. Having left tlie boat, St. Peter 
ordered the lisberman to wait, promising him a reward on bis 
return. An innunn*rable host from heaven accompanied the 
apostle, singing choral liymns, while everytliing was ilhimi- 
nateil with a supernatural light. I'he dedication having been 
comjdeled, St. I’eter returned to the iislicu'inan, quieted liis 
alarm at what had passed, and announced himself as the 
apostle. He dirocte<l the fisliernian to go as soon as it was day 
to the authorities, to state what ho had s€*eii and heaid, and to 
inform them that, in corroboration of his testiinriny, they would 
find the marks of con. serration on the walls of the church. In 
oliedience to the apostle’s direction, the fi.'-herman waited on 
MelJitiis, Bishop of London, who, going to the chureh, found 
not only marks of the chrism, hut of the tapers with which the 
ciinrch had been illuminated. Mellitus, therefore, desisted from 
proceeding to a new consecration, and contented himself with 
the celebration of the mass.’ — Dugdule, Monasficon Anglicanum 
(edition of 1817), vol. i, pp. 265, 266. See also Montalembert, 
Les Moines d' Occident, vol. iii, pp. 428-82. [A.] 

462, 1. 86. The charm'd babe oj the Eleustnian king. DemophoOn, 
son of Celeus, king of Eleusis. See, in the Homeric Hipnns, the 
Hymn to Demeter, 184-298. [A.] 
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454, 11. 154-5. 

7kat Pair, whose im\d did plan, whose hands did forge 
The Temple in ths pitie Parnassian gorge. [A.] 

AgainedcH and Trophoiiiua, the builders of the temple of 
Apollo at Delphi, See Plutarch, Consolatio ad Apollonium, c. 14. 

[A.] 

469. PooK Matthjas, 1 154. HtuVn from Aristoj)hanes. See Tfw 
.Birds of Ansto])liunos, 465-85. [A.] 

400. Kaiser Dead, I. 12. OJ liobin^s reed. 

‘Come, ; ' i the melaiichollous croon 

O’ Robin’s reed.' — Burns, Poor MaUie's Elegy. A ] 


CHRONOLOGY OF ARNOLD’S 
POETRY 

A -a 1849. The Strayed Revelleif and other Poems. By A. 

B— 1852. Empedocles on Etna, ami other Poems. By A. 

C = 1855, Poems by Matthew Arnold. A Now Edition. 

D-18oi. Poems. Second Edition. 

B-185r>. Poems Second Series. 

F 1S57. Poems. Third Edition. 

G - 1 S5S. M trope. 

//* 1807. New Poems. 

/*1808. Neio Poems. Second Edition. 

A” =^1809. PocuLs. Two vidunioN. 

L»=1877. Poems. Two volumes. N<’vv and Complete Edition. 

Jf = 1878 (June) Selected Poems. (’Tlie New SireiiS ' — see p. 480 
— did not appear in the Selections, and lor that poem M — Mac- 
millans Magazine, and piecedes L.) 

N* 1878 (October) Selected Poems. Second Edition. {Not seen.) 
0*1881. Poems. Two volumes. 

1885. Boem.',. Three volumes. 
g=1890. Poetical Works. 
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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL AND 
TEXTUAL APPARATUS 

1 . MINOK CHANGES 

Tliese itro minutt> and immerous, and loud themselves to 
<;lasHiIic.ition, chiolly under ‘parts of speecli For brevity, the 
references arc given by ]>age-n unifier and line-nuntber only. 

I. Cu2ntuls Uiangfil io small letters. These are too numerous to 
tabulate ; buflicient to say that in pp. S (*»-40 Tt>il. Tranquillity, 
Labour, liejivise, Necessity, I’leasiire, Youth, Joy, Winter, Spring, 
Autumn lose iln^ir cajutals, while Powers, Destiny, Law retain 
theirs. Per contra sea of faith 402.2 1 and spirit 432 . 2 o 6 are given 
capitals. 

(Til© italic initials below indicate the edition in which the 
change was made.) 

II. Comuvctiun'y. 

And aUered to But 142.101 L, 21 C 771 M, 228.55 A', 44O.33S 0 ; 

10 Then 2 10 . 767 Jl/, 453 127/* 

Hut altered to And 140 . » 2 A, to For 00 . 115 A; io Then 268.356 
L ; to Yet 71.197 O, 131 ). 21 i/, 401 . 17 O. 

Oi altered to But 200 74 C. 

Yet altered to But 408^1 ^.5 II ; to Soon 320.5 14-1 5 P. 

III. lute) jrct urns. Ah!j Yes, yes 345.114 P; AlasIJ All 379 ' 
16 O; OhJ Ah 400(1 H L. 

IV. Italics changed to lornan: 59 ( 1 ). 14 O. 109.346 K, IIO.381 

A, 121.280-1 A, 102.16-18 A, 173.63-4 272.1 10’ Zf. 

Koman type changed to italics ; 49.24 i he > A, 00 35 (^rny . . .will') A, 98 . 
139 ( uHza)d , L, 209 ,.j.:}b it hem) K. IO5.4 (/; 7 a, 417.143 ( wiore»/<«w^ ; 1. 
Roman — i/o/a — toman: 19.5.47 You too feed . . . P you think clear 

11 ye t iiink clear J. 

V. Light syllahles changed to luaner. 

Short a ( * ‘er’ ■ altered to his 349 1132 P, 385.100 H \ to Some 

440.243 O. 

and fumes] from fumes 431 . 145 L. And this] Let thi.*> 70 . 
1 70 L. 

1 ’ the] In the 47.238 C. 

She liath] Fate liatli 372.1793 P. 

Short the \^^th’; altered to a 81 . 54 (a far-off; L; to lier 437.157 
P; to Ins 90.184 A, 393.5,6 I; to our 137 ( 2 ). 16 A; to that 69 ( 2).6 
A, 107.256 B, 110.103 A, 338.802 P, 439.22 1 A; /o these 8IO.51 P; 
to this 154.142 C, 338 824 P, 340.865 442 . 310 O aloni‘\ to those 

154.144 C, 307 . 1661 P; to thy 79.1 O alone-, to your 68.94, 96 A, 71 . 
1S6 A. 

242.165 will fare] must fare K. 

Contrariwise: 08.68 this] the O ; 104 . 172 that] theP; 2IO.513 his] 
the A; 1 16.53 77 , 429.69 ^^Y] » 4M.49 words] the words 

A; 379,18 their] the O. 
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VI. mine, thin© /or my, Uiy before vo^ 4 )el or aspirate: 100 . 29 P, 
115.56 K, 150.11 X, 166 . 30 K, 168.3 ir, 23 S. 9 S K, 26J.293 X; 280 . 
155 (see note). 

VII. Prepositions : hy] in II6.53 by] of 867.1663 from] o’er 
488 . i8r P, from] of 104 . 163 jfiT, in] 'mid 898 2 ^. 13 M, In] On 
147.266c, 439.212 J, ’mid] by 229.34 P, o'tr] by I62.5 K, O’or] 
On 401 . 20 P, of mine] from me 457.83, then] that 3I8.134 P, 
Then] Thus 879.7 0, through] ’mid 226.38 0 , towVd] to 316 . 51 
P, towards] for 3I6.39 P. 

VIII. pronouns : Relative. 

that] this 442 318 0 alone, which (thirty instances'), 
which] that 166.246 if, 159.1 14 X, 888.300 P. 

172 . 27-8 that . . .which] which . . . that JST. 

IX. Pronouns : Impersonal made Personal : (chatelaine) That] 
whom 145.195 P; The (lay, Sweet- IP ill iam^ time) its] his 126. 
465 1/, 888.65 0, 163. 60 Bi .deer, dogs) which] who 161.194 X, 
258. 170 iC ; (hill) That] Who 58 4 X ; the mghf) its] her I2G.465 
II ; amt contrariwise I wt‘r© he who] I were that which 211. 545 M. 

X. said, say altered to (1) cried, cry 162. 65 C. 198-3 P, 202. j 84 X, 
217.791 X-, (2) bade 54.92 X; (S) wept 228. insertion a/ler ^6 L. 

XI. Sibilants altered: 

Finaln deleted: backwards 232.76 K, breasts 229.23 2>, ears 74 ^6 
X, fields 2I8.S47 K, forwards 43.87 K, 206 341 K, ghosts 89.1 J3X. 
hands 153. 105 P, heads I63.7 B, mountains 223.75 404-5 1 

restorers 827.45 P, seawards 8O.5 K, 140.13 K, shorewards 80.4 K, 
Smyrna’s 40.4 X, 8un878.40, sweets 407. 13 H, times 98.153 /f, to- 
wnrdH64.42 A", 90.1S3 K, 205. 300 X, 233.1 35 K, 239.58 X, 241 . 145 K 
(hut not 246.333, 254,3, 3(»8. 150S), 269.13 318. 112 P, 342.941 P, 

woods 275, 181 P. But contrariwise eye] eyes 408. 10 Q, fe.ast j feasts 
243.203, 260.2 32 P, ruin] ruins 439.305 I 

does] doth II5.52 G, I69.24 K, ha.s] hath IO8.294 //, 1 28.14 M, 
IS8.82, 190.30, 2O8.414, 232.90 X, 34O.S70 P, 408. 14 P, 418.2 10 X, 
numbers] numhreth 880.530 P, 

As ... as Bf //] moi e . . . than CDFI 1 12.434. 
as it was] while it was 228.^7 F. 

At last those snatches cease] . . . th<*ir snatches . . 418. 185 / 

field is still] fields are still 418.1, 419.19 X. 

her sleep is still] smooth is her brow 148.302 F, 

its words] the words 434.49 X. 

strife is hush’d] strifes are hush’d 42O.14 X. 

Contrarivoise : feast-day] foa^'t-tide 206 . 355 F, instinct sure] 
instincts sure 453.77 With low sighings Silence stole 68.70 
Macmillan's Mag., Dec. 1876 . 

XII. Spellings: bare] bore 2I6.740 /> ; drove] drave 248 . 6 i 
X ; further] farther 70 . 146 X, 90 . 180 X, 94 . 11 K, 160 . 189 X, 248.88 
P, 390.157 lower’d] lour’d 887.44 P; sovereign] sovran 
II6.78 X (and see variant of 68.78); spoke] <^pake 62.39 84.28 

O, 202.187 X, 206.346 X, 897.3 P; sunk] sank 42.50 X, *210.521 K, 
214.693 K, 228.70 K, 246.338 K (and see 885.99 rar*anf). 
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XIII. Subjunctives : 

A/ttr if : Home fair coast have lured us I86.1 1 P, (his be quench'd 
101.171 H. 

After though : the holy secret . , . Mould not 62 .Q, 10 P; 
the cloud ... be gone 78 . 6 j 2 A'; all fiee spirits were 860 . 1392 
P; sunk bo . . . tliis . . . head 466 176 P. 

After till ; all have been 192.12 L. 

Aftei whether: a cloud . . . have buist 47.248 K. 

XIV. TowardCs) altered to Tow*rd(s) for the monosyllable : 64.42 
P, 9O.183P, 283.125 P, 239.58 P, 247.20 P, 249.123 P, 264.3 P, 
400 ( 2 ). 5 P. 

XV. wert altered to wast: 67.209-10 JT, 96-43 7 , 96 76 7 , 128 . 1 , 
2 A', 172.44 A', 190.38 A^ 193 20 A', 283 . 100 L, 263 . 2:^9 7 ., 267 . 103, 
I 12 L, 883 39 IT, 392.2 11 A, 892.2 26 77 . 426.138 L. And see 364 . 
1526-7 and variant P 

XVI. you altered to ye : 121 . 28S X, 195.4 7 238.28 A. 

2 . MAJOR ALTERATIONS 
(The strings of italic capitals shon the. editions in which each 
poem apjieaied) 

P. 36 . Sonnet A rPFA'- Q Quiet Work A 3 serv’d in] 

kept at A 6 one short hour A still advance CP 7 ' lasting 

fruit A 10 weak A Hcnseless C~M litful O 

36 . Myoekinus ACDFK Q 4 were] are 5 late] dread K 
37 Tower J I'orce L .39 Whirls'] Bears KTJ> Sweeps P 40 rush- 
int:] Volume X columii’d A inKiirged C-F nisurgenl K 

40 . To A Fuiend AtDFK~Q 4 Tmolus’ . . . Smyrna’s] Tmolus 
. . . Smyrna K 

40-H. 'I'he Stkayeij Kevem.ek Afi^/A-Q 23S gnaw’d] 

gnawn () 

48-51 FkAoment OF AN ‘ Antioone ’ A FX'7vO-Q i6alono]thiH 
time L 

62 - 7 . Thf, Sick King in BokharX AEKLO-Q 37 hath 

broke] did break X 44 was it ] it was P 68 brief] 

short X 92 said] hade L 116 Forbid] Hinder A 211-12 
snatch . . . snatch] take . . . siintch h 

68. Shakespeare A r 77 FAX-^ 11 walk] stand L tread M 

14 voice] speech M 

69 To THE Duke of Wellington AXO-Q 9 with the 

foremost] but with purpose X 

69 . Written in Butler's Sfrmons A XO-Q 

60 . Wbiiten in Emerson’s Essays ACLO-Q 8 noise] life 0 

60 . To AN Independent Preacher AXO-Q Title In Harmony 
with Nature. To a Preacher X 

61 . To (Jeorcie Ckuikshank ACDFK Q Title Human Limits A 
only Sub-title On seeing G. C.’s picture of ‘The Bottle in the 
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country K On seeing, in the country', his picture of ‘Ttie 
Bottle’ L 

t>l. To A Republican Frienu ACDFK~Q 8 Ijave no need of] 
they require no K they require not L 

f>2. The same, continueh ACDFK-Q 13 man composed] 
mortal closed K 

r> 2 . Religious Isolation ACDFKLO-Q Suh-title To a Friend 
K To tlio same Friend L 

r>li- 4 . To MY Friends .-irZ>FA' Q T/VZr Switzoiland. I. A Memory- 
Picture K A Memory-Picture L 1-8 am. in K only 9-16 

am. K 17 Young] Long X Once M 21 then let j then let 
floe K HO let flee L 53 doth lie | doth he LM I seo O 66 
true ACDFL -0 firm K join<‘d O fixt P 

66-C. A Modern Saupho Af-VvO-Q (Vari<t'nts in K) 2 moves] 

stirs 3 gleams] si linos 6 come ] shoot 7 find] make 

9~i2 am. 26 Tin* strc»ng spell whn*h j>assion upon him hath 
hurl’d A’ a/nve beauty] ]»;Lssion /y-(J 33 Then — ] So, 34 

the boat] their flag 

r»6-73. 'I’he New Sirens A, MacmilJaii''i Mag. Dec. I87(> ( <= il/, 
below\ LO-Q. Fub-iitle in A only 

1 cedar] cedarn 0 3 Oft at noon] Late at eve M Forth 

fit noon P have] had 3 / 7 at e^ening] in sluinlaT M 8 

Heard] Saw M Heanl i' 21 In a Tyrian] Like thosi' kings 

vvith M 22 golden springs] jewellM lands M 23 like 

Eastern kings] with gold ami gifts M 35 fierce embraces] 

death-embraci^s Jlf 56 those] yon L 57 Come ] Ah L 59 
firm] staunch M 61 some world- worn j earth’s care-worn M 
65 are] were 37 66 Life without love does but fade ML Dull, 

without love, life doth fiule O Dull did life in torpoi faib^ P 
fi'j Time IS lame AP \^‘lin it vva^fes ML() grow] grew M 
70 sighs hath] sigliings M 72 Weighs] Weigh’d L Fell P 

aery] clirniiing P 7S When] While itf princidy] sovran P 
(^cf. 11 (>. 7 S) 85 kn<»wri] felt O SS weiglif j wealth 119 was] 
grows 125 are] were M 1 ’,9 me 1 ns L 15 i an earthly] 

a turbid ilf i 5 2 liiiinan] earthly 3 / \ ft in A only 161 louder] 

too loud P 1^9—72 b't . . . And . . . Sham’d . . . Blaine] shame . . . 
Lot . . . Mock’d . . . Mar M 170 sobbing thiobbing Jlf 

174 lioarse] li.irsh M 18^ kiiie APQ deer ML') 202—3 

easier . . . Happy] bapjib'r . . . Joyous JIf 203-4 • • • niid- 

iiigbt] height . . . nadir M 213 light] dawn P 213 Hashing 
liglit I flushing lines P 219— 20 As old fig<% youtli's fatal morrow, 
Spreads its cold light wider all f hat vvdule ? P 23S safl 1 rapt 
245 weeping] vvorsliipp’d M 248 happy] blessed M 269 

Strew] Plintk M 

78-4 The Voice ALO-Q 24 long fif>bor’dl ( 1 ee)>-sober’d L 

29 whispers] accents () 35 long <lihtant years] the bygone 

year L 39 Made my tost lieart its very life-blood spill, L 

74 - 5 . To Kausta ^ILiY-Q Tiilr A Question. To Faiista L 17 
Shall] Do X 

75 - 0 . Desire . 4 X 7 ^- Q Pi/lc Stag^’rns A Desire E Stagirius X 
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77 - 9 . To A. Gipsy Child AKK-Q Titic Stanzas on a Gipsy 
Child by the Sea-shore, Dougins. Isle of Man A (Table of Con- 
tents) 1-4 o?n. in K orUy 4 reading in /earf * E; in note*^ AL-Q 
5—8 The port lies bright under the August sun, 

(hiv shine the waters and the clustor’d pier; 

Blithely, this morn, old Ocean’s work is done, 

And blithely K alone 

9—13 Poor child, whom the light air of childish joy 

Wafts not from thino own thoughts — of graver strain, 
Hurcly, than those wliich shoiihl thino age employ — 

A weight of meditation mixt with pain! 

Blitho all ol8t‘ Stirs, thou stirrest not! — averse K ahnte 
15 that sought . . . didst j which seek. . . dost K alone 
iCi And thy dark mournful vision lests on me K alone 
19—20 Musiiigs, that ero tJiey c<uild grow ripe were tiown, 

And grief that heal’d at every smile of earth K alone 
25—6 Some exile’s, mindful how his (the Z.] past was glad? 

Sc»me angel’s, in an alien j da net born? — K-Q 

59 all men] mortals L 

80 - 3 . The Fohsaken Mpkwan ACDFK Q 96 Rhuttle falls] 
spindlo drops M 

84 . The Would and the Qiuetisi- AE1J>-Q 27-8 Monarch] 
Great King L 

86-6. In Utuum^ije Pauatus AKLO-Q 

36-42 Thy native world stir« at thy feet unknown. 

Yet there thy secret lies! 

Out of this Htuflf, these forces, thou art grown, 

And proud stdf-seve ranee fr<un them were tlisease. 

O scan thy native world with pious eyes! 

High as thy life be risen, *tis Irom these; 

And these, loo, lise. K alone 

86 - 93 . Restonatton A EKLO-Q 10 when] while L 

Between 210, 211. Ho leaves his kind, o’erleaps their pen, 

And flees the common life of men. 

O (in italics) 

94 - 126 . Empedocles / iff Q 

I. ii. 23 tune] thine / -» i ctuifuse] confound i 35 those] 

these P 113, 113-16 world . . . rudely hurl’d . . . time] day 

... in dismay . . . time B time . , . out of chime . . . chance 
O 261 founder’d] foundering L 434 As . . . as BH-K More . . . 
than CDFLO-Q 

II. *7 servants] helpers PQ 65 see] flee K 55, 57, 60, 62 
see . . , sea . . .sleep . . . deep] weep . . . deep . , . rest . . . prost L 
57 defeat inj mischance on L 341 might ff would BI LO-Q 

126 — 7 . The River BEKLO-Q Title Faded Leaves, I. The 

River E 

127 - 8 . Excuse BEK-Q Title Urania K 1-4 cm, K -0 

17 Yet show her once, ye heavenly Powers K 1 8 we] ours K 
32 gay] pure K 
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128 - 9 . Indifference JiEK-Q Title Euphrosyno K i muntj 

will K alone i , 2 wert] want KP 1-2 I muHt not say that 
hl»c‘ was truo. Yet lot mo sny that she was fair L -0 4 They 

will not] They sliould not K -0 Why should they PQ 21 smile] 
shine L 

25-8 On one she smiled, and he w^as blest! 

.She smiles elsewhere — we make a din I 
But ’twjis not lov€^ which heaved her breast! 

Fair child ! — it was the bliss within. JT— O 

129 . Too Late PEKLO Q Title Faded Leaves. II, Too Late E 

129 - ob. On the Khine. BEKLO-Q Title Faded Leaves. IV. 
On the ItJiine E 

130 Lonoino BEK LO Q Title Faded Leaves. V. Longing E 

131 . The Lake B BFK-Q Title Switzerland (II CI)FK% I 

L-Q\. I’he Lake CDF Meeting A'-<? 

131 — 3 . Partino B-IJFK-Q Title Switzerland IV CDF^ III 
Ji, II B-Q). Parting 64 strain’d] stretch’d L 70 clasp’d] 
strain’d L 

134 . Arsence B~DFK—Q Title Switzerland (VI CL-Q^ VII 

I)j VIII F, V K^. Absence ^ shudder] shiver L 

135 . I’o M A no IT K rite, in RFTUHNINO a VOI.UBIE of the Letteils 
OK Ortih B~-DFK g Title Switzerland V CL-Q, VI Z>. VII FK\ 
To Mrirgu<*rite Cl>, Isolation F To Marguerite, continued K-Q 

135 - 0 . Human Like BII-LO-Q 

130 . Despondency BEK 1,0 Q 

137 . Youth’s Auhath^ns BU~Q 

187 - 8 . .SEDr-I>ECfci*TioN BEKLO-Q 34 blank F] new BK-Q 

138 - 9 . Lines wumpN ky a Dkatu-Bed B {^Ltne^i i-iO irisertcd 
in Tristram ami Iseult K hetwefn ii. 130, lines 17-^11 «-s 

Youth and Calm //-Q) 6 curtains] bed-clothes A' 15 placid] 

tran<iiiii K 16 youngest. . . freshest] younger . . . purest K 

189 - 61 . Tristram anij 1 sisxs j,r B-DFKLO-Q 

I. 100 cup that] phial P 103 water] true draught P 1-^4 
proud] loud K 1.15 Fast beside] Iligh above L 136 golden 
cup] potion rare P 308 ’tia too late,] do not wait! P 318 her 
slender] his ivasted P 

II. 13 for the] ah, for K foUow 4S in L 51 wee})ing] 

pining K 54 constrain’d] repress'd 0 consumed P 93 

Kise . . . and] Cloae mine eyes, then 0 95 I charg’d her] I will’d 
so P live togi'ther] thou stay beside me K Beftceen 180-1 

lines 1-1 6 of Lines written by a Death-Bed were inserted in AT, 
aliei ed as noted above. 

III. 142 fretful] furious L 168 curls] locks 0 193 the green] 

last year's O 198 light] -vs’eird K 202 green] light 0 203 lay] 

plaj’^s O 

162 - 4 . Memoriae Verses. Fiaser BEK-Q 

165 - 6 . SELF-DEPENnENCE B^DFK-Q 23 alone] aelf-poised 

25 unobservant] uu regardful K 
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166 - 8 . A Summer Night BEK~Q 57 life’s] that K 90 
sink] live K~~0 abide P 

168-71. The Buried Life BEKLO-Q 43 about] at large K 
54 thoughts] lives 0 58 talent] spirit K 

171-3. A Fareweee BBFK^Q 'litle Switzerland (V DF, IV A', 
111 L), A Farewell jo Came] Pour’d K 43 no less] not 
less L 78 behold] maintain L 

174 - 9 . Obekmann irPALO-Q Tith . L also has the fuUer title 

shown xnfoiAnoit and adds: Novembei, 1849 66 Europe’s 

stormiest E a tremendous BK-Q 
180-2. C 0 N.SOL.ATION B-DFKLO-Q 

182-3. Lines written in Kensington Gardens BH-^Q 34 

close] upclose K 

184. The World’s Triumphs B-I)FK~Q 
184-6. The Second Best BII^-LO-Q 

185. Eevolutions BEK-Q 

186-9. 1 'he Youth of Nature BEKLO-Q 7 q and 0 alone 

onitt^s 1 . 30-1 dream’d . . . thought’) thought . . . dream’d K 

189-92. The Youth of Man BEKL0~-Q 27 For man] Man. 
man L 

192- 8. Morality B-UFK^Q 

193- 5. PROGi:Eh.s BlI-Q J 2 shall he B hath boon II-K have 
been L 

196-7. The Future B-DZ-’A-Q 

198-219. SoHKAB ANii lius'iuM Cl/FK^Q 163 Winding] 

Crossing M 544 thou] thee M Oil take] seek L 684 

figure] image M 739 then] fiist P tliy] their K 740 

When tirst they V»ore] Or eietlu-y brcuight P 767 replied] 

bewail’d M 846 By children wlumi flu ir nur&os call with 

liaste S,j 7 Indoors from the sun’s e^^e ; L 

219-20. Philomei-a CDFKhO~Q 

221 -G. The Church oe' Bkou CVFKO-Q with Part III in L as A 
Tomb among the Mountains. 1 . 73 vassals] some «>ne K 

11 . 13 trim] fresh K m. 37 washc's in C wails among DF 

washes 'mid KL washes through O 

227-8. The Neckan CDFK^Q j6 green] kind K 32 salt 
CDK cold F 46 cold] mild K 
Between 52-3 K inserts: 

But, lo, the staff, it budded! 

It green'd, it branch'd, it waved. 

* — O ruth of God,’ the priest cried out 
* This lost sea-creature saved ! ’ 

Bciwem 56-7 K inserts : 

He said : The eartli hath kindness, 

Tlie sea, the stai*ry poles ; 

Earth, sea, and sky, and God above — 

But, ab, not human souls! 
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228 - 9 . A Dream CDFO -Q Title Switzerland. Ill CDF ^ 

Under o*©rlninying] Border’d, each bank, with 0 35 wav’d] 

danced O Between 31-2 O inserts: 

(Such now, inethought, it was^, the river of Life, 

229 - 30 . Reqitiescat CDFK-Q 

230 - 7 . The Scholar Gipsy CDFK-Q 5 grasaea] horb.age 

P 10 renew] begin A" 25 blue] pink P 34 pn'gnant] ahining 
K -0 only 76 Aa the punt'a rope chops round K 173 Light 
CDK-Q Vague F 

237 . Stanzas in Memory of . . . Quillinan CDFKLO-Q 

238-08 . Raloeu Dead EKLO-Q Sub-title^ in E only. i. 46 Si> 
spake the King of (4(jds, and straightway rose, L li. 123 

Not] Nor 0 161 Swinging] Quivering F iii. 172 And 

threw] Ar»d jihicad P 174 The mast tln^y firt K 3C0-5 

om. in K 206 -7 • • • biirn’d] showed . . . flared K 2z6 

And long, in the far dark, blazed Baldor’s pile L 263 threw] 
east L 366 own . . . clear] dear . .. plain K 471 Trust] Love 
K 49^... when fall shall Asganl's towers L 496 could 
. . . could] inigtit . , . could K 

269 . Separation EKLO-Q 

270 - 5 . Stanzas from the Grande Chartreuse. Frasn 1855 , 
Jf-LO-Q 36 Tlioso] See, O 129 achiev'd F/aner^ LO -Q ob- 
tained II-K 157 There may perliaps, yet] There yet, perhaps, 
may Years Inuice, perhaps, may O 161 haste] speed A 163 
till they 1 ise] while we wait L 168 mark] praise LO laud P 
184 old] fair P 

276 - 80 . Haworth Ciiokchyard Frasier 1855 ; and, w/fh Epi- 
logue LO-Q. Variants, all in L : 

2-8. throiigli fields 

Vested for ever with gieon, 

Four years since, in the house 
Of a gentle spirit, now dead — 

Wordsworth's son-in-law, friend — 

1 .saw the meeting of two 

TQ They met,] The two 20 glorious] world-famous 21 Held] 
Kept the 32 left] signed 23 treasure] glory 24 consign'd] 
be.stow’d For 27-8 Hope at that meeting smiled fair L 49— 
78 omitted Between 7S-9 Turn wo next to Mie dead. — 97- 1 1 2 

omitted 1 1 3 roses] laurel 1 2 1-39 ( * Early Death and Fame, 
p. 407) omitted 140 nor yet] and not 148 gift . . . art] art 
. . . gift 155 toward tliint'] to thy own LOP to thine own Q 

I 71 beautiful . . . cause] eloquent . . . child 

281 - 2 . To Marguerite FK-Q Title Switzerland (VI FK IV 
L-Q\ To Marguerite F Isolation. To Marguerite K-Q 10 is 
often] may well be L may oft be M 

288 - 378 . Merope GPQ. In P the Preface and Historical Intro- 
duction weie recast and condensed to a Story of the Drama. The 
di^erences cannot be briefly shoum. The follotcing variants are all in P, 
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14 and throughout Hercules] Heracles i6 Thence to the South] 
Southward and west 51 tow'rd the] to these 56 see] look 
64 issuing'] approaching 75 eflfortj vengeance 123 sprung] 
grown 187 draws] moves 316-17 us’d . . . up] woie . . . 

out 217-1S Two . . . third] Three . . . fourth 356 hope] 
help 407^ 409 J'see] house 449 son’s seed] seed still 

463 Ye - . . lor] Your sons loaj> upon 467 Grandson] Thrice 
son 51 1 joy] hope 51 3 in safety, a nursling] for vengeance, 
a chain jiiou 

For 517-35 : Month after month, I await 
Vainly. For he, in the glens 
Of Lycaois afar, 

A gladsome hunter <d deer, 

Basks in his morning of youth. 

Spares not a thought to his home. 

534 Sit, and eye grimly the victim uns«*ouiged. 

53S-46 : Bring to me safe, let the rest 
Go HH it will ! But if this 
Clash w'ith justice, the Gods 
Forgive rny folly, and work 
Vengeance on sinner and sin — 

Only to me give my child I 

570 Small comfort offers for a woman tln re ! 640 with which] 

wherewith 660, 673 liave . . . they] hath . . . lie 665 hew] 
strike 733 liv'd] dwelt 745,781 Maniinea . . . Mantinean] 
Mantineia . . . Mantinean 757 grassy] high green 803 saw 
below] watchM the chase — 887 Of peace, and been repulsed 
with hati’i and scorn 908 decried] condemn’d Eetiveen 

948-9 Wherewith from end to end Aicadia rings, — 981 Our 
prince and the good Laias 

Between 983-3 : 

’Tin bo, ’tis so, alas, for see the proof: 

Uncle and ni'phew disajipenr; tlieir death 
Is charged against this stripling ; jigeiits fee'd 
To ply 'twixt the Mcsseniaii king and him. 

Come forth, denounce the trafftc and the traitor. 

Seized, ho escapes — and next 1 find him here. 

For 9^^4-99 The youtli, thou say’st, we saw and heard but 
now — 1008 clear’, firm 1011—13 omitted 1014 Yes, 

yes ! now I conceive tlio liberal grace 1074 vvoitch] friend 

For 1093 : 

I go I I go ! — The King hc>lds council — there 
Will I seek tidings. Take, the while, this word : 

1376 Concerting] Conferring 1387 but, that] if false 1388 
Fix’d . . . knew] Fix . . . kn<»w 1316 tools] wolves * 34 ° 
throw] give ^375 Electrify ... no more] Kindle , . . no more 
a mob, 1526-7, 1533 thou, like mo, Wert , . . and hast] thou 
and I Were . . . and have i,^39 horrible] dark in guilt 

1580 If . . . Older be] Be . . . order strict 1703 came] come 
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1726 thirst] bt'iit 1727 vengeance] feeling 1766 hide] 

sink 1769 hath . there] there did espy liid 1796 Envy] 
hatred 1S08 wilt > . . will . . . still) wilt . dare . . . still 

1829 err’d] sinnM 2017 indeed] uiy son 2024 thy] his 
879 . Men of (Jenius Cornhill 1H60, 0-Q • Variants in O. Title 
The Lord’s Messengers j~6 omitted 7 Then] Thus 

8 battle] trouble 9 Warfare of man from his birth 1 14 they 

lake] obey 

22-4 Some, uncoiiquer'd, are cross'd 

(Not yet half thioiigh the day) 

By a pitih'ss arrow of Death. 

27 At the dost* of day. from the plain ; 

880-2. St. Brandan 7/~Q 54 true] full I 55 If] When K 
.semblance , . . faint] fragmiMit . . . small 1 75-^ Then 

look’d, and lo, the frosty skies! The iceberg, and no tenant 
[.Tudjia ilf ] there ! L 

882-6. A SorTHviiN Nioht II -Q 86 Grey-] Hoar- P 99 

Outwi'uried] Outworn had L 131 attm*dj inspired I 

886-92, 'J'liYRsis Macjmlinti's Magasnne 1866 H-Q Motto omitti'd 
K-Q 12 Up jiast the] Past the higli K 29 Scliolar-Gipsy ) 
(Hf>sy-scholar L 142 unpraetis’d] less practis’d K iSi 

strains] chants I 194 soft ] mild P 

898. ^Though the Muse. , If-LO-Q Title Persistency ot 

Poetry L 

898. A Pk tuuj. ai Newsiead H-L0~Q 

891-5. Rachfl. Il-LO-Q i. 2 , Brown 1 Sere L 

895-6. East London ; Wk.st London H V 

896. Anti - Despekation JI-LO—Q Ti/Ze The Better Pail K 

397. Immoutamtv Il-Q 

397. Woni.DLY Place H-Li> Q 

398-400. The Divinity ; The Good Shepherd with the Kid ; 
Austerity of I’oetry' ; East and West ; Momca’m Last Prayer 
II -Q 

400- 1. (’Alais Sands H Q i 6 lock] liand L 

401- 2. Dover Beach H—Q S ebb] sea M sand] land P 
10 suck] draw 1 

402- 4. 'ITie Teijrai e at Berne if-Q, Tit/r Switzerland iVlIl 

Jl, VII ’I he Terraee at Beine (coinposeii ten years after 

the prej'eding [i.e. q/ler Absr*nco, p. 134 ]^ K—Q 4 S leases] 

quits L 

404-6. Stanzas COMPOSED AT Oarn AC /f-Q. Stanzas from 

Cainac wif/ioitf date, L 7 d] though 1 16 furze-grown] 

daisied I 19 br«M>m w'lth fur/c^, furze with Inonni I 

406-6. Fuaoment of Chorus of a Bejnneirn H-LO-Q 
406-7. Palladium Tf-L0~Q 13 Men will] We shall P 
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407 . Eauly Disath and Fame ( = ‘ Iln worth Churchyard’, E, 

line.'i 121-30) IT~LO-Q y^l^ariant'y from E) j see] live 2 I 

praise tlio lifVj Tliat life is hest 7 quiet mossy] mossy quiet 

408 . Youth and Calm H-Q 

40 S- 0 . (iRowiNG OiD ir-Q 10 weakly] loosely 0 

400 - 10 . The 1 ’rooresh of Poesy U-LO-Q 

410 A Nameless Epitaph i U! only, ii Ji-LO-Q 

410 - 11 The Last Word JJ-L 0 ~Q 12 broke] sank L 

411 - 12 . A Wish IT-LO-Q 49 let me] might I 0 
412 A Caution to Poits }I-L 0 ~Q 

4 L‘l. Pis-ALLKu H~L(>-Q 

41 H IS. Epilogue To LEs.-iiNG’s Laocoon 7 i-X. 0 -(J 12 n al] 

fine J S,; }m]se] houinm- / 171-2 ill piepared . Ill loundj 

lll-eiulow’d . . Ill-Stored / 

418 21 . Bacchanalia// LO-Q ‘^Vari/tnls from 1 ) i. 4 new- 

re;»]>’d J luiU-ni<nvn 5 sheaves] .swath.s b n-aper’s . . dogs’] 

mower’s . . . dog’s 9 last In-lated gleaner] last-leh haymaker 
IS 32 coriij land 34 piled shtave.s] liesh iieaps Ji. 3 
done! shone 

422 - 7 PutiBY (-’hapel / i-Q 20 f*f gloom] dai k L 22 thine 
even] ili> buoyant AJ 

427 - 32 . Heine’s O RAVE fl-l.O-Q 26-7 alive Quirkesl to ill] 
so soon Thrills at oaeh smart J 67 What so] What, thi'ii, so 

L 73 Feailull Tioiihlous K Il<*avy J4 21O Being] Spirit L 
433-42 Or.ionMANN Once Moke li -LO Q [ yariantsfio7n L unless 
otUtrivise motked ). Sub-tyh , (JompostMl many years after the 

pn e» <hiig [‘ Obermann p 16 tinklingl pastuiing 

73 knew it] reail things 76 Best <*aii itsj Cleaii'st their 78 
Tlion songhlestj Man's woik-i»lai‘* 

S1-4 ‘ Perceiv’st llioii not the ehange of ilay ? 

Ah ! Cairy hack thy ken, 

What, some two thousand jears ! Survey 

The world as it was then ! 

Between 84-5 in JK only : 

* Like onrs it look’d in outwaid an — 

But of that inward jirize, 

Soi/Z, that than they w** Lake moie eare, 

that wo take more c<*unt and <*ai <• K] 

All, tlieie our fuLuie lies. 

89 pulse] tliew K iransposed to folhnv 152 i 34 •■ee] scan 

153-6 Upon his Cross, with head sunk low, 

TJiat nail’d, thorn-erown’d Man 
184 Comes ^ Sounds P omitted m P 189 * Un~ 

duped of fancy, henceforth man P 190-2 m italics P 
Between 204-5 L : 

‘ — Down eaino the storm ! O’ei Franco it pass’d 

In sheets ot scathing tire , 
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All Europe felt that fiery blast, 

And shook as It rush'd by her. 

206 outworn] worn-out 213-14 ply . . . they] plies ... it 

215 ^ Ye live,* I cried, ^ yc work and plan, 216 they] ye 

2 [8 we . . . our] men . . . their 237 they] men 245 past] 
old 246 future] new is 265 Gloom-wrapt within] Com- 
posed to bear 279 seek] find 285 melts tho icebergs] breaks 
the winter 

Bctimni 2S8— 9; 

What though there still need effort, strife? 

Though much be still unwon ? 

Yet warm it mounts, tho hour ot life 1 

Death’s frozen hour is done ! 

300 luiseern] befits 309 reach our] fill that 310 dream] 
want fill’d I crazed LO rack'd P 31 1 Fix’d . . a | Consumed 
our soul [heart P\ with 3 if- *6 deed . . . word] word . . . 

work 318 men gain] attain ^i^nnyhty] co^nmon lioumainj 
again 

as. Tbanslations from the ‘ Iliad ’. On translating Ifomcr 1 801 
(Third lecture) 

440 . ‘ Helowthe Surface-Strfam.' St, Paul and Prottslaniism. 
II {Comhill Magazintf Nov. 1809 1 

440 . New Kome. Cornhdl Magaztm June 1873 ,U-Q 

440 . Rome-Sick NESS. InMcmonam. A Wimthof btiay Liaves^ to 
tfia mtmory of Em ily Hiisa Goiihl. Rome, 1875 . 

447 . S.S. ‘ Lusitania ’. Eineiemth Century 1879 

448 . Geist’s Gkave. Fortnightly Kcview Ja.nui\ry iS^S I 0-Q 
70 build] those /SS/, 0 

450 . Westminster Abbey. Fmcivenlh Century January 1882 
J\/ {variants from 18 S 2 ) 3 thy dedicaf ion-sign] to thy lounda- 
tion hour 22 scarcely] hardly 68 with mind thus] whose 
minds were 70 want] lack 96 stream’d] beaniM 124 in 
. . . laid] to . . . bore 126 strength] force 129 stupor] 

languor 130 next] then 136 Had finished, and a meed of 
price required 1 45 wish] crave 1 53 lar-aet] fai -off 1 64 
Thus] Here 173 guest] soul 175 Once more] One day 

455 . Poor Matthias. MaimiVan'^s Magazine Dee. 1882 PQ 
iS due to] ask’d hy 1882 82 fioni me] ol mine 2882 143-4 

in 1882 

460 . Kaiser Dead. Fortnightly Rixiew July 1887 Q 
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A region desolate and wild .... 

A thousand knights Inive rein’d their steeds 
A wanderer is man from his birth . . . . 

Affections, Instincts, Principles, and Powers . 
Again I see my bliss at hand .... 

And the first gre y of morning till’d tlie east 

And you, ye stars ....... 

Artist, whose hand, with horror wing’d, hath torn , 
As nuineroiiH as are the stars on a ch'-ar night . 

As the kindling glances ..... 

As the sky-brightening south-wind clears the day . 
Ask not my name, 0 friend .... 

Because thou hast believ’d, the wheels of life . 
Before Man parted f<ir this earthly strand 
Below the surface-stream, shallow and light 

Children (as such forgive them) have I known 

(’oldly, satlly descends ..... 

Como, dear children, let us away 

Come to mo in my dreams, and then 

Creep into tliy narr<tw hod .... 

Crouch’d on the pavement close by Belgravc Square 

Down (he Savoy valleys sounding 

Each on his own sti ict line wo move 
Eren in a pahice, life may led loell 

Far, far from here , .... 

Far on its rocky knoll descried .... 

Faster, faster ....... 

F’oil’d by our fellow men, depress’d, outworn 
For him who must see many yeais . 

Four years I — and didst thou stay above . 

Glion ? — Ah, twenty yi*nrs, it cuts 

Go, for they call you, Shepherd, from the liill . 

God know.s it, I am with you. If to prize 
Goethe in Weirnnr sleeps, and Greece 

Hark I ah, the Nightingale .... 

He aai'es (he sheep, the goats he doth not sate - 
‘ flcnri Fleine' — ’tis here ..... 
High fate is theirs, ye sleepless waves, whose ear 
How changed is her© each spot man makes or tills 

1 ask not that my bed of death .... 

I must not say that thou wert true . 

I read in Dante how (hat horned light 
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The evening comob, the field is still .... 

The lyre’s vf>ice is lovely everywhere 

The Master 8toi>d uporj the mount, and taught . 

The rnuleS) I think, will not bo here this hour 
The santly spits, the shore-lock*d lakes 
The sea i.s calm (<>>night ... 

The thouglits that rain tlioir steady glow . 

The track winds down to the clear stream 
They are gone : all is still ; Foolish heart, dost thou 
quiver ........ 

This seiit(‘'nce have 1 loft behind .... 

Thou, who dost dwell alone ..... 

Though the Mufte he gone uway ..... 

Tiirough Al]>ino meadows soft-suffused 

Tlirtmgh the black, ru.sliing smoko-bursts 

’I’ls death ! and peace, indeed, is here 

To daily tasks wo set our hand .... 

To die he given u.s, or attain ! . 

True, we must tame our rebel will . 
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Was it a dream ? We sail’d, I thought we sail’d 
Wo cannot kindle when we will .... 

Wo, O Nature, di'part ...... 

Wo were apart : yet, day by day .... 

Weary of myself, and sick of asking .... 

Well hath he done who hath seiz’d liappiness . 
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When I shall be divorced, some ten years hence 
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Why, when the ITorZd’.s great mind ..... 

Ye storm* winds of Autumn ..... 
Yes; in the sea of life enisl’d .... 

Yes, now the longing is o’erpast .... 

‘ Yes, write it in tlie rock I’ iSaint Bernard said 
Yet, when I muse on what life is, 1 seem . 

Youth rambles on life’s arid mount . 
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